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INTRODUCTION. 



The object of the translators of the following tales was to present 
the English public with a collection, which should combine effec- 
tiveness with variety, and at the same time should contain specimens 
of the most celebrated writers of prose fiction whom Grermany has 
produced. The names of the authors will, they think, be a suffi- 
cient guarkntee that they have not failed in this last respect, and if 
the re^er finds himself amused or interested by the series, they will 
have succeeded entirely. 

It will be rememb^ed that the collection is a collection of tales 
only, and that it was absolutely necessary, according to the plan of 
the book, that these tales should be nimierous. Any thing like a 
lengthened novel was therefore excluded, as it would have exceeded 
the prescribed limits, or rendered impossible that variety which the 
translators conadered an essential of their work. .That short tales, 
from their very nature, cannot often promote any very high purpose, 
and that amusement for a leisure hour is their principal purpose, the 
translators are perfectly aware, admitting that their collection, ^ne- 
lally speaking, does not convey that amount of instruction in li& and 
thought, which might be obtained firom more elaborate works, such 
as, for example, the WUhelm Meister of Gothe. At the same time 
they trust that Kleist's Michael KohUumSy Zschokke's Alamontadey 
Schiller's Crindnalfrom Lost Honour^ and even Hauff*s fanciful Cold 
Hearty will be acceptable to those who look for something beyond 
mere amusement, and that some readers will be foimd to appreciate 
the psychological truth and profundity of Hofimann's tales beneath 
their fantastic exterior. 

In their versions of the tales the translators have endeavoured, to 
the utmost of their power, to be correcty preferring even hardness of 
language to liberties with the original text. The mitials in the table 
of contents will show who was the translator of each particular tale; 

* The fBicX that Schiller's ** Ghost Seer" is so fiuniliar in an English garb, that it is 
almost an English novel, is a sufficient reason that it does not appear in this col- 
lection. Almost the same may be said of the more celebrated romance of La 
Hotte Fonqa6. 
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but it must not be supposed that tbey worked so separately that the 
printer and the binder have alone connected the results of their la* 
hours. Every tale when finished by the translator was carefully re- 
vised by his colleague. In those instances alone have the translators 
deviated from the original, where they found passages and phrases 
that they conceived would not accord with English notions of pro- 
priety. That in such instances they have softened or omitted, needs 
no apology.* 

It has been suggested to the translators that a notice of the authors 
and the works themselves might, with advantage, be prefixed to the 
collection. With this suggestion they have complied, trusting that 
the limited space allowed will be a sufficient excuse for the very 
sketchy nature of the biographies, if indeed the following notices are 
worthy of that name. 



Gcithe and Schiller have attained that universal celebrity, that it 
would be mere impertinence to say any thing about their fives in a 
sketch like this. Those eminent promoters of German literature in 
this country, Mr. T. Carlyle and Sir E. B. Lytton, have done all 
they could to make the English public famiUar with the life of 
Schiller, and a tolerably full notice of his literary progress will be 
found in No. LX. of the Foreign Quarterly Review. Those who 
can read German are recommended to the elaborate life of Schiller 
by Dr. Hoffmeister, which is a perfect treasury of information and 
criticism. The materials for a biography of Gothe lie scattered 
through a vast quantity of correspondence, reminiscences, conversa- 
tions, and characteristics; but a biography, such as the greatness of 
the subject requires, is still a desideratum in German literature. 

The Neio Paris, by Gothe, which appears in this collection, is 
from that delightful autobiography, to which the poet has given the 
name of Dichtung und Wahrheit. The circumtances under which 
it is told are sufficiently explained by the short introduction prefixed 
to it. Schiller's Criminal from Lost Honour was written during 
what is called the ** second period" of his life, when after the 
completion of Don Carlos he had quitted dramatic writing for a time, 
and devoted himself to the study of philosophy and history. The 
facts of the story he had learned from his friend Abel at an early 
period. Hoffineister*s remarks on this story may be found in- 
teresting. 

" This mi^uided man. Wolf," says HoflFmeister, " appears as a 
mournful sacrifice to the law, which, from this example, should learn 

* This has been especially the case with "Libassa,'* which is often indelicate in 
the originaL An oversight in the translation of that tale should, howeyer, be cor- 
rected. The provincial word, " Imme,** should be translated ** Queen-bee," not 
^ ant.*' Vide p. 14, line 5 from the bottom. 
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mercy. The severity of law has, firom a merely conventional offence, 
elicited a grievous crime, and him, who sinned from thoughtlessness, 
and was delivered to the care of justice, she has cast off as though 
he were absolutely worthless. The progress in crime, which is 
gradually forced upon the man by civil institutions, and his return to 
virtue, when vice has completed her lesson, are developed and painted 
to our eyes with extraordmary art. Every action is deduced from 
thoughts and motives; and these, again, are deduced from states of 
mind, which necessarily result from the reciprocal action which the 
soul of the man, and the circimistances by which he was surroimded, 
had upon each other. Everywhere do we find natural connexion; 
not a link in the chain is wanting. This psychological novel, like a 
tragedy, awakens in the reader not only pity, but terror. He feels 
that in the situation of the unhappy man, he would not have been 
better himself. The writer fulfils his purpose of plucking us down 
from our proud security. Man is just as good or bad, we say to 
ourselves, as his external situation; out external situation is the 
fate of all of us; and we see in the history of a single individual a 
sketch of the common lot of man. Moreover, this history of the 
* criminal' is so remarkable in point of style, that one always reads it 
with fresh interest. The language is extremely simple, clear, and 
natural, and there is not a trace of the wearisome, constantly oc- 
curring breaks, and the affected antitheses that marked Schiller's early 
style. Every thing shows that the author moved in a clear, free ele- 
ment. In some portions he has been eminently successful ; as, for in- 
stance, in describing the poacher's state of mind, when he is about to 
point his gim, at his evil genius, Robert. If, after all our praise, we 
have one particular to blame, it is this circumstance, that the weakly 
and delicate * host of the Sun,' who had not as yet distinguished 
himself in the trade of thieving, should have been unanimously 
chosen by the robbers for their leader, on his first entrance into their 
cave. Although he was well known to them as a good poacher, they 
might yet have reasonable doubts whether he was qualified to l>e 
their captain." 

Before quitting Gothe and Schiller, it is as well to state that Gothe 
was bom at Frankfort on the Maine, on the 28 th of August, 1749, 
and died at Weimar on the 22nd of March, 1832 ; and that Schiller 
was bom at Marbach, on the Neckar, on the 10th of November, 
1759, and died at Weimar on the 9th of May, 1805. 

Johann August Musaus, one of the most popular tale writers of 
Germany, was bom at Jena, in 1 735. His father was a justice there, 
and was soon afterwards removed to Eisenach, by an official appoint- 
ment. Young Musaus was educated by a relation named Wcissenbom, 
who held the situation of " General Superintendent" at Eisenach, 
and with whom he lived from the age of nine to that of nineteen. 
He studied theology for four years at Jena, and it is thought he 
might have succeeded as a pastor had not the peasants of Eisenach 
refused to accept him, because he had been convicted of the grievous 



Tm INTRODUCTION. 

crime of — dancing. In consequence of this check to his theolo- 
gical career, he turned his thoughts to literature, and made his first 
essay by a parody on Richardson's celebrated novel, called Grandi* 
son the Second^ which first appeared in 1760. In 1763 he was made 
Pagenhofmeister (governor of the pages) at the court of Weimar, 
and some years afterwards professor at the Gymnasium of that place. 
A considerable period elapsed before he again appeared as an author, 
when he satirised Lavater in a novel called the Phynognormcdl 
Travels. This had an immense success, encoiu^ged by which, he 
proceeded to collect materials for his Popular Tales of the Ger* 
mans. This collection he made in a singular manner. Sometimes 
he would gather round him a crowd of old women with their spin- 
ning-wheels and listen to their gossip, sometimes he would hear the 
stones of children from the street. On CMie occasion, his wife, re- 
turning from a visit, was surprised, as she opened the room-door, by 
a cloud of tobacco smoke, through which she at last discovered her 
husband sitting with an old soldier, who was telling him all sorts of 
tales. On the stories collected by him thus strangely, and afterwards 
narrated with great humour, though with occasional vulgarity, the 
fame of Musaus chiefly depends. They were written under the 
assumed name of Runkel, and were aesigned, according to the 
author's own statement, to put an end to the taste for sentimentality. 
He began a new series of tales called Ostrich Feathers^ of which he 
only completed one volume. On the 28th of October, 1787, he died 
of a polypus in the heart, and a handsome monument was erected to 
him by an unknown hand. His Popular Tales were, at the re- 
quest of his widow, re-edited after his death by the celebrated Wie- 
land, and this is the edition now current. The story of Libussay 
which is taken from the Popular Tales is founded on the Latin 
history of Bohemia, by Dubravius, and the work of -ilneas Sylvius, 
De Bohemorum ffestis et origine. The fables which are uttered 
by the personages will be found in Dubravius. 

The name of Jean Paul Friedrich Richter is almost as well known 
here as that of Gothe and Schiller; but the eccentricity of his style, 
and the quantity of local allusions with which he abounds, will 
probably for ever prevent his works from being extensively read 
out of Germany. Jean Paul was born at Wimsiedel, in the Baireuth 
territory, in the early part of 1763, anddied at Baireuth on the 14th 
of November, 1825. He first wrote under the signature of ** Jean 
Paul" only, this he extended to " J. P. F. Halsus," audit was to his 
Quintus Fixlein (1796), that he first aflSxed his real and entire 
name. In 1780 he went to Leipzig, but this he soon abandoned 
and resided for some time at Schwarzbach. He visited various 
cities where he was greatly respected, and received the title of "Le- 
gationsrath" from the Duke of Sachsen-Hildburghausen, with a pen- 
sion, which was afterwards paid by the King of Bavaria. His 
favourite residence was, however, his native Baireuth. A complete 
edition of his works, which are very numerous, was published at 
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Berlin in 21 vols., small octavo, in the year 1840, and another in 4 
vols., royal octavo, has been published by Baudry of Paris. The 
short tale of the Moon will give the reader a slight notion — only a 
alight one — of Jean Paul's peculiarities. It is prefixed in the original 
to Qmntus Fixlein, An interesting paper on Jean Paul will be foimd 
in Mr. Oariyle's admirable Miscellanies. 

The fame of Ludwig Tieck as a writer of romances, and an en- 
thusiastic admirer of all that belonffs to the romantic period of 
literature, is almost as great in England as in Germany. In the 
history of the " romantic" school, Tieck takes a most prominent 
position, being one of the chief colleagues and most zealous partisans 
of the brothers Schlegel. He was bom at Berlin on the 31st of May, 
1773, and even at school displayed his talents for composition by 
the commencement of his Abdallah. He studied at Halle, Gbt- 
tingen, and Erlangen, and read history and poetry, both ancient 
and modem, with great assiduity. In 1796, his novel, William 
Lovell, was published at Berlin. A journey from Berlin to Jena 
made him acquainted with the Schlegels and Hardenberg (NovaUs), 
and at Weimar he became intimate with Herder. His satirical 
dramas of Blue Beard and Puss in Boots j displayed an Aristophanic 
vein, and his works relating to art, began to attract general attention. 
These were The Outpourings from the Heart of an Art-hmng 
Cloister-brother (Berlin, 1797), the Fantasies of Art (Hamburg, 
1799), and Franz Stembald's Travels (BerUn, 1798), in all of 
which his friend Wackenrode more or less took a part. Tieck cul- 
tivated his taste for the fine arts by a residence in Dresden, Mimich, 
and Rome, and at Jena kept up his acquaintance with Schelling and 
the Schlegels. In the years 1799 — 1801, he published his tranda- 
tion of Don Quixote^ and about the same period several works of 
imagination. In 1801-2 he resided at Dresden, and edited, with 
A. W. Schlegel, the Musenalmanach. For the diffusion of a taste 
for the middle-age Uterature of Grermany, Tieck made an important 
contribution by his pubUcation of a selection of the Minnelieder from 
the Swabian period, that is to say, the period of the German empe- 
rors during the dynasty of the Hohenstauffen family, with an ela- 
borate preface, in which he called the attention of the Grermans to 
their old poetry. In 1804 appeared his romantic drama of The 
Emperor Octavian^ and in 1805 he published, in connexion with 
T. Schlegel, the works of his deceased friend Hardenberg (Novahs),* 
which may be classed among the most extraordinary phenomena of 
modem literature. The preface to this edition is entirely by Tieck. A 
long pause now ensued m the midst of his literary productiveness, 
dunng which he visited Rome. In 1814 and 1816 appeared his Old 
English Theatre, consisting of translations from our early drama, and 
in the same year he published the work to which, more than to any 
other, he owes his celebrity in this country, his Phantasus, The entire 

*- ^rm ^^^^ ■ 11 r — r ■--■■ ii ■■! im^ii m m ^ m m i -r- 1 1 — ■ ^m 1 WM-^^m— 

* An admirable paper on NorallB is in Mr. Carlyle's MiaceOoHiet, 
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work has never been translated, but the tales which are Introduced 
into it, such as the Blond Eckbert and the Trusty JSckart, are 
generally known. Another contribution to the study of the old 
German Uterature he made by his edition of Ulrich von Lichten- 
stein's Frauendienst (service of ladies), a kind of romance, by a cele- 
brated Minnesanger, and a collection of plays under the title of Old 
German Theatre. Ixl 1818 he visited London, where he was re- 
ceived with great respect, and employed his time in making collec- 
tions for the study of Shakspeare, in SchlegeVs translation of whom 
he has taken an miportant part. Since 1821 he has chiefly been 
engaged with a series of novels, which are widely different 
from his former manner, and he is now (we beheve) resident at 
Berlin. The tales from the Phantasus being already so generally 
known, one of a totally different kind has been given in this volume. 
The powerful tale of the Klauseriburg is from Tieck's collected 
novels. 

Heinrich von Kleist, from whom two tales have been taken, 
is another poet of the romantic school, and was bom at Frankfort 
on the Oder, in 1777. He led an unsettled kind of life, residing 
successively at Paris, Dresden, and BerUn, and after the battle of 
Jena, retired from the latter city to Konigaberg, where he devoted 
himself to literary pursuits. Returning to Berlin during the 
French occupation of Prussia, he was taken prisoner, and though 
he was shortrv afterwards released, this imprisonment seems to have 
had a fatal effect upon a temperament naturally morbid. In 1811, at 
Potsdam; he voluntarily tenninated his own existence, and that of 
an invalid lady of his acquaintance. His works, which are some- 
what numerous, consist of dramas and tales, and are all distinguished 
by a sort of rugged power. Of his plays, the most celebrated is 
the romantic drama, Kdthchen von HeiU)ronn^ and of his tales, the 
narrative of Michael KohlhaaSj contained in this collection. A 
complete edition of his works was published at Berlin, in 1821, by 
the indefatigable, Ludwig Tieck. The critical remarks which he has 
made on Kohl/iaas, may be extracted with profit. 

" Michael Kohlliaas,** says Tieck, " is unquestionably the most re- 
markable of all Kleist's narratives, and if we see with what firmness he 
sketches the various forms, how faithfully the events and feehngs are 
deduced from each other, with what steadiness the narrator advances, 
step by step, we are tempted to beUeve that this style is more suitable to 
the author, and that his talents might have shone forth more brilliantly 
here than in the drama. Here, as in his plays, we see, as in the 
form of a law-suit, the misfortune and the guilt of a remarkable 
man unfolded before his eyes. Few writers understand how to 
shake our hearts to the very depth, Uke Kleist, and this is pre- 
cisely because he goes to work with so steady a purpose, and con- 
sciously avoids all soft sentimentaUty. The insulted and injured 
Kohlhaas becomes unhappy; — ^nay, becomes a criminal through his 
misery and his keen sense of justice, until he is called back from 
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his career by the revered Luther, and by his means obtains a hearing 
for his suit, so that he can stand boldly forward. It is only by chance 
without any fault on his own part, that he finds at Dresden, that 
his position has grown more un&yourable. It is unnecessary to 
call attention to the masterly hand which has portrayed all the 
characters from the prince and Luther, down to the numblest menial, 
in such living colours, that we seem to behold the realities them- 
selves. WhOTier it was by intention or unconsciously, the writer 
has made important deviations from history. This mi^ht be excused 
on account of his leading motive, and the admirable neshness of his 
colouring ; but he is more culpable for his incorrectness in the 
necessary drciunstances of an event, which did not happen so very 
lon^ ago, — circumstances which can scarcely escape the recollection 
of me reader. E^leist forgets that Wittenberg, not Dresden, was the 
residence of the Elector of Saxony. Moreover, he describes 
Dresden just according to its present aspect The old town, 
(Altstadt) scarcely existed at the tune, and what shall we say of the 
elector himself, who appears as a romantic, amorous, eccentric, fan- 
tastical personage, when certainly it must have been either Fred- 
erick the Wise, or the Steadfast, who belonged to the period of 
the^ narrative ? By over haste — ^for it certainly was not from 
design — this excellent story loses its proper costume and accompany- 
ing circiunstances, whereas it would nave been far more effective had 
the author allowed himself time to place himself in the period with 
greater truth. Another consequence of this deficiency in true locality 
IS, that the author, afler long alluring us by his truth and nature, 
leads us through a fanciful visionary world, which will not accord with 
the previous one, which he has taught us to know so accurately. That 
wondrous gipsy, who afterwards turns out to be the deceased wife 
of Eohlhaas, that mysterious inscription, those ghost-like forms, that 
sick, half-mad, and, afterwards, dusguised elector; those weak, for 
the most part, characterless forms, which, nevertheless, come forward 
with a pretension, as if they would be considered superior to the real 
world previously described, as if they would sell as aearly as possible 
that mysterious nature, which comes to us little as possible,— that 
horrible foreboding which the author suddenly feels in the presence of 
the creatures of his own fancy — all this, we say, reminds us so forcibly 
of many a weak product of our times, and of the ordinary demands 
of the reading public, that we are forced, mournfully, to admit that 
even distinguished authors, Uke Kleist — who in other respects does 
not participate in these diseases of his day — ^must pay their tribute 
to the time that has produced them.'* 

No literature can produce a more original writer, than Ernst 
Theodore Amadeus Hoffinann, from whom the translators have not 
scrupled to take three stories. Some have called Hoffinann an imi- 
tator of Jean Paul, but the assertion seems to be made rather because 
both writers are of an eccentric and irregular character, than because 
their eccentricities and irregularities are similar. However wild may 

b 
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be the subjecta of Hoffinann, and however rambling his method of 
treating them, his style is remarkably lucid; and while Jean Paul is 
one of the most difficult authors for a foreigner to read, Uoffinann is 
comparatively easy. He was bom at Konigsberg on the 24th of 
January, 1776, where he studied law, and in 1800 became assessor 
of the government at Posen. In 1802 he became a councillor 
of the government at Plock, and in 1803 went in a similar capa- 
city to Warsaw. His legal career was terminated by the invasion of 
the French, in }806, ana he made use of his musical talents to ob- 
tain a subsistence. In the autmnn of 1808 he accepted the invita- 
tion of Count Julius von Soden to go to a theatre at Bamberg, 
where he was appointed musical director. The theatre soon closed, 
and he was reduced to such distress that he was forced to part with 
his last coat. He then occupied himself with musical instruction, 
and contributed to the Leipzig MiuikaKsche Zeitung. From 1813 
to 1815 he conducted the orchestra of a theatrical company, alter- 
nately in Dresden and Leipaog, and in 1816 was appointed councillor 
of the royal Kammergericht in Berlin, where he oied on the 24th of 
July, 1822. Hofimann had devoted himself to music from his 
earnest years, he composed the music for an opera on the subject of 
Undine J played at the Berlin theatre, and many of his writings have 
an immediate reference to the feelings and fortimes of the musician. 
This is conspicuous in the collection called. Fantasia-pieces in CaU 
lot's Manner^ which he published in 1814, and which was followed 
by his Deviis Elixir, published in 1816. His works, consisting of 
narratives, are very numerous, and were published at Berlin, in fifteen 
volumes, and by Baudry, of Paris, in one volume, royal octavo. 
Among the most conspicuous are the fantastic Confessions of Tom- 
cat Murr, the collection called the Serapions Brothers, and Master 
Flea. Many of Hofimann's stories have been translated into English, 
but they have not been so successful here as in France, where, when 
the translations appeared, they created a complete furore. Of the 
tales in this collection, the Sandman, and the Jesuits* Church, are 
from the " night-pieces," and the Elementary Spirit is from Hoff- 
mann's " later works." In all these stories it will be observed that 
Hoffmann's purpose is to point out the ill-effect of a morbid desire 
after an imaginary world, and a distaste for realities. Different as 
their adventures are, there is a striking similarity in the characters 
of Nathaniel, Victor, and the painter Berthold, and Hofimann seems 
to be exhibiting his own internal nature as the extreme of unhealtiii- 
ness. The same tone may be perceived in his other writings, and 
his obvious reverence for the prosaic and common-place, as the anti- 
thesis to himself, is remarkable. The story of the Sandman had its 
origin in a discussion which actually took place between La Motte 
Fouque and some friends, at which Hofimann was present. Some 
of the party found fault with the cold, mechanical deportment of a 
yoimg lady of their acquaintance, while La Motte Fouqu^ zealbusly 
defended her. Here Hoffmann caught the notion of the automaton 
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Olympia, and the amunents used by Nathaniel are those that were 
really employed by La Motte Fouqud. 

A writer of extraordinary fancy and inventioni but working for a 
more obvious purpose, and producing narratiTes more related m cha- 
racter to popular legends, was Wilhehn HaufiP, of whom likewise 
there are three specimens in this volume. He was bom on the 29th 
of November, 1809, at Stutt^ard, and in earljr life showed a great 
predilection for telling childi^ narratives. B^ng desimed for the 
theological profession, he went to the University of Tiibinfien in 
1820. Afterwards he became a private teacher at Stuttgara, and 
began his literary career with the Ahnanach of Tales for the year 
1826. This was followed by Contributions from Satan's Me- 
moirs, and the Man in the moon, the latter of which was de- 
signed to satirise the popular writer Clauren. Hauff*s historical 
romance of Lichtenstein acquired great celebrity, and the coUeo- 
tion of tales called the Caravan, which have contributed to this 
volume, are in the happiest vein. Hauff needs only to be known to 
become popular in any coimtry. His works, which are somewhat 
numerous, although he died before he had completed his twenty-sixth 
year (18th of November, 1827), were published in a complete edition 
by the poet Giistav Schwab, in 1830. 

Adam Oehlenschltlger appears as the head of the romantic party 
in Denmark, though he is as well known to the Qermans as 
the Danes, having published his works in both languages. He was 
bom near Copenhagen^ on the 14th of November, 1779, and passed 
his youth in the Cwtle Friedrichsberg, where his &ther was castel- 
lan. He began to study law in 1800, but soon quitted the study, 
and, at the cost of the government, travelled throuffh Grermany, 
France, and Italy. He was then appointed Professor of " .£sthetios" 
at the Universily of Copenhagen, and, in 1816, took another jour- 
ney through the countries above-named, and visited Sweden in 
1829, where he was received with enthusiasm, and was made Doctor 
of Philosophy by the University of Lund. The dramatic tale of 
Aladdin, published at Leipzig m 1808, first made him known in 
Germany, and his fame has been maintained by a variety of narra- 
tives, some foimded on the legends of his own country ; and a num- 
ber of dramas, of which his beautiful Corregio is the most cele- 
brated. The tale of AU and Gulhyndi, which appears in this col- 
lection, is most striking for its felicitous resemblance of the Oriental 
style of fiction. Oehlenschlager's entire works were published at 
Breslau, in eighteen volumes. 

Karl Lnmermann, who is exceedingly admired by a section of 
the German literati, was bom at Magdeburg, in 1796, and died at 
Dusseldorf in 1841. He was a precocious genius, having composed 
a drama and a romance at the early age of sixteen. Joining the 
volunteers during the war with France, he was present during the 
whole campaign m the Netherlands, and was in France in 1815. 
He became, m 1827, counsellor of the provincial court (Land- 
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gerichtsrath) at Diisseldorf. At this time he entertained a notion of 
torming a national Crerman theatre; but his scheme proved a failure, 
notwithstanding he adoj^ted all sorts of decorative means to ensure 
success. His works, which are very numerous, have been collected, 
and one of them, a mythical drama, called Mertitij is placed by his 
admirers, with more enthusiasm than judgment, by the siae of 
Gothe's Faust. The tale in this volume is from his munchhausen^ 
a wor)c of unequal merit, but displaying great genius and originality. 
A very AiU account of it will oe found in the Foreign Quarterfy 
Review, No. LXI. 

Franz Karl van der Velde, the author of Axel, was a popular 
author of historical romances, bom at Breslau in 1^79. r^assing 
through a varietur of judicial appointments, he died at Breslau in 
1824. His worKs, which were published at Dresden, in 1824, oc- 
cupy twenly-five volumes. 

Of all the modem writers of Grermany, there is none more truly 
popular than Johann Heinrich Daniel Zschokke, however doubtful it 
may be whether his wonderful popularity be commensurate with his 
merit. He was bom at Magdeburg, in 1 77 1 ; and, after the completion 
of his juvenile education, travelled about with a company of strolling 
players. Becoming reconciled with his relations, after this va^bond 
me, he went to the University at Frankfort on the Oder, where he 
studied in a desultory manner. After travelling through Germany, 
Switz^land, and France, he settled in the Grisons, and took a most 
active part in Swiss politics, to follow which would exceed the 
bounds of a sketch of this sort. His History of Switzerland is a 
standard work; and his collection of tales, copious as it is, forms a 
vast treasury of fiction for his admirers. The account which Zschokke 
himself gives of his Alamontackj is added to that tale.* 



Here closes this imperfect sketch. It is not intended to convey 
any new information to those who are acquainted with German 
literature; but it may, at least, be of use in conveying a few facts 
and dates to the general English reader. 

* To Zschokke is attribated the rdiffious work Stunden der Andachtj'tk judicious 
selection firom which has been translatea by Mr. Haas. 
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TALES FROM THE GERMAN. 



LIBUSSA. 

BY J. H. MUaSUS. 



Deep in the Bohemian forest, of which now only a shadow re* 
mains, dwelt years ago, when it spread itself far and wide into the 
country, a little spiritual people, aeriel, nncorporeal, and shunning the 
light. They were of a nner nature than mankind, which is formed 
out of gross clay, and were therefore imperceptible to the coarser sense ; 
but to the more refined they were hau visible by moonlight, being 
well known to the poets imder the name of the Dryads, and to the 
old bards imder the name of the Elves. From time mimemorial they 
had lived imdistiirbed here, until the forest suddenly resounded with 
the tumult of war; Duke Czech, of Himgary, crossed the mountains 
with his Slavonic hordes, to seek a new dweUinff-place in this spot. 
The beautiful inhabitants of the aged oaks, of rocks, caves and grot- 
toes, as well as those of the reedsm ponds and marshes fled from the 
noise of weapons, and the snorting of war-horses. Even for the 
^mighty Erl-king the tumult was too much, and he removed his 
court to the more remote deserts. One elf alone could not resolve 
to quit her beloved oak, and when the wood was hewn down in every 
direction to make the land arable, she alone had the courage to de- 
fend her tree against the power of the new comers, and chose its 
lofty top for her abode. 

Amon^ the courtiers of the duke was a young squire, named 
Crocus, mil of courage and youthful fire, active, well made, and 
of noble stature. To him was entrusted the care of his master's 
horses, which he sometimes drove out to feed in the forest Often 
lie rested under the oak which the elf inhabited; she regarded 
the stranger with pleasure, and when at night he slumbered bj the 
root, she whispered pleasant dreams into his ear, predicted to him in 
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significant images the events of the coming day; or if one of his 
horses had strayed in the wilderness, and tne keeper had lost all 
traces of him, and went to sleep with heavy heart, he saw in his 
dream the marks of the concealed path which led to the spot where 
the stray horse was feeding. 

The farther the new settlers spread the nearer did they approach 
the dwelling of the elf, who by means of her faculty of divination 
foresaw how soon the axe threatened her tree of life, and therefore 
resolved to communicate her trouble to her friend. One moonlight 
summer's evening Crocus drove his herd later than usual into the 
fence, and hastened to his usual couch beneath the tall oak. His 
road wound about a lake well stored with fish, in the silver waves of 
which the golden orescent was reflected in the shape of a glittering 
cone. Straight over this shining part of the lake, on the opposite 
shore, he perceived in the vicimty of the oak a female form, that 
seemed to De walking on the cool bank. This apparition surprised 
the young warrior. " Whence," he thought to himself, ** could this 
maiden come, so solitary in these deserts, at the time of evening twi- 
light?' But the adventure was of such a nature, that to a young man 
it was more alluring dian alarming to search into the afiair. He 
doubled his pace without losing sight of the form which occu- 
pied his attention, and soon reached the place where he had first 
perceived her, under the oak. It now seemed to him as if what he 
saw was more of a shadow than a reality. He stood astounded, and 
a cold shuddering came over him; but he heard a soft voice, which 
whispered to him these words: '^ Come hither, dear stranger, and be 
not afraid; I am no deceptive form, no delusive shadow; I am the elf 
of this grove, the dweller in the oak, under the thick-leaved boughs 
of which thou hast often slumbered; I lulled thee to sweet delightful 
repose, foretold to thee what would befall thee, and if a mare or a 
oott of thy herd had strayed, I told thee of the place where it was to 
be found. Repay this &vour by another service which I require of 
thee. Be the protector of this tree, which has so often protected 
thee against sun and rain, and prevent the murderous axe of thy 
brothers, who are destroying the woods, fixun injuring this venerable 
trunk." 

The young warrior, whose courage revived at this soft discourse, 
answered thus: ** Goddess or mortal whichever thou art, ask of me 
whatever thou please8t,.and if I can I yrill aooomplish it. But I am 
only a humble man among my people, the servant of my lord the 
duke. If he says to me to-day or to-morrow, * feed your horses here, 
feed them there,' how sludl I be able to protect thy tree in this re- 
mote wood? But if thou commandest it I will leave the service of 
my prince, dwell in the shadow of thine oak, and protect it as long 
as my Ufe lasts." ** Do so," said the elf, ^* and thou wilt not repent 
of it." Upon this she vanished, and there was a rustling in the tree 
above, as if some loud evening breeze had caught itself there, and 
was moving the leaves. Crocus irtood for awhile quite enchanted at 
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the heavenly ap[^tion which had appeared to him. Such a deli- 
catOi truly iemmine creature, of such a slender form, and of such 
noble appearance he had never seen among the stunted Slavonic 

S'rls. At last he stretched him upon the soft moss, although sleep 
d not close his e^es; morning twilight surprised him in a tumult 
of delicious sensations, which were to him as strange and novel as 
the first beam of light to the newly opened eyes of one who has been 
bom blind. At the break of day he hastened to the duke's palace, 
asked for his dismissal, packed up his baggage, and hastily started 
with his head filled with Rowing mitasies and his burden on his back, 
for his deliffhtful retreat m the forest. 

During nis absence, however, an artificer among the people, by 
trade a imller, had pitched upon the soimd straight trunk of the oak 
as an axle for his null-wheel, and went with his men to fell it. The 
trembling elf sighed when the greedy saw began with its iron teeth 
to gnaw the foundations of her dwelling. From the top of the tree 
she looked anxiously around for her faithful protector ; but her glance 
was unable to discover him anywhere, and her consternation rendered 
the gift of prophecy peculiar to her race so ineffective, that she no 
more ventured to decipher her impending fate than the sons of Es- 
culapius with their boasted '* prognosis" are able to tell when death 
will Jcnook at their own doors. 

However Orocus was on his way, and so near the scene of this 
mournful catastrophe, that the noise of the creaking saw reached his 
ears. He augured no good from this noise in the foi^st, and setting 
win^ to hisleetbehelJ-horrible sight-the impending destruction 
of the tree he had taken under his protection in his very presence. 
Like a madman he flew upon the workmen with his spear and drawn 
sword, and fidghtened them from their work; for they thought that 
a mountain demon was in their pi^nce and fled in great confiision. 
Fortunately the tree's wound was curable, and in a few summers 
the scar had disappeared. 

In the hours of rest in the eveninff, after the new-comer had se- 
lected a spot for his future dwelling, had marked out the space to be 
hedged in for a little garden, and had again considered in his mind the 
whole plan of the hermitage in which he designed to pass his days, 
far removed from human society, in the service of a shadowy friend, 
who seemed to be totally unreal, the elf appeared to him on the 
banks of the lake, and with graceful gestures thus accosted him: 
" Thanks, dear stranger, that thou hast prevented the strong arms 
of thy brethren fkim telling this tree, to which my life is attached ; 
for know that mother nature, who has endowed my race with such 
various powers and faculties, has nevertheless united our life to the 
growth and duration of the oaks. Through us does the queen of 
the forest raise her venerable head above the rabble of other trees 
and shrubs; we promote the circulation of the sap through trunk 
and branches, so that she gains strength to combat with the whirl- 
wind, and to defy for centuries the destroying power of time. On 
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the other hand, our life is knit to hers. When the oak, to whom 
&te has assigned us as a partner, grows old, we grow old with it, 
and when it dies, we die away also, and sleep like mortals, a sleep of 
death, until bj the eternal revolution of all things, chance or some 
secret arrangement of nature unites oui being to a new germ, which 
opened by our vivifying power, sprouts up after a long time to a 
mighty tree, and affords us the joys of life anew. From this thou 
mayst perceive what a service thou hast rendered me by thy assist- 
ance, and what gratitude is due to thee. Require of me the reward 
of thy noble act, reveal to me the desire of thy heart, and it shall be 
fulfilled at once." 

Crocus was silent. The sight of the charming elf had made upon 
him more impression than her discourse, of wnich he understood 
but little. Sne perceived his conftision, and to extricate him from 
it took a dry reed fix)m the bank of the lake, broke it into three 
pieces, and said: '* Choose one of these three, or take one without 
choice. In the first is fSune and honomr, in ihe second are riches 
and wise use of them, and in the third happy love is contained for 
thee." The young man cast his eyes to the ground and answered: 
** Daughter of Heaven, if thou intendest to grant the wish of my 
heart, know that it is not contained in the three reeds which thou 
offerest; my heart seeks a still greater reward. What is honour but 
the fiiel of pride, what are riches but the root of avarice, and what is 
love but the trap of passion, to ensnare the noble liberty of the heart? 
Grant me my desire of resting beneath the shadow of thy oak, from 
the fatigue of the campaign, and of hearing from thy sweet mouth 
doctrines of wisdom, that thus I may decipner the future." ** Thy 
wish," replied the elf, *' is great, but what thou deservest at my han<& 
is not less, and therefore let it be as thou hast requested. The 
bandage before thy corporeal eyes shall vanish, that thou mayst be- 
hold the secrets of hidden wisdom. With the enjoyment of the fruit 
take also the shell, for the wise man is also held in honour. He alone 
is rich, for he desires no more than he actually needs, and he tastes 
the nectar of love without poisoning it with impure lips." When sl;ie 
had said this she again presented mm the three pieces of reed, and 
vanished. 

The young hermit prepared his bed of moss xmder the oak, h^hly 
delighted at the reception which the elf had accorded him. oleep 
overcame him like an armed man, cheerful morning dreams danced 
round his head, and nourished his fancy with tne fra^ance of 
happy anticipations. As soon as he woke he joyously began his 
days work, built himself a commodious hut, dug his garden, 
and planted roses and lilies, and other sweetly-smelling flowers and 
vegetables, not without cabbages and kitchen herbs, besides an assort- 
ment of fruit-trees. The elf did not fail to pay him a visit in the 
twilight of every evening, took pleasure in the produce of his in- 
dustry, walked with him hand in hand along the reedy bank of the 
pond, until the waving reed murmured forth a melooious evening 
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Sieting to the friendly pair, when the breeze rustled through it. 
e elf initiated her docile pupil into the secrets of nature, in- 
structed him in the ori^ and issue of things, taught him their 
natural and magical qualities and virtues, and formed the rough 
warrior to a thinker and a philosopher. 

In the same degree as the feelings and senses of the young man 
became more refined by his intercourse with the fair snadow, the 
tender form of the eli became denser, and acquired more con- 
sistencr^. Her bosom was filled with animation and life, fire gUs- 
tened from her hazel eyes, and with the form of a young girl, she 
seemed also to have acquired the feelings of one. In a few months 
the sighing Crocus was blessed with the happiness which the third 
reed had promised him, and did not regret that the freedom of his 
heart was ensnared by the trap of love. Although the marriage of 
the tender pair took place without witnesses, it was productive of as 
much happmess as the most obstreperous nuptials, and in due time 
pledges of conji^al affection were not wanting. The elf presented 
her liusband with three daughters at one birth, and the de- 
lighted &ther, in the first embrace, called her who had cried in his 
house before the two others, Bela; the next Therba, and the 
youngest Libussa. All were like genii in the beauty of their 
form; and although they did not consist of such a delicate material 
as their mother, their corporeal nature was finer than the coarse 
earthy form of their &ther. They were also tree from all the in- 
fibrmilies of children, and needed no leading strings, for, afler the 
first nine dajs, they all ran like so many partridges. As they grew 
up, they displayed all their mother's talent for detecting nidden 
th iiLg s, and predicting the future. 

With the aid of time, Crocus also acquired much knowledge of 
these mysteries. When the wolf had dispersed the cattle in the 
wood, and the shepherds searched about for their lost sheep and 
oxen; when the woodmen missed an adze or a hatchet, they sought 
advice fi«)m the wise Crocus, who told them where to mid what 
they had lost. If a bad neighbour made away with any of the 
common property, broke at night-time into the fold or dwelling 
of another, robbed him, or murdered his host, and no one could 
guess who was the criminal, the wise Crocus was always sought for 
oounseL He then summoned the community to a grass-plot, made 
them form a circle, stepped into the midst of it, and let the infallible 
sieve turn, which invariably pointed out the malefactor. His fame 
was thus spread over all the bnd of Bohemia, and whoever had an 
affidr or any budness of importance, consulted the wise man as to its 
issue. Nay, cripples and sick persons sought firom him aid and 
recovery; even diseased cattle were brought to him, and he knew 
how to cure aiUng cows with his shadow, as well as the renowned 
St. Martin, of Schierbach. The concourse of people that sought 
him increased every day, just as if the tripod of the Delphic Apollo 
had been removed to the Bohemian forest; and although Crocus, 
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without gain and reward, gave Us information to those that ques- 
tioned him, and healed the sick and crippled, the treasure of 
his mysterious wisdom proved very productive, and brought him 
great profit; for the people pressed to him with their gifts, and 
quite overwhelmed him with the proofs of their good- will. He 
nrst revealed the secret of washing gold out of the sand of tiie Elbe, 
and received a tenth from all who collected the gold sand. Thus 
his means and his wealth were increased ; he built strong castles 
and palaces, he kept large herds of cattie, he possessed fertile lands, 
woods, and fields, and imperceptibly found himself in the pos* 
session of all the wealth which the liberal elf had prophetically 
enclosed for him, in the second piece of reed. 

One fine summer evening, when Crocus, with his attendants, was 
returning from an excursion, where he had settled the boundary 
disputes of two neighbouring congregations at thdr request, he 
perceived his wife on the bnnk of the pond, where she nad first 
appeared to him. She beckoned to him witii her hand, so he dis- 
missed his retinue, and hastened to embrace her. As usual, she 
received him with tender love, but her heart was oppressed and 
mournful, while from her eyes trickled ethereal tears, so fair and 
transient, that tiiey were hastily absorbed by the air, without reach- 
ing the earth. Crocus was astonished at the sight, for he had never 
seen the eyes of his wife look otherwise than cheerful, and with all 
the brilliancy of youthful joy. " What ails thee, beloved of toy 
heart?' said he; " my soul is torn by uneasy forebodings. Tell 
me, what is the meaning of these tears?' The elf sighed, leaned 
her head mournfully on his shoulder, and said: '* Dear husband, in 
tiiine absence I have read in the book of fate, that an unhappy des- 
tiny threatens my tree of life; I must leave thee for ever. Follow 
me to the oastie, that I may bless my children, for from this day 
you will never see me again." ** Oh, ray beloved," replied Crocus, 
** banish these melancholy tiioughts ! What misfortime can threaten 
tiiy tree? Are not its roots and tnmk firmly fixed? Look at its 
healtiiy branches, as, laden with fruit and leaves, they extend them- 
selves, and see how it raises its top to the clouds. As long as 
this arm moves, it shall defend itself against every impious man who 
shall dare to injure its trunk."—-" Weak is the protection," replied 
she, " which a mortal arm can afford 1 Ants can only contend with 
ants, gnats only with gnats, and all the worms of the earth can 
merely ffuard off their like. What can the strongest of you do 
wainst the operations of nature, or the inscrutable decrees of fate? 
'the kings of^the earth can easily overthrow the little mounds which 
you call your fortresses and casties, but the slightest breeze scorns 
their power, rustles when its pleases, and heeds not their command. 
Thou hast already defended tnis oak against the might of man, but 
canst thou also resist the whirlwind, when it anses to strip the 
leaves from its boughs; or if a concealed worm gnawed at its core, 
could you draw it forth and crush it?" 
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Difloouimng thiifl, thd ftfiectaonate pair etitered the castle. The 
slender maidens sprang joyftiUy towards them, as they were accus- 
tomed to do on their mother's evening visits, gave an account of 
iheir daily occupation, brought their embroidery and needle-work 
as a proof of their industry and skill; but) on this occasion, the hour 
of domestic happiness was totally joyless* The girls soon perceived 
that the traces of deep sorrow were imprinted on their &ther'8 face, 
and saw with sympathising grief their mother's tears, without ven- 
turing to incjmre into the cause. Their mother ^ve them many 
wise instructions and ^ood admonitions; but her discourse was like 
the song of a swan, as if she were about to take leave of the world. 
She remained with her beloved (amily till the morning-star arose; 
she then embraced her husband and children with melancholy ten- 
demess, retired to her tree as usual, at day-break, through a secret 
door, and left them all to the most melancholy foreboding. 

Nature was in breathless silence as the sun rose; but his beaming 
head was soon obscured by dark heavy clouds. It was a sultry 
day; the whole atmosphere was electrical. Distant thunders rolled 
along over the wood, and echo, with a hundred voices, repeated the 
fearml sound in the winding valleys. At noon, a forked flash of 
lightning darted down upon the oak, and shattered root and branches 
in one moment, with resistless force, so that the fragments lay scat- 
tered far and wide in the forest. When this was told to Crocus, he 
rent his clothes, and went out with his daughters to mourn over his 
wife's tree of life, and to collect and preserve the splinters as precious 
relics. The elf was no more to be seen from that day. 

After some years, the tender girls grew up. their virgin form 
bloomed as a rose starting from the bud, ana the fame of their 
beauty was spread all over the country. The noblest youths among 
the people came forward, and had all sorts of petitions to lay before 
Father Crocus, and ask his advice. In truth this was but a pretext, 
that they might ogle the lovely rirls, as jjroung fellows often feign 
some business with the &Uiers, n they wish to coax the daughters. 
The three daughters lived together in great ease and concord, 
little aware of their own talents. The gift of prophecy was pos- 
sessed by them all in equal degree, and their discourses were oraoles 
without theiR knowing it. Soon, however, their vanity was excited 
by the voice of flattery, the word-catchers snapped up every sound 
m>m their lips, the Seladons interpreted every ffesture, traced the 
slififhtest smile, watched the glimce of their eyes, drawing from them 
indications more or less favourable, fancied they would thence gather 
tiieir destinies, and from that time it has b^ the custom among 
lovers to question the good or bad star of love in the horoscope of 
ihe eyes. Scarcely h«S vanity insinuated itself into the virgin heart, 
than pride was at the door with all the rabble of his train, — self- 
love, self-praise, obstinacy, selfishness, and all these stole in toge- 
ther. The elder sisters vied witfi each other, to excel the younger 
in her arts, and secretly envied her on account of her supenor 



6 LIBUSSA. 

without gain and reward, gave Us information to those that ques- 
tioned him, and healed the sick and crippled, the treasure of 
his mysterious wisdom proved very productive, and brought him 
great profit; for the people pressed to him with their gifts, and 
quite overwhelmed him with the proofs of their good- will. He 
first revealed the secret of washing gold out of the sand of die Elbe, 
and received a tenth from all who collected tiie gold sand. Thus 
his means and his wealth were increased ; he built strong castles 
and palaces, he kept large herds of cattie, he possessed fertile lands, 
woods, and fields, and imperceptibly found himself in the pos- 
session of all the wealth which the liberal elf had prophetically 
enclosed for him, in the second piece of reed. 

One fine summer evening, when Crocus, with his attendants, was 
returning from an excursion, where he had settied the boundary 
disputes of two neighbouring congregations at their request, he 
perceived his wife on the brmk of the pond, where she had first 
appeared to him. She beckoned to him witii her hand, so he dis- 
missed his retinue, and hastened to embrace her. As usual, she 
received him with tender love, but her heart was oppressed and 
mournful, while from her eyes trickled ethereal tears, so fair and 
transient, that they were hastily absorbed by the air, without reach* 
ing the earth* Crocus was astonished at the sight, for he had never 
seen the eyes of his wife look otherwise than cheerf\il, and with all 
the brilliancy of vouthful joy. ** What ails thee, beloved of iny 
heart?' said he; " my soul is torn by uneasy forebodings. Tell 
me, what is the meaning of these tears?" The elf sighed, leaned 
her head mournfully on his shoulder, and said: ** Dear husband, in 
tiiine absence I have read in the book of fate, that an unhappy des- 
tiny threatens my tree of life; I must leave thee for ever. Follow 
me to the oastie, tiiat I may bless my children, for from this day 
you will never see me again." " Oh, ray beloved," replied Crocus, 
** banish tiiese melancholy tiioughts ! What misfortime can threaten 
thy tree? Are not ita roots and tnmk firmly fixed? Look at its 
healtiiy branches, as, laden with fruit and leaves, they extend them- 
selves, and see how it raises its top to the clouds. As long as 
this arm moves, it shall defend itself against every impious man who 
shall dare to injure its trunk."—-" Weak is the protection," replied 
she, " which a mortal arm can afford I Ants can only contend with 
ants, gnats only with gnats, and all the worms of the earth can 
merely guard off tiieir like. What can the strongest of you do 
wainst tne operations of nature, or the inscrutable decrees of fate? 
Tne kings of^tiie earth can easily overthrow the little mounds which 
you call your fortresses and castles, but the slightest breeze scorns 
their power, nistles when its pleases, and heeds not their command. 
Thou hast already defended tnis oak against the might of man, but 
canst thou also resist the whirlwind, when it anses to strip the 
leaves from its boughs; or if a concealed worm gnawed at its core, 
could you draw it forth and crush it?" 
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Diaoouimng thiifl, thd affectionate pair entered the castle. The 
slender maidens sprang joyftilly towards them, as they were accus- 
tomed to do on their mother's evening visits, gave an account of 
iheir daily occupation, brought their embroidery and needle-work 
as a proof of their industry and skill; but, on this occasion, the hour 
of domestic happiness was totally joyless* The girls soon perceived 
that the traces of deep sorrow were miprinted on their &ther's face, 
and saw with sympathising grief their mother's tears, without ven- 
turing to in(|Uire into the cause. Their mother ^ve them many 
wise mstructions and (^d admonitions; but her discourse was like 
the song of a swan, as if she were about to take leave of the world* 
She remained with her beloved (amily till the morning-star arose; 
she then embraced her husband and children with melancholy ten- 
derness, retired to her tree as usual, at day-break, through a secret 
door, and left them all to the most melancholy foreboding. 

Nature was in breathless silence as the sun rose; but his beaming 
head was soon obscured by dark heavy clouds. It was a sultry 
day; the whole atmosphere was electrical. Distant thunders rolled 
along over the wood, and echo, with a hundred voices, repeated the 
feartul sound in the winding valleys. At noon, a forked flash of 
lightning darted down upon the oak, and shattered root and branches 
in one moment, with resistless force, so that the fragments lay scat- 
tered far and wide in the forest. When this was told to Crocus, he 
rent his dothes, and went out with his daughters to mourn over his 
wife's tree of life, and to collect and preserve the splinters as precious 
relics. The elf was no more to be seen from that day. 

After some years, the tender girls grew up, their virgin form 
bloomed as a rose starting from the bud, and the fame of their 
beauty was spread all over the country, llie noblest youths among 
the people came forward, and had all sorts of petitions to lay before 
Father Crocus, and ask his advice. In truth this was but a pretext, 
that they might ogle the lovely rirls, as jjroung fellows often feign 
some business with the &Uier8, n they wish to coax the daughters. 
The three daughters lived together in great ease and concord, 
little aware of their own talents. The gift of prophecy was pos- 
sessed by them all in equal degree, and their discourses were orax^les 
without theiR knowing it. Soon, however, their vanity was excited 
by the voice of flattery, the word-catchers snapped up every sound 
from their lips, the Seladons interpreted every ffesture, traced the 
sUfifhtest smile, watched the glance of their eyes, orawing from them 
indications more or less favourable, fancied they would thence gather 
their destinies, and from that time it has b^ the custom among 
lovers to question the good or bad star of love in the horoscope of 
the eyes. Scarcely hm vanity insinuated itself into the virgin heart, 
than pride was at the door with all the rabble of his train, — self- 
love, self-praise, obstinacy, selfishness, and all these stole in toge- 
ther. The elder sisters vied with eadi other, to excel the youn^r 
in her arts, and secretly envied her on account of her supenor 
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without gain and reward^ gave Us information to those that ques- 
tioned him, and healed the sick and crippled, the treasure of 
his mysterious wisdom proved very productive, and brought him 
great profit; for the people pressed to him with their gifts, and 
quite overwhelmed him with the proofs of their good- will. He 
nrst revealed the secret of washing gold out of the sand of the Elbe, 
and received a tenth from all who collected the gold sand. Thus 
his means and his wealth were increased ; he built strong castles 
and palaces, he kept large herds of cattle, he possessed fertile lands, 
woods, and fields, and imperceptibly foimd himself in the pos- 
session of all the wealth which the liberal elf had prophetically 
enclosed for him, in the second piece of reed. 

One fine summer evening, when Crocus, with his attendants, was 
returning from an excursion, where he had settied the boundary 
disputes of two neighbouring congregations at their request, he 
perceived his wife on the bnnk of tiie pond, where she had first 
appeared to him. She beckoned to him witii her hand, so he dis- 
missed his retinue, and hastened to embrace her. As usual, she 
received him with tender love, but her heart was oppressed and 
mournful, while from her eyes trickled ethereal tears, so fiiir and 
transient, that they were hastily absorbed by the air, without reach* 
ing the earth* Crocus was astonished at the sight, for he had never 
seen the eyes of his wife look otherwise than cneerftil, and with all 
the brilliancy of youthful ioy. " What ails thee, beloved of tnv 
heart?" said he; " my soul is torn by ^tieesv forebodings. Tell 
me, what is the meaning of these tears?" The elf sighed, leaned 
her head mournfully on bis shoulder, and said: ** Dear husband, in 
tiiine absence I have read in the book of fate, that an imhappy des- 
tiny threatens my tree of life; I must leave thee for ever* Follow 
me to tiie castie, that I may bless my children, for from this day 
you will never see me again." '* Oh, my beloved," replied Crocus, 
*' banish these melancholy thoughts 1 What misfortune can threaten 
tiiy tree? Are not its roots and tnmk firmly fixed? Look at its 
healtiiy branches, as, laden with fruit and leaves, they extend them- 
selves, and see how it raises its top to the clouds. As long as 
this arm moves, it shall defend itself against every impious man who 
shall dare to injure its trunk."—-" Weak is the protection," replied 
she, " which a mortal arm can afford I Ants can only contend with 
ants, gnats only with gnats, and all the worms of the eartii can 
merely guard off tiieir like. What can the strongest of you do 
gainst tne operations of nature, or the inscrutable decrees of fate? 
Tne kings of^tiie earth can easily overthrow the little mounds which 
you call your fortresses and castles, but the slightest breeze scorns 
their power, rustles when its pleases, and heeds not their command. 
Thou hast already defended tnis oak against the might of man, but 
canst thou also resist the wliirlwind, when it anses to strip the 
leaves firom its boughs; or if a concealed worm gnawed at its core, 
could you draw it forth and crush it?" 
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Difloouimng thiifl, thd affectionate pair entered the castle. The 
slender maidens sprang joyftiUy towards them, as they were accus- 
tomed to do on their mother's evening visits, gave an account of 
iheir daily occupation, brought their embroidery and needle-work 
as a proof of their industry and skill; but, on this occasion, the hour 
of domestic happiness was totally joyless* The girls soon perceived 
that the traces of deep sorrow were imprinted on their Other's face, 
and saw with sjrmpathising grief their mother's tears, without ven- 
turing to in(|uire into the cause. Their mother ^ve them many 
wise mstructions and ^ood admonitions; but her discourse was like 
the song of a swan, as if she were about to take leave of the world. 
She remained with her beloved family till the morning-star arose; 
she then embraced her husband and children with melancholy ten- 
derness, retired to her tree as usual, at day-break, through a secret 
door, and left them all to the most melancholy foreboding. 

Nature was in breathless silence as the sun rose; but his beaming 
head was soon obscured by dark heavy clouds. It was a sultry 
day; the whole atmosphere was electrical. Distant thunders rolled 
along over the wood, and echo, with a hundred voices, repeated the 
fearful sound in the winding valle]rs. At noon, a forked flash of 
lightning darted down upon the oak, and shattered root and branches 
in one moment, with resistless force, so that the fragments lay scat- 
tered far and wide in the forest. When this was told to Crocus, he 
rent his clothes, and went out with his daughters to mourn over his 
wife's tree of life, and to collect and preserve the splinters as precious 
relics. The elf was no more to be seen from that day. 

After some years, the tender girls grew up. their virgin form 
bloomed as a rose starting from the bud, ana the fame of their 
beauty was spread all over the country. The noblest youths among 
the people came forward, and had all sorts of petitions to lay before 
Father Crocus, and ask his advice. In truth this was but a pretext, 
that they might ogle the lovely rirls, as ^oung fellows often feign 
some business with the &thers, n they wish to coax the daughters. 
The three daughters lived together in great ease and concord, 
little aware of flieir own talents. The gift of prophecy was pos- 
sessed by them all in equal degree, and their discourses were onudes 
without their knowing it. Soon, however, their vanity was excited 
by the voice of flattery, the word-catchers snapped up every sound 
from their lips, the Seladons interpreted every gesture, traced the 
slightest smile, watched the glance of their eyes, orawing from them 
indications more or less favourable, fancied they would thence gather 
Uieir destinies, and from that time it has b^ the custom among 
lovers to question the good or bad star of love in the horoscope of 
the eyes. Scarcely h«S vanity insinuated itself into the virgin heart, 
than pride was at the door with all the rabble of his train, — self- 
love, self-praise, obstinacy, selfishness, and all these stole in toge- 
ther. The elder sisters vied with eac^ other, to excel the younger 
in her arts, and seoretly envied her on account of her supenor 
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assembly of Bohemia Into a Polish diet;* too many hands sdzed 
the princely mantle at once, so they tore it to pieces, and it be- 
longed to nobody. The government fell into a Kind of anarchy; 
eveiy one did as he pleased; the strong oppressed the weak, the 
rich the poor, the great the little. There was no longer any general 
security m the coimtry, and nevertheless these mad caps thought 
their new republic was admirably constituted. " AU " they cned 
" is in order; every thing goes its way with us as everywhere else; 
the wolf eats the Iamb, tne kite eats the pigeon, and the fox eats 
the fowl." However, this mad constitution had no stabiHty ; and after 
the intoxication of visionary freedom was dissipated, and ihe people 
had again become sober, reason once more asserted her rights, and 
the patriots, the honest citizens, and all in &ct in the country, who 
had any love for their father-land, took counsel to destroy the pre- 
sent idol, the many-headed hydra, and to imite the people again 
imder a sovereign. " Let us," they said, '* choose a prince who 
shall rule over us, according to the custom of our fathers, who shall 
curb licentiousness, and administer justice and the laws. Not the 
strongest, the bravest, nor the richest, but the wisest shall be our 
duke I" The people being weary of the oppressions of the petty 
tyrants, were on this occasion unanimous, and answered the propo- 
sition with loud applause. A general assembly was appointed, and 
the choice of all fell upon the wise Crocus. A deputation was sent 
to invite him to take possession of his dignity, and although he was 
not covetous of the distinguished honour, he did not delay to accord 
with the wishes of the people. He was dressed in the purple, and 
he proceeded with great pomp to Vizegrad, the princely residence, 
where the people met him with loud rejoicings, and swore alle- 
giance to him as their sovereign. He now perceived that even the 
tnird sUp of reed offered him by the liberal elf had bestowed its 
giftuponhim. 

His love of equity and his wise legislation extended his fame 
over all the countries round. The Sarmatian princes, who used 
incessantly to quarrel, brought their disputes from a great distance 
to his tribunal. He weight with the infallible weignt and mea- 
sure of natural equity, in the scales of justice, and when he opened 
his mouth, it was as if the venerable Solon or the wise Solomon, 
between the twelve lions from his .throne, gave judgment. Once, 
when some rebels had conspired against the peace of their country, 
and had set all the excitable nation of Poles by the ears, he marched 
to Poland at the head of his army, and suppressed the civil war. 
There likewise was he made duke by a great part of the people, 
out of gratitude for the peace which he had given them. He built 
there the city of Cracow, which still bears his name, and has the 

* A proverbinl expression in Gennany for a scene of riot, on account of the dis- 
turbances that nsnallj took place at Polish elections. 
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right of crowning the Polish king to the present day. Crocus 
reigned with great glory to the termination of his life. When he 
perceived that his end was approaching, and that he should now 
leaye this world, he ordered to be made of the remains of the oak, 
which his wife the elf had inhabited, a box to contain his bones. 
He then departed in peace, wept over by his three daughters, who 
laid him in the box, and buried him as he had commanded, while 
the whole countiy mourned his loss. 

As soon as the funeral pomp had ended, the states assembled to 
condder who should now occupy the vacant throne. The people 
were unanimous for a daughter of Crocus, only they could not agree 
which of the three sisters should be chosen. The Lady Bela had 
the fewest adherents, for her heart was not good, and she often used 
her magic lantern to make mischief. Nevertheless she had inspired 
the people with such fear, that no one ventured to object to her for 
fear of rousing her vengeance. When it came to the vote, all the 
electors were silent, there was no voice for her and none a^nst her. 
At sunset the representatives broke up the meeting, and deferred 
the election to the following day. Then the Lady Tnerba was pro- 
posed, but confidence in her own magic spells had turned her head, 
she was proud, supercilious, and wished to be viewed as a goddess; 
and if incense was not always offered to her, she was peevi^, wilful 
and ill-tempered, displaying all those qualities which deprive the fair 
sex of their flattering epitnet. She was not so much feared as her 
elder sister, but then she was not more beloved. For this reason 
the place of election was as still as a Ameral feast, and there was no 
voting. On the third day the Lady Libussa was proposed. As soon 
as this name was uttered, a familiar whispering was heard through- 
out the circle, the solemn faces became unwrinkled and brightened 
up, and every one of the electors could communicate to his neigh- 
bour some good quality of the lady. One lauded her unassuimng 
demeanour, another her modesty, the third her wisdom, the fourth 
the in&llibiUty of her predictions, the fifth her disinterested conduct 
to all who asked counsel, the tenth her chastity, ninety others her 
beauty, and the last her thrifdness. When a lover sketches such a 
list of his mistress's perfections, it is always a matter of doubt whether 
she really possesses one of them, but the public in its decisions does 
not easily err on the favourable side, though it oflen does on the im- 
favourable one. By reason of qualities so laudable, and so universally 
recognised, the Lady Libussa was certainly the most powerful can- 
didate for the throne, as far as the hearts of the electors were con- 
cerned; nevertheless the preference of the yoimger sisters to the 
elder one has so often, as experience testifies, disturbed domestic 
peace, that it was to be feared, in a more important affair, the peace 
of the country would be interrupted. This consideration put the 
wise guardians of the people to such great embarrassment, that they 
could not come to any decision at alL An orator was wanted who 
should attach the weight of his eloquence to the good will of the 
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eleetors, if the affidr was to make any progresB, and the good wishes 
of the electors were to have any effect. Such an orator appeared as 
if called for. 

Wladomir, one of the Bohemian magnates, next in rank to the 
duke, had long sighed for the charming Libussa, and had solicited 
her hand in the lifetime of her father, Crocus. He was one of his 
most faithful vassals, and was beloved by him as a son, and therefore 
had the good father wished that love might unite the pair together. 
The coy nund of the maiden was, however, invincible, and he would 
on no account force her affections. Prince Wladomir did not allow 
himself to be scared by this doubtful aspect of affidrs, and fancied 
that by fidelity and perseverance he might bear up against the lady's 
hard disposition, ana render it pliable by tenderness. He had at- 
tached himself to the duke's tram, as long as he lived, without ad- 
vancing one step nearer to the goal of his wishes. Now he thought 
he had found an opportunity of opening her closed heart, by a me- 
ritorious act, and of gaining, from magnanimous gratitude, what^ 
it seemed, he could not obtain by love. He ventured to expose 
himself to the hatred and revenge of the two dreaded sisters, 
and to raise his beloved to the throne at the peril of his life. Mark- 
ing the wavering irresolution of the assembly, he took up the dis-* 
course and said: '* Brave knights and nobles of the people, I will 
lay a simile before you, from which you may learn how to complete 
tms election to the advantage of your father-land." Silence having 
been commanded, he proceeded thus: **The bees had lost their 
queen, and the whole hive was melancholy and joyless. They flew 
out idly and sparingly, they had scarcely spirits for making honey, 
and their pursuit and nouruhment was on the decline. They there* 
fore thought seriously about a new sovereign who should preside 
over their affairs, that all order and discipline might not be lost 
The wasp then came and said: * Make me your queen, I am strong 
and ternble, the stout horse fears my sting, I can defy even your 
hereditary foe the lion, and prick his moutii when he approaches 
your honey-tree. I will e^iixd you and protect you.* This dis- 
course was pleasing enough to the bees, but after mature delibera* 
tion the wisest among them said: * Thou art vigorous and terrible 
to be sure, but we dread that very sting which is to defend us; 
therefore thou canst not be our queen.' Then the humble bee came 
up humming, and said: ' Take me for your queen! Do you not 
hear that the rustle of my wings annoimces rank and dignity? Be-* 
sides, I too have a sting to protect you.' The bees answered, we 
are a peaceful and quiet race; the proud noise of thy wings would 
annoy us and disturb the pursuits of our industry; thou canst not 
be our queen.' Then the ant desired a hearing: ' Although I am 
larger and stronger than you,' she said, * my superiority can never 
injure you, for see I am entirely without the dangerous sting, I am 
of a gentle diction, and besides that, a friend of order, of frugaUty, 
know how to preside over the honey-tree and to encourage labour.' 
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The bees then said: * Thou art worthy to govern us— we will obey 
thee — be thou our queen T " 

Wladomir paused. The whole assembly divined the purport of 
the discourse, and the minds of all were favourably disposed towards 
the Lady Libussa. Yet at the very moment when they were about 
to colleot the votes, a croaking raven flew over the place of election; 
this unfavourable omen interrupted all further deliberation, and the 
election was deferred to the following day. The Lady Bela had 
sent the iU-omened bird to disturb the proceeding, for she knew 
well enough the inclination of the voters, and Prince Wladomir 
had inspired her with the bitterest hate. She held counsel with 
her sister Therba, and they came to the determination that they 
would be revenged on the common calumniator, who had insulted 
both of them, and despatched a heavy nightmare, that should 
squeeae the soul out ot his body. The bold knight suspected 
nothing of this danger, but went, as was his wont, to wait upon his 
mistress, and received from her the first kind look, from which he 
promised himself a whole heaven of bliss. If any thing could in- 
crease his delight, it was the present of a rose wnioh adorned the 
lady's bosom, and^which she gave him with the order that he was 
to let it wither by his heart To these words he gave an inter- 
pretation veiy different firom that which was meant, since no science 
IS more fallacious than the art of expounding in love. There 
mistakes are quite at home. The enamoured ^liffht was bent on 
keeping the rose fresh and blooming as long as possible; he set it in 
fresn water in a flower-pot, and went to sleep with the most flatter- 
ing hopes. 

In the gloomy hour of midnight came the destroying angel, sent 
by the Lady Bela. He glided in ; heblew open, with his gating 
breath, the locks and bolts on the doors of tne bed-room, ana fell 
with immense weight on the sleeping knight, pressing him down 
with such suffocating force, that he thought, when ne woke, a 
mill-atone had been rolled upon his neck. In tliis painful situation, 
while he fancied the last moment of his life was come, he fortu- 
nately thought of the rose which stood in the flower-pot by his bed, 
pressed it to his heart, and said: ** Fade away with me, fair rose, 
and perish on my lifeless bosom, as a proof that my last thought 
was bestowed on thy lovely possessor." At once his heart became 
lighter, the heavy nightmare could not resist the ma^c power of 
the flower, his oppressive weight did not now exceed that of so 
much down ; the cuslike of the perfume soon drove him out of the 
chamber altogether, and the narcotic quality of the scent again 
lulled the knight into a refreshing slumber. At siuirise he rose 
fiesh and cheerful, and rode to the place of election to ascertain 
what impression his simile had made on the minds of the electors, 
and to observe the course that the affair might take this time; in- 
tending, at all events, if any opposing gale should arise, and threaten 
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to run aground the wavermg boat of his hopes and wi^es, at once 
to seize on the hehn and steer directly against it. 

This time, however, there was no danger. The solemn electoral 
senate had during the night so thoroughly ruminated on, and di- 
gested Wladomir's parable, that it was actually infused into their 
very heart and mind. A brisk knight, who perceived these fiivourable 
crises, and who in afiairs of the heart sympathised with the tender 
Wladomir, endeavoured either to deprive tne latter of the honour of 
placinsc the lady on the Bohemian throne, or at any rate to share it 
With ^im. He stepped forward, drew his sword, /roclaimed with a 
loud voice, Libussa, Duchess of Bohemia, and desired every one who 
had the same opinion to draw the sword like him and defend his choice. 
At once several hundred swords glittered on the place of election, a 
loud cry of joy announced the new sovereign, and on all sides re- 
sounded the shout of the peo{>le : ^' Let Libussa be our duchess !" A 
deputation was appointed, with Prince Wladomir and the sword- 
drawer at the head of it, to announce to the lady her elevation to the 
ducal rank. With the modest blush which gives to female charms 
the highest expression of grace, she accepted the sovereignly over 
the people^ and every heart was subjugated by the magic of her 
pleasing aspect. The people paid her homage with the greatest delight, 
and although the two sisters envied her, and employed their secret 
arts to avenge themselves both on her and their country, for the slight 
that had been offered them, endeavouring by theleavenof calumny and 
malicious interpretation of all their sister's deeds and actions, to bring 
about in the nation a shameful ferment, and to imdermine the 
peace and happiness of her mild virgin domimon; yet Libussa knew 
now to meet these unsisterly attempts with prudence, and to annihi- 
late all the hostile plans and spells of the imnatural pair, till at last 
they were tired of exercising upon her their inefficient powers. 

The sighing Wladomir waited in the meanwhile with the most 
ardent longing for the development of his fate. More than once he 
ventured to foresee the end in the lovely eyes of his sovereign, but 
Libussa had imposed a deep silence on the mclinations of her heart, 
and it is always a precarious proceeding to require from a mistress a 
verbal declaration without a previous intercourse with the eyes and 
their significant glances. The one favourable sign which suU kept 
his hopes alive was the imperishable rose, which, though a year had 
elapsed, blossomed as freshly now as on the evening when he received 
it from the hand of the fair Libussa. A flower from a maiden's hand, 
a nosegay, a ribbon, or a lock of hair, is certainly more valuable 
than a tooth dropped out, but nevertheless all these pretty things are 
but doubtful pledges of love, unless some more certain expressions 
gives them a aetermined signification. Wladomir, therefore quietly 
played the part of a sighing swain in the court of his idol, and waited 
to see what time and circumstances might produce in his favour. 
The boisterous knight Mizisla, on the other hand, carried on his 
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plan with far more spirit, and did all he could to make himself con- 
spicuous on every occasion. On the day of homage he was the first 
vassal who made the oath of allegiance to the new princess; he fol- 
lowed her as inseparably as the moon follows the ei^, that by un- 
asked-for services he might show his devotion to her person, and on 
solemn occasions and in processions he made his sworn flash in her 
eyes, that she might not forget what good service it had done her. 

Nevertheless, loUowing the way of the world, Libussa seemed 
very near to have forgotten the furtherers of her good fortime; 
since, when an obelisk once stands upright, we think no more of 
the levers and instruments that raised it — at least so did the candi- 
dates for her heart interpret the lady's coldness. Both, however, 
were wrong; the noble sovereign was neither insensible nor im- 
ffrateful ; but her heart was no more so completely in her power, 
Siat she could do with it whatever she pleased. Love had already 
decided in favour of the slim himter. The first impression which 
the sight of him had made on her heart was still so strong, that no 
second one could efface it. Three years had passed, and the colours 
of imagination with which the graceful youtn had been sketched, 
were neither rubbed out, nor had they become faint, and thus her 
love was proved to be perfect. For the love of the fair sex is of 
such a nature and quahty, that if it will stand the test of three 
moons, it will ^enendly last three times three, and longer, accord- 
ing to the evidence and example of our own times. When the 
heroic sons of Germany swam over distant seas, to fight out the 
domestic squabble of the wilful daughter of Britannia with her 
mother country, they tore themselves from the arms of their fair 
ones, with mutual protestations of truth and fidelity; but before 
they had passed the last buoy of the Weser, the greater part of 
them were forgotten by their Chloes. The fickle damsels, tired of 
having their hearts unoccupied, filled up the gap with new intrigues; 
but the faithful ones, who had had constancy enough to endure the 
Weser ordeal, and who, when the owners of their hearts were on 
the other side of the black buoy, had been guilty of no infidelity — 
these, they say, have kept their vow inviolate, until the return of 
their heroes into their German father-land, and now merit from the 
hands of love the reward of their constancy. 

It was therefore less remaikable, that, under the circumstances, the 
Lady Libussa could refuse the hand of the blooming knights who so- 
licited her heart, than that the fair Queen of Ithaca let a whole host 
of suitors sigh after her in vain, while her heart had only the grey- 
bearded Ulysses in reserve. Nevertheless, rank and high birth so 
very much overbalan(5ed the attachment the lady felt for the beloved 
of her heart, that any thing more than a Platonic passion — that empty 
shade, which neither warms nor nourishes — was not to be hoped. 
Although, in those remote times, people cared as Uttle about writing 
out genealogies, according to parchment and pedigree, as they did 
about arranging classes of beetles according to tneir wings and ^lers, 
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or flowers according to dieb stemens, pistiby calyx, and neetaij, tli^ 
knew, neinerthdessv that ibe ddicioaa grape alone aasociatea wit& 
the statelj elm, and not tiie weed diat crec^ along ihe hedse. A 
mimUiarme caoBed bj a difference of rank aa inxsk wide, aid not 
then, certainlj, excite £r> mndh pedantic noiae as in oar cUufflie days;: 
bat, however, a diiBferencea yard wide, especially if xiyala stood in 
the interval, ajid perceived the distance of the two ends, was ob* 
servable enoogh. All this, and more than this, the lady maturelj 
w^l^ed in her prudent mind^ and thexefi>re she did not give a 
Hearu^ to the deceitful pratder^ passion, loud as it mi^ht sp^Jc t& 
tiie advantage of the youth, who was favoured by love; As a: 
chaste vestal, she made am irrevocable vow that she would keep her 
heart locked im in virgin secresy for the period oi£ her life, and 
that she would not answer any address of her suitors, either witJr 
her eyes or with her gestoses; with die reserve, however, that edie 
miffht platonise as much as die pleased, by way^ of compensation. 
This monastic system pleased the two aspirants so little, that thej 
did not know what to make of the IdUing coldness of their sove»- 
iBign; jealousy, the companion of love, whispered into their €ar; 
one thought the oth^ was his rival, and their spirit of observatioic 
was unweaiyiBg^ in trying to make discoveries, which bodi of them 
dreaded. But the liiady Libussa, with prudence and acuteness^ 
weighed out her scanty mvooxs to the two nonourable knights witk 
SQch an equal balance, that neither scale kicked the beam. 

Tired of waiting in yam, both the knights left their princess'sr 
court, and with secret discontent retired to the estates, v^ch Duker 
Crocus had granted them for militaryservice. Both took home* 
snch a stock of iUrhumour, that Prince Wladomir was a perfect pest 
to all his vassals and neighbours, while Prince Mizisla turned sports- 
man, chaang deer and foxes over the fields and enclosiures of his* 
subjects, ana often treading three quarters of com, when with hi& 
train he was following a hare. This occasioned many complaints inc 
the country ; but, however, Aere was no judge to remedy die evil, 
iot no one likes to contend with the stronger, and hence tms way die 

gipression of the people never reached the throne of the duche9& 
evertheless, through her simematural power, no act of injustice^ 
within the wide boundaries of her realm, remained hidden; and be- 
cause her disposidon corres^Kmded to the tender character of her 
lovely form, md was afflicted at the wickedness of her vassals, and the 
wrongs committed by the ^lon^est. She consulted widi herself as 
to how the evil could be remedied, and prudence suggested that she 
should follow the example of the wise gods, who, in administering 
jtisdce, never punish the offender directly the offence is committedf 
although slowly stewing vraigeance is sure, sooner or later, to strike at 
last. Ijie young prmcess summoned all the knighthood and states to a 
general cBet, and caused it to be publicly proclaimed, that whoever 
had a complaint to make^ or a wronff to denoimce, might come for- 
ward freely and widiout bxat^ and dioald have a safe conduew 
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Then the oppressed and harassed came from all parts of the country; 
litigious folK» came besides; in fact, all who had some law a&ix ift 
hand. Libussa sat on the throne, like the goddess Themis, with 
sword and scales, and uttered justice with unfailing judgment, and 
without respect of persons, for she was not led astray, and the laby* 
rinthian courses of chicane did not mislead her, as they do the thick 
heads of stupid magistrates, while every body was surprised at the 
wisdom with which she imravelled the tangled skein of laiw^suita 19 
afioirs of meum and fottnt, and at the unweaided patienoe with which 
ahe found out, and wound ofF, the hidden thread of justice, without 
pulling a wrong aid. 

When the throng of parties who had assembled at the bar of thai 
tribunal had gradually diminished, and the sittings were about to 
terminate— on tiie very last court-day, a settler on the borders of the 
wealthy Wladomir's estate, and a deputation from the subjects of the 
sportinfic Mizisla, desired a hearinfiC) that they miffht brini? in their 
^^^Ial>r1^ were ^^^ "Aa 

industrious planter,'^ said he» ^ enclosed a little piece of ground 
on the bank of a broad riyer, the silver stream of which flowed^ 
ffently murmuring, into the pleasant valley below ; for he thought 
uat the fitir stream would protect him on one side from the yioam^ 
dbus animals that might devour his crops, and also water the roohi 
of his fruit-trees, that they mi^ht soon npeai and grow up, and bear 
£ruit plentifully. However, just as his firuit began to get ripe, 
the deceitful nver became troubled, its qidet waters beean to swell 
and roar, overwhelmed the bank, tore away one piece of the fruitful 
£eld after another, and made for themselves a bed in the middle of 
the cultured soil, to the great sorrow of the poor planter, who was 
forced to fi^ve up his property, as a sport lor the maUce of hia 
powerful nei^hbL, w^oTx^ ^he himself escaped witb 
oifficulty. Mighty daughter of the wise Crocus, the poor planter 
entreats thee to give orders to the haughty stream, that it may 
cease to roll its poud waves over the field of the industrious 
husbandman, that it may no more thus absorb the sweat of his brow„ 
and his hopes of a prosperous harvest, but quietly flow within the 
limits of its own proper bed." 

During thia disccause, a doud gathered on the serene brow of 
the fair Libussa, a manly earnestness shone fiK)m her eyes, and those 
around became all ear, that they might hear her decision, which was 
as follows: ^^ Thy cause is pliun and right; no violence shall per- 
vert its justice. A firm dam shall set a proper limit and mea- 
sure to the wild stream, that it may not flow beyond; and I, with 
its fishes, will make thee a seven-fold compensation for the depre- 
dation of its waters." She then made a sign for the eldest of 
the deputation to speak; and, turning his head to the court, he 
said thus: ''Wise daughter of the renowned Crocus, tell us to 
whom belongs the seed of the field — ^to the sower, who has buried 
it in the earth, that it may ^ring up and multiply, or to the 

c2 
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Lurricane who hurls it down, and scatters it?" — " To the sower,'* she 
replied. ** Then," said the speaker, " give orders to the hurricane, 
that it may not select our fields as the spot for its wantonness, 
trample down our grain, and shake our fruit-trees." — 

** So be it," said the duchess ; " I will tame the hurricane, and 
banish it from your fields. It shall fight with the clouds, and 
scatter them, when they rise from the earth, threatening the land 
with hail and heavy storms." 

Prince Wladomir and the knight Mizisla were both present at 
the general court. When they heard the complaint that had been 
made, and heard the solemn sentence of the princess, they grew 
pale, and smothering their wrath fixed their eyes upon the ground, 
not daring to own to themselves how much they were galled at 
being condemned by the sentence from the mouth of a woman. 
For although to shield their honour, the complainants had modestly 
hung an allegoric veil over their accusation, and even the just de- 
cision of the sovereign judge had shown a prudent respect for this 
covering, the web was, notwithstanding, so fine and transparent, 
that whoever had eyes could see what stood behind it. As they did 
not venture to appeal from the throne of the princess to the people, 
ihe judgment just given against them having caused general exul- 
tation, they could only submit with it, although most unwillingly. 
Wladomir made seven-fold reparation to his neighbour the settler, 
for the injury that had been done, and Nimrod Mizisla was obliged 
to pledge his knightly word that he would not select his subject's 
com fields as a place for hare-hunting. At the same time Li- 
bussa gave them a glorious employment, that they might exercise 
their activity, and restore the tone of knightly virtue to their 
name, which now sounded discordantly like a cracked vessel. She 
placed both at the head of her army, which she sent out against 
Zornebock, prince of the Salians, a giant, and moreover a powerful 
sorcerer, who was then about making war against Bohemia, and im- 
posed upon them as a penance, the condition that they should not 
return to their court, until one brought the plimie and the other the 
golden spurs of the monster as a trophy of victory. 

The unfading rose still preserved its magic power during this ex- 
pedition, rendering Prince Wladomir as invulnerable to mortal wea- 
pons, as Achilles the hero, and as nimble and active as Achilles the 
swift-footed. The armies met on the northern border of the terri- 
tory, and the signal to fight was given. The Bohemian heroes flew 
through the opposing forces like storm and whirlwind, and mowed 
down the thick crop of lances, as the reaper's sickle mows down a 
field of wheat. Zornebock fell a victim to their mighty sword-cuts; 
they returned back to Vizegrad in triumph with the booty they had 
acquired, and the spots and soils which had before tainted their 
knightly virtue, they had washed out in the blood of the enemy. 
The Duchess Libussa rewarded them with all the distinctions of 
princely favour, dismissed them, when the army was disbanded to 



their own residence, and as a hew raark of her esteem gave them ft 
ruddy apple from her own garden for a keepsake, with the instruc- 
tions that they were to share it peaceably without cutting it. They 
went their way, placed the apple on a shield, and had it carried 
before them, while they consulted together how they should set 
about making division with proper discretion, so that they might 
not be mistaken in their gentle sovereign's meaning. 

Before they reached the crossway that was to separate them, so 
that each might follow the road that led to his own residence, they 
adhered to the treaty of partition amicably enough, but now the point 
mras who should keep the apple, to which they Doth had equal right. 
Only one, it was evident, could retain it, and both promised them- 
'Selves such wonders that each longed to po^ess it. Upon this they 
quarrelled, and the sword nearly had to decide to whom the fortune 
of arms had assigned the indivisible apple. A shepherd, however, 
happened to be driving his flock along the same road, so they chose 
him for their umpire, and laid their case before him, probably be- 
cause the three celebrated goddesses had applied to a shepherd to 
settle their affair about an apple. The man reflected a little, and said, 

*' In this present of an apple lies a deeply hidden signification; 
yet who can probe it but the wise maiden. wj^p has there concealed 
it? I suspect that the apple is a "deceitfiiil fruit, which grew upon 
the tree of discord, and the ;ed s^;itf Which signifies bloody con- 
tentions among you, knights,r-^th^t one shall irritate the other, and 
that neither shall reap a^y joy ffom the giU. For tell me how is 
it possible to share an am>le without dividing it?' Xhe two knights 
took to heart the sh^qi^*3 advice, which they thought contained 
great wisdom. "Zhou 'art right," said they, " has not the base 
apple alrea4y'kMled anger and quarrel between us? Were we not 
on the p^fof fighting for the deceptive gift of the proud maiden 
who hat^'us both? Did she not place us at the head of her army, 
beoknse she thought we should be killed? And because that method 
did not succeed, she now arms us with the knife of discord against 
eateh other. We declare ourselves free from the deceitful gift; 
neither of us shall bear the apple, but it shall be the reward of thy 
honest decision. The fruit oi the law-suit belongs to the judge, and 
theparings to the contending parties." 

Tjie knights then went their way, while the shepherd devoured 
the subject of the suit with that ease, which is peculiar to judges. 
The duchess's equivocal gift annoyed them greatly, and when on 
returning home, they found that they could not lord it over their 
vassals and subjects so arbitrarily as before, but were forced to obey 
the laws, their indignation increased still more. They entered into 
an alliance offensive and defensive, made for themselves a faction in 
the country, and the numerous rebels who joined them they de- 
spatched to all the districts around, that they might cry down female 
government. " Oh, shame !" cried they, " that we are subject to a 
woman who gathers our laurels that she may twine them round her 
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dista£ A man ought to be master of the Iiouse, not a womaiif-^-* 
that is man's pecul^ ^ght, — ^that is the custom amon^ all people. 
What is an army without a duke to march in front of bis warriors, 
but a helpless trunk without a head? Let us appoint a prince who 
jnay rule over us, and whom we may obey." 

Discourses of this kind did not remain concealed from the vigihoit 
princess. She knew, besides, whenoe the wind came, and what the 
iBOund of it signified; and, therefore, she called a select assembly of 
the deputies, stepped into the midst of them with the dipiity and 
splendour of an earthly goddess, while her speech flowed hke honey 
from her virgin Ups. *' There is a rumour m the country," said slie 
to the assembly, ^' that you desire a duke, who will lead you ix> 
battle, and that you consider it inglorious to show further obedience 
to me. Nevertheless, from your own free and unconfined dedre, 
jou chose from the midst of you, not a man, but one of the daugh- 
ters of the people, and clothed her with the purple that she might 
rule over you according to the iraage and custom of the country. 
iSTow, whoever can convict me of a £iult in m^ government, let hiia 
come forward freely and openly and bear witness against me. IC 
however, I have adlministered justice after the manner of my father 
Crocus; if I have made the hiUs straight, the crooked places even, 
the abysses passable; if I have secured your harvests, rescued your 
herds from the wolf, and guarded your fruit-trees; if I have bowed 
the stiff-neck of the violent, aided the oppressed, and given a staS 
to support the weak, then, I say, it becomes you to adhere to yovr 
promise, and, according to your oath of fealty, to be faithful and true 
to me, and to do me good service. If you think it inglorious to 
serve a woman, you should have conddered that before you b^ 
|>ointed me to be your princess. If there was any thing wrong in that 
choice, it reverts to yourselves. However, this proceeding on your 
part shows that you do not imderstand your own interest. The 
female hand is so& and gentle, aocustomed to raise only gentle 
breezes with the fan; but man's arm is sinewy and rough, Jbeavy 
and oppressive, when he holds the weight of authority. Besides, 
do you know, that when a woman rules, the sovereignty is fitiU 
in the hand of loan? For she eives hearing to wise council- 
lors; but when the distaff excludes from the throne, these is female 
government; for the girls, who please the king's ^es, have posses- 
son of his heart. £eflect well, then, on what you do, that yon 
jnay not repent too late of your fickleness." 

xhe speaker from the throne was silent, a deep reverential mleoee 
prevailed in the hall of assembly, and no one ventured to utter a 
word against her. Nevertheless Prince Wladomir and his party 
did not abandon their project, but whispered among themselves: 
^' The cunning chamois is striving not to leave the rich pasture; bvt 
ihe hunter's horn shall sound still louder, and scare it away." The 
next day they stirred up the body of knights, Ldudly to request the 
queen to choose a husband within three days, and by the chcaoe of 
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!bar heart to give lllie people a pdboe, irLo sboiild shaare the gorem- 
iment with her. At thk sudden demand, which seemed to be the 
▼dice of the people, a -vir^ bluah tinged the cheeka of the charm* 
ing LibuBBa, and her bnght eye saw all lhe rodcs beneath ihe 
-waier, that threatened her on t^ ocoaflkn. Even i£^ acoording to 
ihe custom of the great world, she attempted to bring her indi* 
jmrions under the sway of policy, ehe could, at fmy rate, only 
^ive her hand to one suitor, and then she aaw that all the rest 
'would s^^azd their rejectien as an insult and meditate reven^. 
JBesides the secret vow of her heart was to her sacsed and invio* 
iaUe, and therefore she prudently endeavoured to avoid the press* 
ing request of the deputies, and to make one attempt more to dis- 
suade them altogether from having a duke. '* After the death taf 
the eagle," she said " the featheiied tnbe chose the wcx)d-pigeon for 
ibeir queen, and all the birds were obedient to her soft cooing 
i^doe. Yet, being light and i|iry, as is the nature of birds, thejr 
aoon ahered this re^ution, and began to repent. The haughty 
peacock thought that he was more qualified to rule; the greedy 
iiawk accustomed to chase the small birds considered it dic^graceful 
ito be subject to a dove. They therefore made for themselves a 
Jt^tion, and appointed the {)urbimd owl as their spokesman to pro- 
pose a new election far a king. The dull bustard, the unwieldly 
snountam-cock, the lazy^toric, the lack-brain heron, and all the 
larger birds diattered and cackled loud applause, imd the host of 
little birds from foolishness twittered, in the same manner, from 
Jbedge and busk Ihen the warlike kite rose boldly into the air» 
imd aQ the birds cried out, * What a majestic flight] What a 
lightning glance in those rdling eyes of fire, what an expression of 
fnipezionty in the hooked b^, and the widely-gzasmng daws I 
The bold, hardy kite shall be our ruler.' Scarcely had the Imd of 
frey ascended the throne, than he displayed his activity and strength 
to his fellow-subjects with great tyranny and arrogance. From 
ihe larger birds he plucked their feath^, and the little singing 
iiirds he tore to pieces.'' 

Plain as the meaning of this diBC(»n»e was, it made but little 
impressicm on the minds of ihose who were anxious for a change of 
^vemment, and the popular dedsion that the Lady Libiusa should 
choose a husband witnin three days, remained vaUd. At this 
Prince Wladomir much rgoaoed in his heart, far he now thought 
lie diould gain the lovely prize for which he had so long striven in 
Tain. Love and ambition fired loffi wishes, and made eloquent hia 
snoiith, which had hitherto only allowed itaelf secret sighs. He 
vent to the court and solicited a hearing of the dudiess. ** Graciona 
•floverei^ of thy people and of my heart," he said, " from tbee no 
-secret is conceued, thou knowest the dSbunes that glow in this 
Jboaom, as purely and hcdily as those upon the abar of tne gods, and 
thou knowest tne celestial fire that has kindled them. Tl^ time iB 
Jit hand when thou must give a prince to the land, at ihe bidding 
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of thy people. Can'st thou slight a heart which only lives and 
beats for thee? To be worthy of thee I have ventured my life and 
blood in raising thee to the throne of thy &ther. Let me have the 
merit of maintaining thee there by the tie of tender love; let ua 
share the possession of the throne and of thy heart. The former 
shall be thine, the latter mine, and then will my happiness be 
exalted above the lot of mortals." The Lady Libussa deported her- 
self in a very maiden-like manner on hearing this aadress, and 
covered her face with a veil that she might conceal the gentle 
blush that gave a deeper colour to her cheek. With her hand she 
made a sign for Prmce Wladomir to withdraw, without opening 
her mouth, as if to consider how she should answer him with re- 
spect to his suit. 

The bold knight Mizisla then annoimced himself and desired to 
be admitted. ** Loveliest of the daughters of princes," he said, as 
he entered the audience-chamber, " jiie beautiful dove, the queen of 
the realms of air shall, as thou knowest, no more coo alone, but seek 
for herself a mate. The proud peacock, as the story goes, makes 
his varied feathers glitter m her eyes, and imagines that he will 
dazzle her with their brilliancy, but she is modest and wise, and 
will not i^ite herself to the haughty peacock. The greedy hawk, 
once a bird of prey, has quite cast on his nature; he is good and 
eentle, nay witnout guile, for he loves the fair dove, and hopes that 
she will espouse him. His crooked beak and sharp claws should 
not mislead thee. These he needs to protect his beloved dove, that 
no other bird may injure her or endeavour to overthrow the seat of 
her dominion, for he is faithful and true, and first vowed fealty to 
her on the day of her elevation. Tell me then, wise princess, if the 
gentle dove will deign to bestow on her faithful hawk the love to 
which he aspires?' 

The Lady Libussa did as before, made a si^ for the knight also 
to retire, and after she had let him wait awhile called in the two 
suitors and said, " I owe you a debt of gratitude, noble knights, 
inasmuch as you both assisted me in succeeding to the Bohemian 
crown, which my father Crocus wore with glory. And I have not 
forgotten that zeal in my cause, of which you remind me. More- 
over, it is not hidden from me that you virtuously love me, for 
your looks and actions have long expressed the feelings of j^our 
nearts. That my heart has remained closed to you, and has not given 
love for love, do not ascribe that to mere coyness; I did not mean to 
insult you, but merely to come to a right decision of a dubious mat- 
ter. I weighed your merits, and the index of the balance stood 
still. Therefore I resolved to leave the decision of your fate to 
yourselves, and offered you the possession of my heart by the enig- 
matical apple, that I might see who had the greatest share of wis- 
dom and intelligence, so as to appropriate to himself the indivisible 
gift. Now tell me, without delay, in whose hand is the apple. 
Whoever has gained it from the other, let him from this hour take 
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my throne and my heart for his prize/' The two suitors looked 
upon each other with wonder, grew pale and were dumb. At last 
ranee Wladomir after a long pause broke silence and said, " The 
enigmas of the wise are to the foolish, a nut in a toothless mouth; 
a pearl which the fowl rakes out of the sand, a light in the hand of 
the blind. Therefore, oh, princess! be not angnr that we knew 
neither how to use nor how to prize thy gift. Thy desi^, which 
we did not know we misinterpreted, and we thought thou hadst cast 
between us an apple of discord, which should incite us to feuds and 
combat, and therefore each of us abandoned participation in thy 
gift, and got rid of the fruit of contention, a sole possession of 
which neimer of us would have left to the other.'* 

** You have yourself uttered the judgment," said the lady; " if an 
apple was enough to arouse your jealousy, what battle wouldf you have 
waged for a myrtle wreath that encircles a crown." With this decision 
she dismissed the knights, who were greatly annoyed that they had 
listened to the senseless arbitrator, and had thoughtlessly flung away 
the pledge of love, that was to have gained them the oride. They 
now considered, each one by himself, how they might yet carry out 
their plans, and by force or cunning obtain me Bohemian throne 
with Its charming possessor. 

The Lady Libussa was not inactive during the three days that 
were left her for deliberation, but was constantly considering how 
she might meet the pressing wishes of her people, give the nation 
a duke, and herself a husband, according to tne choice of her heart. 
She feared that Prince Wladomir would urge his pretensions with 
force, or at any rate deprive her of the throne. Necessity assisted 
love, and inspired her with the resolution of carrying out the plan, 
with which, as ¥rith a pleasant dream, she had often amused herself; 
for, indeed, what moital is there, whose head is not haunted by 
some phantom or other, at which he R^asps in a vacant hour, that 
he may play with it as with a dollr The gift of prophecy has 
always been associated with a glowing fancy; consequently the fair 
Libussa readily listened at times to this pleasant playmate, and the 
agreeable confidant always entertained ner with the image of the 
yoimg himter, who had made so permanent an impression on her 
heart. A thousand projects came into her head, which her ima- 
gination flattered her were easy and practicable. Now she had a 
plan of rescuing the dear youth from obscurity, placing him in the 
army, and advancing him from one post of honour to another; fancy 
woiud then at once fling a wreath of laurel on his brow, and lead 
him crowned with victory and glory to the throne, which she shared 
with him, delighted. Now she gave the romance another turn; she 
armed her favourite as a knight-errant out upon adventures, conducted 
him to her court, turned him into a Huon of Bordeaux, and was in 
no want of wonderful apparatus to endow him as friend Oberon did 
his prot^g6. But when cool reflection again took possession of her 
maiaen mind, and the variegated figures of the magic lantern grew 
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pJe at ihe bright Tay of pmdence, <3ie lovelj dieam liad vaaifihed. 
.She bought how great would be the risk of sudi a proceeding, and 
what mischief might beM h^ land and people, if jealoney and envy 
incited against her the hearts of the Magnates, and the alarm of di»- 
<oord give the signal for rebellion. She therefore carefully concealed 
the inclinations and wishes of her heart from the keen eye of the 
observer, and allowed nothing to be pereeiyed. 

However, now the people were desirous for a prince, the affidr had 
taken another turn, and sne had only to make her own wishes accord 
with those of the nation. She fortified her courage with manly re- 
solution, and when the third day dawned she put on all her jewds, 
placing on her head the chaste crown of myrtle. Attended by her 
maidens, who were all adorned with wreaths of flowers, ^e ascended 
the throne full of high courage and gentle dimiit;^. The assembly of 
knights and vassals around her was all ear, tnat it might catch from 
her lovely mouth the name of the fortunate prince with whom eke 
had resolved to share her heart and throne. '* Nobles of my people,** 
eaid she to the assembly, *' the lot of your destiny still Hes untouched 
in the urn of concealment, and you are sdll as me as my horses that 
&ed in the meadow, before bridle and bit have curbed them^ and the 
weight of the rider and the burden of the saddle have pressed theur 
filender back. It now bdioves you to tell me, whether the time 
which you hare scanted me £or the choioe of a husband has cooled 
ithe warm desire of seeing a prince ruling over you, and pronq>ted joa 
quietly to examine your project, or whether you still adhere un- 
lOiangeably to your intention." f^or a moment ^e was silent, but 
ithe tumult among the people, the noise and whispering together with 
the gestures of the assembled senators, did not leave her long in «n- 
•oertainty, and the roeaker confirmed the ultimatum, that the deoisioa 
was left to the choice of her heart *' WeUT' she said, '^ the lot is 
cast; I answ^ for nothing. The ^ds have selected for the kingdom 
of Bohemia a prince who will widd his sceptre with wisdom and 
justice. The young cedar tree does not raise its head above the 
-strong oaks; conoealed jamong the ti^ees of the forest it grows, sur- 
xounded by ignoble brushwood, but soon it will extend its branches 
flo as to shade the root, and its crown will touch the clouds. Nobles 
of the people, select from among you a dentation of twelve honest 
men, to seek the prince and accompany him to the throne. My horse 
fihall show them the path, trotting before you free and unburdened; 
and as a sign that you have foimd that which you are sent out to 
^eek, observe that the man whom the gods have selected for your 
ponce, will at the tune when you approach him, be taking his meal 
«t an iron table, beneath the open sky, and in the shadow of alonely 
tree. To him must you pay homage, and adorn him with the signs 
of princely dignity. The white horse will allow him to mount nis 
back, and bring him here to court that he may be my husband and 
your sovereign." 

She then difimused iht assembly with the cheerfiil, but bashfid 
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alien, whidi k customary with bcideB wlien they ej^>ect the amyal 
of the bridegroonu All weie aatoniahed at h^ speech, and the pso- 
phedc apirit which peered from it ruahed UDon their minds like an 
utteranoe of the gods, to which the mob blindly attaches belief, and 
about which none but timers indul^ in sapient opini(»is. The 
•deputation was appointed, and the wmte horse stood in readiness, 
:bndled and adorned with Asiatic magmficence, as if it was to bear 
iJie Grand Sdgniar %o the mosque. The cavalcade was soon in mo- 
tion, amid the concourse of cunous people, who were shouting with 
joy, and ^e white horse proudly led the way. Soon, however, the 
train disappeared from the ejres of the spectators, and noting was 
to be seen but a doud of dust rising in tne distance, for the spirited 
liorse as soon as he came into the open country began to run as swif^ 
as a British racer, indeed so swiftly, that the deputation bad a di£& 
jtmLty in following him. Although the rapid oouiser seemed leti 
entimy to himself, an invisible power directed his course, guided 
bis bndle, and spurred his sides. The Lady Libussa by the ma^ 
«he had inherited from her mother, had been able so to train tne 
liorse that he neither deviated to the right or the left of his path, but 
with great speed hurried at once to his destination, and now when 
aUaeemed arranged so as to fulfil her wishes, she awaited with tender 
longing the arrival of the comer. 

The deputies in the meanwhile had had a fine chase; they had 
already pmormed a journey of several miles, uphill and downhill, 
they haa swam through the Moldau and the Elbe, and because their 
Btomachs reminded them of meal-time, they thought a^ain of the 
wondrous table, at which their new prince, according to tne words of 
the lady, was to be seated. On this subject they made all sorts of 
Temarloi and comments. One inconsiderate knight said to his fel- 
lows: '* Methinks our lady duchess has sent us to make April fools 
of us, for who ever heard of a man in Bohemia that dined at an iroa 
laUe. What do you lay tiiat our rash undertaking will bring us 
sny thing besides jeering and mockery ?*' But another, who was mcoe 
intelligent, thought that the iron table might have a symbolical mea&- 
ii^, and that they would perhaps meet witii some knight-errant re- 
posing under a tree, after l^e fashion of the wandering brotherhood, 
and serving up his frugal meal on his brazen shidd. A third said 
jestii^ly: 

'^ I fear that our way will take us straight down to the workshop 
^f the Cyclops, and that we shall have to take back to our Venus the 
lame Vulcan or one of his mates, who makes a table of his anviL" 

Discusaii^ in this iashion they saw their leader, the white horse, 
m^hich had considerabfy l^e start of them, trot across a newly ploughed 
field, and, to their surprise, stop by a ploughman. They new at once 
to the spot, and found a peasant sitting on a plough, wnich had been 
tamed i:^de down, beneath the shade of a wild pear tiee, and eating 
3ns }jia6k bread from an iron ploughshare, which he used as a table. 

seemed pleased with the beautiM horse, tieated him kindly, and 
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offered him a bit of his meal, and which he eat out of his hand. The 
ambassadors were very much astonished at this sight, but nevertheless 
none of them doubted that they had foimd their man. They approach- 
ed him with reverence, and the eldest taking up the discourse said: 

" The Duchess of Bohemia has sent us to thee, and bids us 
announce to thee that it is the will and decree of the gods that thou 
shalt exchange that plough for the throne of this temtory, and that 

foad for the sceptre. She chooses thee for her husband, that with 
er thou mayst nde over Bohemia." 

The young peasant thought they were making game of him, 
which seemed to him very mal-a-propos^ especially as he thought 
they had fathomed the secret of his heart, and were come to scoff 
at nis weakness. He, therefore, answered somewhat haughtily, in 
order to return scorn for scorn : 

** Let us see whether your duchy is worthy of this plough? If the 
prince cannot satisfy his^unger, d^k more merrily, nor sleep more 
soundly than the peasant, it is certainly not worth the trouole to 
change this fruitful field for the land of Bohemia, or this smooth 
ox-goad for a sceptre; — for tell me, will not a salt-cellar as well 
season my morsel as a bushel?' 

Upon this one of the twelve remarked: ** The mole shunning 
the light, grovels for the worms imder ground, that he may 
support himself, for he has not eyes that can endure the beam 
of day, nor feet that are made to run like those of the swift loe; the 
scaly crab crawls in the mud of the lakes and marshes, loves best to 
dwell among the roots of the trees and brushwood on the river side, 
for he lacks fins to swim; and the domestic cock, kept in the poultry- 
yard, does not venture to fly over the low wall, for he is too timid 
to trust himself to his wings, like the up-soaring kite. Now if eyes 
are riven for seeing, feet for walking, fins for swimming, and wings 
for nyinff, thou wilt not grovel in the earth like a mole, hide in the 
marsh like an unwieldy crab, or, like the lord of poultry, be content 
to crow on a dunghill, but thou wilt come forward into the light of 
day, run, swim, or fly to the clouds, accordingly as nature has en- 
dowed thee with her gifts. For an active man is not content with 
being what he is, but strives to become what he can be. Therefore 
try to be that which the gods have appointed thee, and then thou 
wilt be able to judge whether or not the land of Bohemia is worth a 
field in exchange." 

This serious discourse of the delegate, in which nothing of a 
jesting nature was to be perceived, and still more the insignia of 
princely dignity — the purple raiment, the staff of government, and 
the golden sword, which the ambassadors produced as vouchers 
and testimonials of their true mission — at last overcame the mis- 
trust of the doubting ploughman. At once his soul became en- 
lightened; and the transporting thought was awakened in him, that 
the Lady Libussa had divined the feelings of his heart, had perceived 
his constancy and fidelity, by the aid ofher faculty to discover what 
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was hidden, and had determined to reward them in a manner which 
he would never have hoped for even in a dream. The gift of pro- 
phecy promised to him bj his oracle came again into his mmd, 
and ne reflected that this promise must be accomplished now or 
never. He quickly seized his hazel staff, set it deep in the field, 
heaped loose earth about it, as one does when one plants trees, and 
behold, the staff was immediately decked with buds, and shot forth 
sprouts and branches covered with leaves and flowers. Two of the 
verdant boi^hs faded, and their dry foliage became a sport for the 
winds, but tne third grew with so much the greater strength, and its 
iruits ripened. The spirit of prophecy then descended on the rapt 
plou^hi^, and. opening his b^ps, he ^ke thus : ^ 

^' Messen^rs of the Princess Libussa and of the Bohemian people, 
heartheworasof Premislas, the son of Mnatha, the honourable knight, 
to whom, touched by the spirit of prophecy, the clouds of the future 
are opened. Tou <^1 upon the man who was guiding his plough 
to take the management of your principality before his daily work 
is finished. Ah, would that the plough had surrounded the field 
with its furrows as far as the boundary stone, for then Bohemia 
would have been an independent land for ever ! Now that you have 
too soon disturbed the work of the ploughman, the boundaries of 
your land will be the portion and inheritance of a neighbour, and 
your remote posterity will cleave to him in indissoluble imion. The 
three branches of the verdant staff promise your princess three sons. 
Two of them will fade away as immature shoots, but the third will 
inherit the throne, and through him will the fruit of later descend- 
ants be ripened, until the eagle shall fly over the mountains and 
nestle in the land, and then fly away to return as unto his own pos- 
session. If then the son of the gods* shall come forth, who is a 
friend to the ploughman, and frees him from his slavish chains — 
then mark him, posterity, for thou wilt have cause to bless thy fate. 
He, wlien he has trodden under foot the serpent of superstition, will 
stretch out his hand towards the Increasing moon to pluck it fi:om the 
heavens, that he himself may illumine the world as a beneficent star." 

The venerable deputations tood in silent reverence, staring at the 
prophet like so many dunces; It seemed as though a god was speak- 
ing In him. But he turned away fix)m the deputies to the com- 
panions of his wearisome toil — the two white oxen, loosened them 
from the yoke, and set them at liberty, upon which they bounded 
merrily about the grassy field, then visibly faded away, as light 
clouds melt into air, and finally vanished completely. Pr^Islas now 
took off his rustic wooden shoes, and went to wash himself in the 
neighbouring brook. Costly garments were put on him, he girded 
himself with the sword in knightly fashion, and had the golden 
spurs fastened. He then sprang upon the white horse which allowed 
him to mount with docility. As he was just on the point of quitting 

* An allusion to the Emperor Joteph n. 
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the estate he had hidierto poesesBed, he told the deuuties to casry 
after him the wooden shoes^ which he had now put on; and pieserve. 
them as a tesdmonj that the hnmblest of the peojde had once beeit 
raised to the highest rank in Bohemia, and as a memento that he and 
his posterity might not presume upon the rank he had acquired, but, 
mindful of tlteir on^, might honour and protect l^e peasant class: 
from which the j haa sprung. Hence arose the old custom of ex- 
hibiting to the kii^ of Bohemia a pab of ^oes on the day q£ their 
coronation — a custom which was observed imtil the lace of !Premislas 
became extinct. Tt)aB hazel itsdf, which had been planted, grew 
and bore firuit, spreading its roots widely around^ and sending rorth 
new shoots until at last the whole field was turned into a wood of 
hazel trees* which proved most advantaireous to the neighbouring: 
^a^m^\o«>]J^^^^c^^y,J^^ For. blmmeii^ 
ration of this wonder&l planlan^, the kings of Boh^nia granted a 
charter to this community, that they should never be obliged to cox»- 
tribute more in the way of taxes than one pint of hazel-nuts. Thi» 
important privilege, according to report, tneir descendants enjoy to* 
the present day. 

.Although tne horse, which now bore the bridegroom to his &tr 
owner, seemed to outstrip the winds, Premislas made him sometimes 
feel the golden spurs to accelerate him still more. The speed of the 
courser, swift as it was, did not appear to him more so than die pace 
of a tortoise, so anxious was he to look once m(»e on the face oi the 
fior Libussa, whose form, though seven years had elapsed, still floated 
before him firesh and charming^. He now looked forward, not to gaze 
vainly upon her, as upon a rare anemone in the varied garden (^ a 
florist, but to a happy union of victorious love. He thought only 
of the mjT^e crown, which, in the estimation of lovers, stands me 
above the cro¥m of kings, and if he had weighed dignity and love 
one against the oth^, the land of Bohemia without the Lady Li- 
buasa would have kicked the beam like a clipped ducat in a money* 
changer's balance. 

The sun was just setting when the* new prince was led in triumpk 
into Vizegrad. The Lady Libuasa was in her garden, where sne 
had filled a little basket with ripe jdiuns, when the arrival of her 
fiitore husband was announced. She approached modestly with all 
the maidens of her court, received him as a brid^room bestowed 
upon her by the ^ods, and concealed the choice of her heart by an 
iq)parent resignation to the will of the invisible powers. The eyes 
of all the court were directed widi great curiosity towards the new* 
comer, but they saw nothing in him more than a handsome slender 
young man. As for his external appearance there were several cour* 
ti^s who could vie with him in their thou^ts, and who could not 
understand why the gods had demised the anti-chamber and had not 
rather selected from themselves a rosy-cheeked champion instead of 
the sun-burnt ploughman, as a husband and partner in dominion for 
the young princess. With Prince Wladomir and the knight Mi- 
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aisia it was eBpeaaHj obvious that they gave t^ their daims miwil- 
langlj. Hence it ma now the care of the princess to justify tiie: 
WGudc of tile gods, and to declare that Sqniie Piemidas made amendg 
£>r his dsfioiency on the score of brilliant extraction by his intdlect 
and acuteneas. She had caused a noble meal to be prepared, not in. 
the least inferior to that with which the hospitable Queen Dido for- 
merly entertained the pious Eneas. After the cup of welcome had 
iMssed readily from mouth to mouth, the gifts of me joy-bestirring 
Bacchus had inspired cheerfiilness and good humour, and part dt 
the nieht had already past in jest and pastime, she suggested a gama 
at riddQes, and because the ^vination of things coneealed was her 
peculiar forte, she resolved the riddles diat were proposed to the sa- 
tisfaction of dll presents 

When it was ner turn to propose, sbe called Prince Wladomir, the. 
Knight Miansla, and Squire Premislas to her, and said: ^^ Now, my 
fiaends, set about solving a riddle, which I will ^pose, that it ma^ 
be a¥^>aTent which is the wisest and deverest among you. I have 
destmed forea^of you, out of tfiisbadcet, a sift of the plums, which 
I have picked is my garden. One of you snail have naif of thent 
and one more, the second shall i^aia have half and one more, and the 
third shall again have half and t£iee more. Supposii^ now diat the 
basket is tlms emptied, teU me how many plums are in it now.'' 

The hasty knight, Mirisla, measured the miit-basketwith his eyes— -* 
not the sense of the problem with his understanding — and said: ''That 
whidi can be solved by the sword I will solve readily, b.ut thy rid- 
dles, gracious princess, are ratber too subtle for me. Nevertheless, 
in accordance with thy wielies, I will make a venture at random, i 
guess that if the plums be well counted, they vriD. be found to 
amoimt to three score." 

'' Thou hast made a mistake, dear knight," answered the Lady 
libusaa. ^ If there were as many more, half as many more, and a 
third as many more, as the basket contains now and five more added 
to that, the number would by so zaoch eacceed three score as it is 
now short of it." 

Prince Wladomir calculated idowly and laborioudy, as if the poet 
of general controller of the finances were the reward for solving' 
the riddle, and at last gave out five^and-for^ as the value of tlier 
renowned number. The lady then said: 

'* If there were a third as many more, half as many more, and a 
sixth as many mcnne as there ace now, there would then be in my 
basket as muck more than forty-^ve aft there now are under thaJt 
number." 

Although die very commonest hand at figures, would have de- 
ciphered the problem without trouble; nevirartheless, for a bad 
calculation ^e ^t of divination is absolutely indispensable, if 
he would come ^ with honour, and not appear ridiculoust. Now 
as this gift had been fortunately communicated to the wise Pre- 
mislas, It cost him neither ingenuity nor exertion to discover the 
filoution of the riddle. 
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" Intimate associate of the heavenly powers," he said, " whoever 
undertakes to discover thy high-soaring and divine meaning, ven- 
tures to fly after the eagle, when he nides himself in the clouds. 
Nevertheless, I will follow thy secret flight as far as the eye, which 
is illumined by thee, can reach. I decide that the plums thou hast 
concealed in the ba^et are thirty in number, — ^neither more nor 
less." 

The lady looked at him kindly and said; '* Thou hast traced 
the glimmering spark that lies deep in the ashes, and light gleams 
upon thee out of mist and darkness; thou hast guessed my riddle." 

She then opened the basket^ counted out fifteen plums into Prince 
Wladomir*s hat with one more, and there remained fourteen. Of 
these she gave seven to the Knight Mizisla with one more, and six re- 
mained in the basket. The half of these she awarded to the wise Prem- 
islas, then gave him the three others, and the basket was emp^. The 
whole court was amazed at the arithmetical wisdom of the &ir Libussa, 
and the acuteness of her clever bridegroom. No one could compre- 
hend how human intellect was able on the one hand to bind a com- 
mon number so enigmatically in words, and on the other to pick 
out such an ingenious mystery with such perfect confidence. The 
lady awarded the empty basket to the two knights, who could not 
obtain her love, as a memorial of a terminated amour. Hence 
arises the custom, which exists to the present time, of saying that a 
rejected lover has received a basket from his mistress.* 

When all was in readiness for the homage, and the nuptials, 
both these ceremonies were celebrated with great pomp. The Bo- 
hemian people had now a duke, and the fair Libussa a husband, 
both to their heart's content, and what was most surprising this 
result was brought about by trickery, which does not generally bear 
the reputation of being the most skilful negotiator. If one of the 
two parties had been deceived, certainly it was not the sage Libussa, 
but the people, as indeed is firequently the case. The land of Bo- 
hemia had nominally a duke, but in point of fact the government 
remained in a female hand as before. Premislas was a perfect pat- 
tern of a docile obedient husband, who did not dispute the rule of 
his wife, either in the household or the state. His thoughts and 
wishes sjrmpathised as perfectly with her own, as two similarly 
tuned strings, of which the untouched one spontaneously repeats 
the sound, which the louder one has uttered. Libussa had not, 
however, the proud, vain disposition of those ladies who wish to pass 
for great matcnes, and are always superciliously reminding the poor 
wight, whose fortune they think they have made, of his wooden 
shoes; but she imitated the celebrated Queen of Palmyra, and go- 
verned by the superiority of her talents, as 2ienobia managed her good- 
natured Odenatus. 

The happy pair lived in the enjoyment of unchanging love, ac- 



* The expression **Eiiien Eorb bekommen,'* to meet with a refusal, is familiar to 
eyery reader of German. 
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cording to the fashion of that time, when the instinct which unites 
hearts was as firm and durable as the cement and mortar which 
renders the walls of the old world so firm and indestructible. Duke 
Premislas now became one of the most doughty knights of his age, 
and the Bohemian court one of the most brilliant in Germany. A 
large number of knights and nobles, as well as a great concourse of 
common people gradually assembled from all parts of the territory. 
The consequence was, that the court-city became too narrow for the 
inhabitants, and therefore libussa called her people in office to her, 
and ordered them to build a city on the spot where they should find 
a man whaknew how to make me wisest use of teeth at noon. They 
went out and found at the appointed time a man who was busied in 
sawing a block asunder. They decided that this industrious person 
made an incomparably better use of the teeth of his saw at noon than 
the parasite made of the teeth in his jaws at the table of the great, 
and they did not doubt that they had found the place which the 
princess had appointed for the foundation of the new city. They 
therefore drew me nloughshare round the field to mark the compass 
of the city wall. On asking the working man what he intended to 
make out of the piece of wood he was cutting, he answered: " Prah," 
which in the Bohemian tongue signifies tne threshold of a door. 
Libussa therefore called the new city Praha, that is Prague, the well- 
known royal city on the Moldau in Bohemia. The prediction of 
Premislas concerning his posterity was punctually fulfilled. His wife 
became mother of mree princes, two of whom died in their youth, 
while the third grew to man's estate, and from him sprung a brilliant 
race of kings, wno flourished on the Bohemian throne for ages. 



THE CRIMINAL FROM LOST HONOUR. 

BT FBIEDBICH SCHILLEB. 

In tlie whole history of man there is no chapter more instructive for 
the heart and mind than the annals of his errors. On the occasion of 
eveiy great crime a proportionallv great force was in motion. If by the 
pale light of ordinary emotions tne play of the desiring fisu^ulty is con- 
cealed, in the situation of strong passion it becomes the more striking, 
the more colossal, the more audible, and the acute investigator of 
humanity, who knows how much ma^ be properly set down to the 
account of the mechanism of the ordmary freedom of the will, and 
how far it is allowable to reason by analogy, will be able from this 
source to gather much fresh experience for his psychology, and to 
render it applicable to moral life. 

The human heart is something so imiform and at the same time so 
compound I One and the same faculty or desire may play in a thou- 
sand forms and directions, may produce a thousand contradictory 
phenomena, may appear differently mingled in a thousand charac- 
ters, and a thousand dissimilar characters and actions might be spun 
out of one kind of inclination, though the particular man, about 
whom the question was raised, might have no suspicion of such affi- 
nity. If, as for the other kingdoms of nature, a Linnseus for the 
human race were to arise, who could classify according to inclinations 
and impulses, how great would be the empire, when many a person 
whose vices are now stifled in a narrow social sphere, and in the close 
confines of the law, was found in the same order with the monster 
Borgia. 

Considered from this point of view, the usual mode of treating 
history is open to much objection, and herein, I think, lies the diffi- 
culty, owing to which the study of history has always been so im- 
fruitful for civil life. Between the vehement emotions of the man in 
action, and the quiet mind of the reader, to whom the action is pre- 
sented, there is such a repelling contrast, such a wide interval, that 
it is difficult, nay, impossible lor the latter, even to suspect a con- 
nexion. A gap remams between the subject of the history and the 
reader which cuts off all po^bility of comparison or application, 
and which, instead of awakening tmtt wholesome alarm, that warns 
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too secure health, merely calls forth the shake of the head denoting 
suspicion. We regard the unhappy person, who was still a man as 
much as ourselves, both when he committed the act and when he 
atoned for it, as a creature of another species, whose blood flows 
differently &om our own, and whose will does not obey the same 
regulations as our own. His fate teaches us but little, as sympathy 
is only foimded on an obscure consciousness of similar peril, and we 
are far removed even from the bare suspicion of such similarity. 
The relation being lost, instruction is lost with it, and history, in- 
stead of being a school of cultivation, must rest content with the 
humble merit of having satisfied our curiosity. K it is to become any 
thing more and attain its great purpose, it must choose one of these 
two plans: either the reader must become as warm as the hero, or 
the hero must become as cold as the reader. 

I am aware that many of the best historians, both of ancient and 
modem times, have adhered to the first method, and have gained 
the heart of their reader, by a style which carries him along with 
the subject. But this is an usurpation on the part of the author, 
and an infrin^ment on the re{)ublican freedom of the reading 
public, which is itself entitled to sit in judgment : it is at the same 
time a violation of the law of boimdaries, since this method belongs 
exclusively and properly to the orator and the poet. The last me- 
thod is alone open to the historian* 

The hero then must be as cold as the reader or — ^what comes to 
the same thing — ^we must become acquainted with him before he 
begins to act; we must see him not only perform, but toill his 
action. His thoughts concern us infinitely more than his deeds, 
and the sources of his thoughts stiU more than the consequences of 
his deeds. The soil of Vesuvius has been explored to discover the 
origin of its eruption; and why is less attention paid to a moral than 
to a phjrsical phenomenon? Why do we not equally regard the 
nature and situation of the things which surround a certain man, 
until the tinder collected within mm takes fire? The dreamer, who 
loves the wonderful is charmed by the singularity and wonder of 
such a phenomenon; but the friend of truth seeKS a mother for 
these lost children. He seeks her in the unalterable structure of 
the human soul, and in the variable conditions by which it is in- 
fluenced from without, and by searching both these he is sure to 
find her. He is now no more astonished to see the poisonous hem- 
lock thriving in that bed, in every other part of which wholesome 
herbs are growing, to find wisdom and mlly, virtue and vice, to- 
gether in the same cradle. 

Not to mention any of the advantages which psychology derives 
firom such a method of treating history, this method has alone the 
prefer^ice, because it uproots the cruel scorn and proud security 
with which erect and imtempted virtue commonly looks down upon 
the &llen, because it diffuses the mild spirit of toleration, without 
which no fugitive can return, no reconciliation between the law and 

J> 2 
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ila offender is possible, no infected member of society can escape 
utter mortification. 

Had the criminal of whom I am now about to speak a right to 
appeal to that spirit of toleration? Was he really lost for the body 
01 the state, without a possibility of redemption? I will not anti- 
cipate the reader's verdict. Our leniency will no more avail him, 
since he perished by the hand of the executioner, but the dis- 
section of his crime wiU perhaps instruct humanity, and possibly in- 
struct justice also. 

Chnstian Wolf was the son of an innkeeper in a provincial town 
(the name of which must be concealed for reasons which will be 
obvious in the sequel), and, his father being dead, he assisted his 
mother in the business till his twentieth year. The business was 
bad, and Wolf had many an idle hour. Even from his school days 
he was notorious as a loose kind of fellow. Grown up girls com- 
plained of his audacity, and the lads of the town reverenced his 
mventive powers. Nature had neglected his person. A little insig- 
nificant fi^re, curly hair of an unpleasant blackness, a flat nose, 
and a swollen upper lip, which had been moreover put out of its 
place by the kick of a norse, gave a repulsiveness to his appearance, 
which scared all the women away from him, and aflbrdea abundant 
material for the wit of his comrades. 

Obstinately did he endeavour to gain what had been denied him; 
because he was unpleasant he determined to please. He was sensual, 
and persuaded himself that he was in love. The girl whom he chose 
ill-treated him; he had reason to fear his rivals were more for- 
tunate; nevertheless the girl was poor. A heart that was closed to 
his endearments might possibly open to his presents, but he himself 
was oppressed by want, and his vain endeavour to produce an 
effective exterior absorbed the small gains of his miserable business. 
Too indolent and too ignorant to restore his dilapidated a£&irs by 
speculation, too proud, and also too delicate to exchange the con- 
mtion of master which he had hitherto held, for that of peasant, 
he saw but one path before him— a path which thousands before 
and after him have taken with better success — ^that of stealing 
honestly. His native town bordered on a wood, which beloogea 
to the soverei^; he turned poacher, and the profits of his depre- 
dations were faithfully placed m the hands of his mistress. 

Among the lovers of Johanna was Robert, a huntsman in the 
service of the forester. This man soon perceived the advantage 
which had been gained over him by the liberality of his rival, and 
filled with envy, he investigated the source of this change. He 
appeared more frequently at the Sun — ^this was the sign of the inn — 
and his watchful eye, sWpened by envy and jealousy, soon showed 
him whence the money had been procured. A short time before, a 
severe edict had been revived agamst poachers, condemning trans- 
gressors to the house of correction. Kobert was unwearied in ob- 
serving the secret paths of his rival, and finally succeeded in catch- 
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ing the unwary man In the very fact. Wolf was apprehended, 
and it was only by the sacrifice of all his property, that he was 
able — and then with difficulty — to escape the awarded pimishment 
by a fine. 

Robert triumphed. His rival was beaten out of the field, and 
Johanna's fevour was at an end, now he was a beggar. Wolf 
knew his enemy, and this enemy was the happy possessor of Jo- 
hanna. An oppressive feeling of want was combined with offended 
pride, necessity and jealousy raged together against his sensitive- 
ness, himger orove nim out upon the wide world, revenge and 
passion held him fast For a second time he turned poacher, but 
Kobert's redoubled vigilance was again too much for him. Now 
he experienced all the severity of the law, for he had nothing more 
to give, and in a few weeks he was consigned to the house of 
correction attached to the capital. 

This year of punishment had passed, absence had increased his 
passion, and his stubbornness had become greater under the weight 
of his misfortune. Scarcely had he regained his freedom than he 
hastened to the place of his birth to show himself to his Johanna. 
He appeared, and all shunned him. Pressing necessity at last sub- 
dued nis pride, and overcame his sense of personal weakness, — he 
offered himself to the opulent of the place, as willing to serve for 
daily hire. The farmer shrugged his shoulders as he saw the weakly 
looking creature, and the stout bony frame of a rival applicant was 
decisive against him in the mind of the unfeeling patron. He 
made one effort more. One office was still left — the very last 
post of an honest name. He applied for the vacant place of 
herdsman of the town, but the peasant would not trust nis pigs 
to a scape-grace. Frustrated in every effort, rejected at every 
place, he became a poacher for the third time, and for a third 
time had the misfortune of falling into the hands of his watchful 
enemy. 

The double relapse had increased the magnitude of the offence. 
The judges looked into the book of laws, but not into the cri- 
minaTs state of mind. The decree against poachers required a 
solemn and exemplary satisfaction; and Wolf was condemned to 
work for three years in the fortification, with the mark of the 
gallows branded on his back. 

This period also had elapsed, and he quitted the fortification, 
a very oifferent man from the man he was when he entered it. 
Here began a new epoch in his life. Let us hear him speak him- 
self, as he afterwards confessed to his spiritual adviser, and before 
the court. ** I entered the fortification," he said, ** as an erring 
man^ and I lefl it — a villain. I had stall possessed something in 
the world which was dear to me, and my pride had bowed down 
imder shame. When I was brought to tne fortification, I was con- 
fined with three and twenty prisoners, two of whom were mur- 
derers, while all the rest were notorious thieves and vagabonds. 
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They scoffed at me^ when I spoke of God, and encoun^ed me 
to utter all sorts of blasphemies against the Redeemer. Obscene 
songs were sung in my presence, which, graceless fellow as I was, 
I could not hear witnout disgust and horror; and what I saw 
done, was still more revolting to my sense of decency. There was 
not a day in which some career of shame was not repeated, in 
which some evil project was not hatched. At first I shunned 
these people, and avoided their discoiirse as much as possible; but 
I wanted the sjrmpathy of some fellow creature, and the barbarity 
of my keepers had even denied me my dog. The labour was 
hard and oppressive, my body weak ; I wanted assistance, and, if 
I must speaK out, I wanted compassion also, and this I was forced 
to purchase with the last remains of my conscience. Thus did I 
ultimately become inured to what was most detestable, and in the 
quarter of the year I had surpassed my instructors. 

** I now thirsted after the day of liberty, as I thirsted after re- 
venge. All men had offended me, for all were better and happier 
than me. I considered mjseii the martyr of natural rights, the vic- 
tim of the law. Grinding my teeth, I rubbed my chains, when the 
sun rose behind the mountain on which the fortification stood; — a 
wide prospect is a two-fold hell for a prisoner. The free breeze that 
whistled through the loop-holes of my tower, the swallow that 
perched on the iron bar of my grating, seemed to insult me with 
their liberty, and made my confinement the more hideous. Then I 
swore a fierce, unconquerable hate against all that resembles man, 
and faithfully have I Kept my oath. 

*' My first thought, as soon as I was firee, was my native town. 
Little as I had to hope there for my future support, much was pro- 
mised to my hunger for revenge. My heart beat more wildly as I 
saw the church-steeple rise in the distance from the wood. It was 
no more that heartfelt comfort, which I felt, when first I returned 
thither. The remembrance of all the aflBictions, all the perse- 
cutions which I had suffered then roused me at once from a 
frightful torpor; every wound bled afresh, every scar was opened. 
I quickened my steps, for I walked in the thought of ternfying 
my enemy by my sudden appearance, and I now thirsted as much 
after new humiliation as I had before trembled at it. 

" The bells were ringing for vespers, while I stood in the middle of 
the market. The congregation was thronging to church. I was 
now recognised, and every one who came near me shyly shrank 
back. I was always very fond of little children, and even now, by 
an involuntary impulse, I gave a groschen to a boy who was skip- 
ping by me. The boy st^:ed at me for a moment, and then flun^ 
the groschen into my face. Had my blood been cooler I should 
have remembered tliat the beard, wnich I had brought with me 
from the fortification, disfigured my fiu^e in the most frightful man- 
ner, but mv bad heart had infected my reason. Tears, such as I 
had never shed, ran down my cheeks. 
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" * The boy does not know who I am, nor whence I come,' I now 
said to myself, half aloud, * and yet he shuns me like some noxious 
beast. Have I any mark on my forehead, or have I ceased to look 
like a man because I can no longer love one? The contempt of this 
boy wounded me more bitterly than three years' service in the 
gaUeys, for I had done him a kindness, and could not charge him 
with personal hatred. 

" I sat down in a timber-yard opposite the church. What I 
actually desired I do not know, but this I know, that I rose with 
indignation; when, of all my acquaintance that passed, not one 
would give me a greeting. Deeply offended, I left the spot to 
seek a lodging, when just as I was turning the comer of a street 
I ran against my Johanna. ^ The host of the Sun !' she cried aloud, 
and made a movement to embrace me. ' Thou returned, dear host 
of the Sun — Grod be praised !' Her attire bespoke misery and hun- 
ger, her aspect denoted the abandoned condition to whicn she had 
sunk. I quickly surmised what had happened; some of the prince's 
dragoons who had met me, made me guess that there was a gar- 
rison in the town. * Soldier's wench? cried I, and laughing, I 
turned my back upon her. I felt comforted that in the rank of 
living beings there was still one creature below me. I had never 
loved her. 

** My mother was dead, my creditors had paid themselves with 
my small house. I had lost every body and every thing. All the 
world shunned me as though I were venomous, but I bad at last 
forgotten shame. Before, I had retired from the sight of men be- 
cause contempt was unendurable. Now I obtruded myself upon 
them, and felt delight in scaring them. I was easy because I had 
nothing more to lose, and nothing more to guard. I no more 
needed any good quality, because none believed I could have any. 

" The whole world lay open before me, and in some strange pro- 
vince I might have pa^ed for an honest man, but I had lost the 
spirit even to appear one. Despair and shame had at last forced 
tnis mood upon me. It was the last refuge that was left me, to 
learn to do without honour, because I had no longer a claim to it. . 
Had my pride and vanity survived my degradation, I must have 
destrOTcd myself. 

" What I had actually resolved upon was yet unknown even to 
myself. I had to be sure a dark remembrance that I wished to do 
something bad. I wished to merit my fate. The laws, I thought, 
were beneficial to the world, and therefore I embraced the deter- 
mination of violating them. Formerly I had sinned from neces- 
sity and levity, now it was from free choice, and for my own plea- 
sure. 

*' My first plan was to continue my poaching. Hunting alto- 
gether had gradually become a passion with me, and besides I was 
forced to live some way. But this was not all; I was tickled at the 
thought of scorning the princely edict, and of injuring my sove* 
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reign to the utmost of my power. I no more feared apprehension, 
for I had a bullet ready for my discoverer, and I xnew that I 
should not miss my man. I killed all the game that came acro» 
me, a small quantity of which I sold on the border, but the greater 
part I left to rot. I lived miserably, that I might be able to afford 
powder and ball. My devastations in the great himt were noto- 
rious, but suspicion no longer touched me. My aspect dissipated it: 
my name was forgotten. 

" This kind of life lasted for several months. One morning I had, 
as usual rambled through the wood, to follow the track of a deer. I 
had wearied myself for two hours in vain, and was already beginning 
to give up my prey as lost, when I suddenly discovered it within 
gun-shot. I was about to take aim and fire, when I was suddenly 
startled by the appearance of a hat which lay on the ground a few 

Sees before mc. I looked closer, and discovered me huntsman 
^bert, who from behind the thick trunk of an oak tree was levelling 
his gun at the very animal which I had designed to shoot. At this 
sight a deadly coldness passed through my bones. Here was the 
man whom I detested more than any living thing, and this man 
within reach of my bullet. At the moment I felt as if the whole 
world depended on the firing of my gun, and the hatred of my 
whole Ufe seemed concentrated in the tip of the finger that was to 
give the fatal pressure to the trigger. An invisible fatal hand was 
suspended over me, the index of my destiny pointed irrevocably to 
this black minute. My arm trembled, when I allowed my gun the 
fatal choice, m^ teeth chattered as in an amie fit, and my breath, 
with a suffocating sensation, was confined in my lungs. For the 
duration of one minute did the barrel of the gun waver uncertainly 
between the man and the deer, one minute — and one more — and yet 
one more. It was a doubtful and obstinate contest between revenge 
and conscience, but revenge gained the victory, and the huntsman 
lay dead on the ground. 

" My gun fell as it had been fired. ' Murderer,' I stammered out 
dowly — ^tne wood was as silent as a churchyard, and I could hear 

Slainly that I said * murderer.' When I drew nearer, the man had 
ied. Long did I stand speechless before the corse, when a shrill 
burst of laughter came as a relief. ' Will you keep counsel now, 
firiend?' said I, and boldly stepping up to the murdered man, I 
turned round his face towards mysSf. His eyes were wide open. 
I was serious, and again became suddenly still. An extraordinary 
feeling took possession of me. 

" Hitherto I had sinned on account of my disgrace, but now some- 
thing had happened for which I had not yet atoned. An hour before, 
I think, no man could have persuaded mc that there was any thing 
under heaven worse than myself, whereas, now I began to suspect 
that my condition an hour before was, perhaps, an enviable one. 

" God^s judgments did not occur to me, — but I had a dim recol- 
lection of sworn and cord, and the execution of an infanticide which 
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I saw while a school-boy. There was something peculiarly terrible 
to me in the thought that my life from this moment had become 
forfeit. More I do not recollect. My first wish was that Robert 
was still living. I endeavoured forcibly to recall to my mind all 
the wrong that the deceased had done me during his life, — but strange 
to say, my memory seemed to have perished. I could recall nothing 
of that, which a quarter of an hour before had impelled me to mad- 
ness. I did not understand how I had been induced to commit 
this murder. 

" I was yet standing by the corpse. The crack of some whips, 
and the noise of carts, which were passing through the wood, brought 
me to my senses. The deed had oeen conmiitted scarcely a quarter 
of a mile from the high road, and I was forced to think of my own 
safety. 

" Unintentionally I strayed deeper into the wood. On the way, 
it struck me that the deceased once possessed a watch. I needed 
money to reach the border — and yet 1 lacked courage to return to 
the spot, where the dead man lay. A thought of the devil and of 
an omnipotence of the deity began to terrify me. However, I 
summoned all my audacity, and resolved to set all hell at defiance. 
I returned to the place. I found what I had expected, and also 
money amounting to rather more than a dollar m a green purse. 
Just as I was about to put them both up, I suddenly stopped, and 
began to reflect. It was no fit of shame, nor was it the fear of in- 
creasing my crime by plunder. I believe it was out of a spirit of 
defiance that I flung away the watch, and only kept half the money. 
I wished to be taken for a personal enemy of the murdered man, but 
not for one who had robbed him. 

" I now fled deeper into the wood, which I knew extended four 
German miles to the north, and there touched the border of the 
country. Till noon I ran breathless. The rapidity of my flight 
had dissipated the anguish of my conscience, but the return of that 
anguish was frightful, when my strength more and more declined. 
A thousand hideous forms passed before me, and struck into my 
heart, like sharp knives. Between a life filled with an increasing 
terror of death, and a violent end, the awful choice was now left 
me — and choose I must. I had not the heart to quit the world by 
self-destruction, and I was terrified at the prospect of remaining in 
it. Fixed as it were between the certain torments of life, and the 
uncertain terrors of eternity — unable to live or to die — I passed the 
axth hour of my flight — an hour brimful of horrors, such as no living 
man could narrate. 

** Slowly — absorbed in inyself, and with my hat unconsciously 
douched over my face, as if 1 wished to conceal myself from the eye 
of inanimate nature, — I had insensibly followed a narrow path, which 
led me through the deepest part of the thicket — when suddeijl;^ a 
rough impenous voice called to me, ' stop.' The voice was quite 
dose; my abstraction and the slouched hat had prevented me m>m 
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looking round. I raised mj eyes and saw a wild man, armed with 
a great knotted club, approaching me. His figure was almost gi- 
gantic — at least my first surprise made me think so — and the colour 
of his skin was a yellow mulatto sort of black, with which the 
whiteness of a squinting eye stood in terrible contrast. Instead of a 
girdle he had a thick rope woimd twice round a green woollen 
coat, in which were stuck a broad knife and a pistol. The cry was 
repeated, and a powerful arm held me fast. The sound of a man 
had frightened me, but the aspect of a villain gave me new heart. 
In my present situation, I had cause to tremble before every honest 
man, but none to tremble before a robber. 

** 'Who is there?' said the apparition. 

" * One like yourself,' was my answer, * if you really correspond 
to your appearance/ 

** ' That is not the way out? What are you looking for here?* 

*' ' What is that to you? retorted I, insolently. 

'' The man considered me twice from top to toe. It seemed as 
though he wished to compare my figure with his own, and my 
answer with my figure. * You speak as rudely as a beggar,' he said 
at last. 

** * Perhaps so. I was a beggar yesterday.' 

" The man laughed. * One could swear you did not want to pass 
for any thing better now/ 

" ' For something worse then.' — I wished to proceed. 

" * Softly friend, why in such a hurry? What time have you to 
lose?' 

" I reflected for a moment. How the words came to my tongue 
I do not know. ' Life is short,' said I, slowly, ' and hell lasts for 
everP 

" He stared at me. * May I be d — d,' he saidatlast, ' if thou hast 
not brushed close by a gallows.' 

" * Very possibly. So good bye for the present, comrade 1* 

'' ' Topp^ comrade !' he cried, as he drew a tin flask out of his 
hunting-pouch, took a good draught from it, and handed it to me. 
FUght and anguish had exhausted my energies, and nothing had 

EBSsed my lips the whole day. I had already feared that I should 
ave sunk from exhaustion in this wood, where no refreshment was 
to be expected for three miles round. Judge how joyfully I re- 
sponded to this health. With the animating draught new strength 
flowed into my bones, new courage into my heart, and I felt hope 
and the love of Ufe. I began to think that perhaps I was not quite 
wretched ; so much at least was the welcome beverage all to do. xes, 
I must even confess that my situation approached that of happi« 
ness, for at last, after a thousand vain hopes, I had found a creature 
who seemed similar to myself. In the condition to which I had 
fidlen I should have drank good fellowship with the spirit of evil 
himself for the sake of having a confidant. 

" The man had stretched himself out on the grass. I did the 
same. 



THE CRIMINAL FROM LOST HONOUR . 48 

" * Your liquor has done me good/ said I. * We must become 
acquainted/ 

^' He struck fire to light his pipe. 

** * Have you carried on this business long? 

** He looked hard at me. * What do you mean by that? 

" * Has this often been stained with blood? I drew Ae knife 
from his girdle. 

** * Who are you? said he, in a fearful tone, andhe laid down his 
pipe. 

" ' A murderer like you, but only a beginner.' 

**^ The man stared at me, and took up his pipe again. Do you 
reside here? he said at last. 

" * Three miles off. I am the host of the Sun at , of whom 

perhaps you have heard.* 

** The man sprung up as if possessed. * The poacher Wolf,' he 
cried hastily. 

*** The same!' 

" * Welcome, comrade, welcome I' cried he, and shook my hands 
violently. ' That is brave, that I have you at last, mine host of the 
Sun. Day and night have I been thinking how to get you. I know 
you well. I know all. I have reckoned on you long ago. 

" * Reckoned on me ! For what?' 

" * The whole country round is fiill of you. You have enemies ! 
A bailiff has oppressed you. Wolf ! They have ruined you, and the 
wrongs you have suffered cry aloud to Heaven.' 

** The man became warm. * Because you have shot a few ho^, 
which the prince feeds in our fields they nave dragged you about for 
years in the house of correction and the fortification, they have 
robbed you of your house and business and made you a beggar. Has 
it come to this, brother, that a man is worth no more than a hare? 
Are we not better than brutes of the field? And a fellow like you 
could suffer that? 

"* Could I alter it? 

*' ' That we shall see. But tell me, whence do you come, and 
what do you purpose?' 

" I began to tell him all my history. The man, without waiting 
till I had finished it, sprung up with joyous impatience, and drew 
me after him. * Come, brother host of the Sun, said he, * now you 
are ripe, now I have you when I wanted you. I shall get honour 
by you. Follow me. 

** * Where will you take me? 

" * Do not stop to ask, but follow.' He then forcibly dragged me 
along . 

" VTe had proceeded about a quarter of a mile. The wood be- 
came more and more steep, pathless and wild, neither of us uttered 
a word, imtil at last my leader's whistle startled me out of my medita- 
tions. I raised my eyes, we were standing on the edge of a steep 
rock, which was bowed down into a deep cleft. A second whistle 
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answered from the interior hollow of the rock, and a ladder slowly 
rose from the abyss, as of its own accord. My conductor descend^ 
first, and told me to wait till he returned. ' I must first chain up 
my dog,' said he, * you are strange here, and the beast would tear 
you to pieces.* 

" I now stood alone before the abyss, and well I knew that I was 
alone. The improvidence of my leader did not escape my attention. 
It only required a hearty resolution to draw up the ladder; then I 
should have been free, and my flight would have been secure. I 
confess that I perceived that. 1 looked down into the abyss, which 
was now to receive me, and it dimly reminded me of tne descent 
into hell, from which there is no redemption. I began to shudder 
at the career I was about to enter; only a rapid flight could save 
me. I resolved on this flight; I had already stretched my hand to- 
wards the ladder, but at once there was a thunder in my ears, a noise 
about me like the scornful laughter of hell, and it seemed to say: 
* What can a murderer risk? My arm fell back as if paralysed. I 
had reckoned rightly, the time for repentance had passed, the mur- 
der I had committed lay towering up behind me like a rock, and 
cut off* my retreat for ever. At the same time my conductor re-ap- 
peared and told me I might come. There was now no longer any 
choice. I clambered down. 

" We had proceeded some steps, beneath the wall of the rock, 
when the ground became wider and some huts were visible. In the 
midst of these was a round grass plat, on which about eighteen or 
twenty persons were lying roimd a charcoal fire. * Here comrades,' 
said my conductor, placing me in the centre of the circle. * Our 
host of the Sun ! Bid him welcome !' 

" *The host of the Sim !' cried all at once, and they all — men and 
women — rose and pressed round me. Shall I confess it. The joy 
was hearty and unaffected, confidence, nay, esteem appeared in every 
face; one pressed my hand, another familiarly shook me by my 
coat — the whole scene resembled that at the re-appearance of an old 
and valued friend. My arrival had interrupted the feast, which 
they had just begun. They now continued it, and invited me to 
pledge the welcome. Grame of all kinds formed the meal, and 
the wine flask passed without flagging &om hand to hand. Good 
cheer and unity seemed to animate the entire band, and the contest 
among them an was who should show the most extravagant delight 
at my arrival. 

" They had seated me between two women, which was the post of 
honour at the table. I expected to find the refuse of their sex, but 
how great was my astonishment when I discovered among this in- 
fiunous troop the most beautiful female forms that my eyes had ever 
beheld. Margaret, the eldest and most beautiful of the two, was 
called Miss, and could scarcely have been five-and-twenty. Her 
words were very bold, and her gestures still more so. Maria, the 
er, was married, but she had fled from a husband, who had 
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ill-used her. She was more elegant, but pale and delicate-looking, 
and less striking to the eye than her fiery neighbour. Both women 
atrove hard to excite my passion. The beautiful Margaret endea- 
voured to overcome my bashfulness by loose jests, but the whole 
woman was repulsive to me, and the bashful Maria had gained my 
heart for ever. 

" 'You see, brother host of the Sun,' began the man who had 
brought me, *You see how we live together, and every day is like 
this one. J3 it not true, comrades? 

** * Every day like this !' repeated the whole band. 

" 'If, then, you can resolve to find pleasure in our mode of life, 
strike a bargain and be our leader. I have held that post hitherto, 
but I will give it up to you. Are you content, comraaes.' 

" A joylul * Yes r was responded from every throat. 

"My nead was on fire, mjr brain was turned, and my blood was 
boiling with wine and passion. The world had cast me out as 
infected with the plague, but here I found a brotherly reception, 
honour, and comfort. Whatever choice I made death awaited me, 
but here I could at least sell my life for a higher price. Sensuality 
was my most violent tendency; hitherto the other sex had only 




you, 1 cned again, 
you will give me my beautilul neighbour.' All agreed to grant my 
request, and I was me declared possessor of a harlot, and owner of a 
band of robbers." 



The following part of the history I entirely pass over; the merely 
detestable has nothing instructive for the reader. An unfortunate 
man who had sunk to this depth, would at last necessarily allow 
himself all that raises the indignation of mankind. He cud not, 
however, commit another murder, as he himself confessed upon the 
rack. 

The fame of this man shortly spread over the entire province. 
The high roads became unsafe; the citizens were renderea uneasy 
by the burglaries committed in the night ; the name of the " Host 
of the Sun' became the terror of the country-people. Justice searched 
for him, and a reward was offered for his nead. He was fortunate 
enough to frustrate all attempts made against his liberty, and cunning 
enough to turn to the account of his safety the superstition of the 
wonder-loving peasantry. His comrades liad to spread the report 
that he had made a compact with the devil, and understood witch* 
craft. The district in which he played his part, belonged less at 
that time than now to the enlightened part of Germany; the re- 
ports were believed, and his person was secure. No one showed a 
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desire to attack the dangerous fdlow who had the devil at hia 
service. 

He had already for a year followed his melancholy profession^ 
when it began to grow insupportable. The band at wnose head he 
stood, did not fulm his brilhant expectations. A seductive exterior 
had dazzled him amid the fumes of the wine; now he saw with 
horror how frightfully he had been deceived. Hunger and want 
took the place of that 'superfluity hj which his senses had be^i 
lulled ; very often he had to risk ms life on a meal, which was 
scarcely sufficient to keep him from starvation. The phantom of 
that brotherly concord vanished; envy, suspicion, and jealousy 
raged among this abandoned crew. Justice had offered a reward to 
any one who should deliver him up alive, with a solemn pardon if 
he were an accomplice — a powerful temptation for the dregs of the 
earth ! The unhappy man knew his periL The honesty of those 
who betrayed God and man, was a bad security for his life. From 
this moment sleep was gone; a deadly and eternal anguish preyed 
on his repose; the hideous spectre of suspicion rattled behind mm, 
wherever he fled, tortured him when he was awake, lay down by 
him when he went to sleep, and scared him with horrible visions. 
His conscience, which had been for some time dumb, now recovered its 
speech, and the adder of remorse, which had slept, now awoke amid 
the general storm of his bosom. All his hatred was now diverted 
from mankind, and turned its frightful edge against himself. He 
now forgave all nature, and found none but himself to execrate. 

Vice nad completed its instruction of this unhappy being; his 
naturally good sense at last overcame the mournful delusion. Now 
he felt how low he had fallen, calm melancholy took the place of 
grinding despair. With tears he wished the past were recaUed, for 
now he felt certain that he could go through it differently. He 
began to hope that he might be allowed to become honest, oecause 
he felt that ne could be so. At the highest point of his depravity, 
he was perhaps nearer to goodness than before his first fault 

About the same time, the seven years' war had broken out, 
and recruiting was going on with vigour. This circumstance in- 
spired the unhappy man with hope, and he wrote a letter to his 
sovereign, an extract of which I insert: 

" If your princely favour feels no repugnance towards descending 
to me, if crmunals of my class are not beyond the sphere of your 
mercy, grant me a hearing, I beg of your most serene highness ! I 
am a murderer and a robber; the law condemns me to death, tbe 
tribunals are in search of me, and I offer myself to serve as a volun- 
teer. But at the same time, I bring a singular request before your 
throne. I detest my life, and do not fear death, but it is terrible 
for me to die without having lived. I would live to make repara- 
tion for a portion of the past, I would live to make some atonement 
to the state, which I have offended. My execution will be an 
example to the world, bat no compensation for my deeds. I detest 
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Tice, and Iiave a buniiiig desire for int^ritj and Tirtue. I have 
shown the talents for becoming formidable to my comitry — ^I hope 
I have some left to be of service to it. 

'* I know that I am asking something which is unprecedented. 
Mj life is forfeit, and it is not for me to n^otiate with justice. 
But I do not appear in bonds and fetters before you — I am still 
free — and fear on my part has the smallest share in my request. 

*^ It is for mercy that I ask. If I had a claim to justice, I should 
no longer venture to assert it. But of one thing I may remind my 
judge. The epoch of my crimes begins with the judgment that 
for ever deprived me of honour. Had fairness been less denied me 
on that occasion, I should not now, perhaps, have stood in need of 
mercy. 

" Show mercy, my prince, instead of justice. If it is in your 
princely power to move the law in my favour, then grant me my 
life. J rom henceforth it shall be devoted to your service. If you 
can do so, let me learn your gracious will from the public iournals, 
and I will appear in the metropolis on your word as a pnnce. If 
you have resolved otherwise, let justice do her part, I must do 
mine." 

This petition remained unanswered, and so did a second, and 
a third, in which the applicant asked for a trooper's place in the 
prince's service. His hopes for a pardon were utterly extinguished, 
so he resolved to quit the country, and to die as a brave soldier 
in the service of the King of Prussia. 

He succeeded in escaping from his land, and began his journey. 
The road led him through a little provincial town, where he wished 
to pass the night. A short time before, mandates of exceeding strict- 
ness had been published throughout the country, requiring a severe 
examination of travellers, because the sovereign, a prince of the 
empire, had taken part in the war. The toll-collector ( Thorschreiber) 
of this little town had just received a mandate, and he was sitting 
on a bench before the toll-bar, when the '* Host of the Sun" came 
up. The appearance of this man had in it something comical, and 
at the same time wild and terrible. The lean pony which he rode, 
and the grotesque choice of his attire, in which his taste had probably 
been less consulted than the chronology of his thefts, contrasted 
singularly enough with a face over which so many nigipg passions 
were spread, like mangled corpses on a field of battle. The collector 
was struck by the sight of this strange wanderer. He had grown 
^y at the toll-bar, and by attending to his office for forty years 
nad. become an infallible physiognomist of all the vagabonds aoout. 
The falcon-glance of this investigator did not miss its man on this 
occasion. He at once fastened the town-gate, and asked the rider 
for his passport while he secured his bridle. Wolf was prepared for 
chances of this kind, and actually had with him a passport, which 
he had taken shortly before while plundering a merchant This 
single voucher, however, did not suffice to counteract the observa* 
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tion of forty years, and to move the oracle of the toll-bar to a recan- 
tation. He trusted his eyes more than the paper, and Wolf was 
obliged to follow him to the office of the bailiff. 

llie superior of the office examined the passport and declared it 
correct. He was an ardent lover of news, and it was his delight to 
chatter over the newspaper by his bottle. The passport told him 
that the bearer had come straight from those foreign countries, 
where the theatre of the war was situated. He hoped to get pri- 
vate intelligence from the stranger, and sent back a secretary with 
the passport to invite him to partake of a bottle of wine. 

In the meanwhile the '* Host of the Sun" was standing in front 
of the office, and the whimsical spectacle had assembled the rabble 
of the town in throngs. The people whispered into one another's 
ears, pointed at the horse and rider, till at last the insolence of the 
mob mcreased to a loud tumult. The horse, at which every one 
pointed, was unluckilv a stolen one, and Wolf fancied that it had 
Deen described in placards and was recognised. The unexpected 
hospitality of the superior confirmed his suspicion. He now con- 
sidered it certain that the falsity of his passport was discovered, and 
that the invitation was only a snare to catch him alive and without 
resistance. His bad conscience besotted him, so he clapped spurs to 
his horse and rode off without giving a reply. 

This sudden flight was the signal for an uproar. 

** A thief!" cried all; and off they flew after him. To the rider 
it was a matter of life and death; he had already the start, his fol- 
lowers panted breathlessly, and he seemed to be on the point of 
escape. But a heavy hand pressed invisibly towards him, tne watch 
of his destiny had run down, the inexorable Nemesis detained her 
debtor. The street to which he trusted had no outlet, and he was 
forced to turn back towards his persecutors. 

The noise of this event had in the meanwhile set the whole town 
in an uproar; throng pressed on throng, all the streets were Uned, 
and a host of enemies were marching towards him. He showed a 
pistol, the mob receded, and he would have made a way through 
the crowd by forte. ** A shot from this," swd he, ** for the mad 
fool who detains me.** A general pause was dictated by fear, when 
at last, a bold journeyman blacksmith darted on his arm from be- 
hind, caught the finger with which the insane man was about to 
fire, and forced it out of joint. The pistol fell, the disarmed man 
was pulled from his horse, and dragged to the office in triumph. 

** Who are you?" asked the judge in a somewhat brutal tone. 

*' A man who is resolved to answer no question until it is put 
more courteously." 

" Who are you?"* 

* These questions appear the same in English, but the first in German is ^ Wer 
■eyd Ihr," and the second **• Wer sind Sie." According to German usage the latter 
alone is courteous. 
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** That which I represented mjrself to be. I have travelled all 
through Germany, and never found impudence at home, anjrwhere 
but here." 

" Your speedy flight renders you very suspicious. Why did you 

fly?^ 

*' Because I was tired of being the laughing-stock of your rabble." 

" You threatened to fire." 
''* My pistol was not loaded." 

The weapon was examined, and, true enough, it contained no 
l3ullet. 

*' Why did you secretly carry arms?' 

" Because I have with me articles of value, and because I have 
been warned against a certain * Host of the Sun,' who is said to be 
rovinff about tnese parte." 

" Your replies argue much for your audacity, but little for the 
goodness of your cause. I will give you till to-morrow to discover 
the truth to me." 

" I shall abide by what I have already said." 

*' Let him be conducted to the tower." 

" To the tower? I hope, Herr Superior, that there is still justice 
in this country. I shall require satisfaction." 

" I will give it you as soon as you are acquitted." 

The next morning the superior reflected that the stranger mi^ht 
be innocent after all; a dictatorial address could eflect nolmng with 
bis obstinacy, and it might, perhaps, be better to treat him with 
respect and moderation. He collected the jury of the place, and 
baa the prisoner brought forward. 

** Forgive me for the first outbreak, sir, if I accosted you some- 
what hardly yesterday." 

*' Very readily, if you treat me thus." 

" Our laws are severe, and your affair made a noise. I cannot 
release you without committing a breach of duty. Appearance is 
against you, and I wish you woidd say someudng, by which it 
might be refuted." 

" What, if I know nothing?' 

** Then I must lay the case before the government, and you 
will, in the meanwhile, remain closely confined." 

"And then?" 

*' Then you run the risk of beinff flogged over the border as a 
vagrant, or, if mercy is shown, of bemg placed among the recruits." 

He was silent for some minutes, and appeared to be undergoing a 
severe contest, then he suddenly turned to the judge. 

** Can I be alone with you for a quarter of an hour?" 

The jury cast ambiguous glances at one another, but withdrew at 
a commanding sign from their head. 

" Now, what do you want?" 

" Your demeanour of yesterday, Herr Superior, would never have 
brought me to a confession, for I set force at defiance. The mode- 

£ 
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Tution with wludi jou have treated me to-daj has given vie con- 
fidence and lespect fix: you. I think that yon jne an hoacnrable 
man." 

** What have you to Bay to me?' 

'* I see that you are an honourable man; I have long wished for a 
man Uke you. Give me, I jnay, your right hand." 

"To what end?' 

'* That head is gray and reverend. You ho^ been lanr in the 
world — ^have felt many sorrows — aa it itat m? Jbid have become 
more humane." 

" Sir, to what does this tend?' 

''You are now distant by only one step firosn etetmty— -soon, 
8oon wiU you need mercy fimi God. You will not deny it to man. 
Do you suspect nothing ? With whom do you suppooe you are 
epeating?* 

** What do you mean? You terrify me." 

** If you do not already suspect — write to your pcince how you 
found me, and that I mypelf of my free choioe w«8 my own betrayer 
— that God will be merciful unto him as he now diows mercy unto 
me. Entreat for me, old man, and then let a tear &11 on your re- 
port: I am — the * Host of the Sun.' " 

J.O. 



THE COLD HEART. 

BY WILHELH HAUFF. 

Thobe who trayel through Swabia should always remember to 
cast a pasBing glance into the Schwarzwald,* not so much for the 
sake o£ the trees (though pines are not found everywhere in such 
prodigious numbers, nor of such a surpassing height), as for the 
sake of the people, who show a marked difference from all others 
in the neighbourhood aroimd. They are taller tha& ordinary 
men, broad-shouldered, have strong limbs, and it seems as if the 
bracing air which blows through the pines in the morning, has 
aQowea them, £rom their youth upwards, to breathe more freely, 
and has given them a clearer eye and a firmer, though ruder, mind 
than the inhabitants of the valleys and plains. Tae strong con- 
trast thev form to the people hving without the limits of the 
*^ Wald,' conmsts, not merely in their bearing and stature, but also 
in their manners and costume. Those of the Schwarzwald of the 
Baden temtory dress most handsomely; the men allow their beards 
to grow about the chin just as nature pves it; and their black 
jackets, wide trousers, wmch are plaited m small folds, red sto(^- 
mgs, and painted hats surrounded by a broad brim, give them a 
stiange, out somewhat grave and noble appearance. Their usual 
occupations are the manufacturing of glass, and the so-called Dutch 
clocks, which they carry about for sale over half the globe. 

Another part of the same race lives on the other side of the 
Schwarzwald; but their occupations have made them contract 
manners and customs quite different from those of the ^lass manu- 
&oturers. Their TFoZefsuj^liestheir trade; fellingandfashionin^their 
pines, theyfloat them through the Nagoldmiothe Neckar^from thence 
oown the Bhine as iar as Holland; and near the sea the Sckwarz- 
mider and their long rafts are well known. Stopping at every 
town which is situated along the river, th^ wait proudly for pur- 
chasers of their beams and jdanks; but the strongest and Icmgest 
beams they sell at a high priee to Mynheers, who build ships of 
them. Their trade has accustomed them to a rude and roving life, 
thdr pleasure consisting in dri^ng down the stream on their 
timber, their sorrow in wandering back again along the shore. 

• The Black Forest 
e2 
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Hence the difference in their costume from that of the glass manu- 
iacturers. They wear jackets of a dark linen cloth, braces a hand's 
breadth wide, displayed over the chest, and trousers of black leather, 
from the pocket of which a brass rule sticks out as a badge of 
honour; but their pride and joy are their boots, which are probably 
the largest that are worn in any part of the world, for they may be 
drawn two spans above the knee, and the raftsmen may walk about 
in water at tnree feet depth without getting their feet wet. 

It is but a short time ago that the bebef in hobffoblins of the 
wood prevailed among the inhabitants, this foolish superstition 
having been eradicated only in modem times. But the singularity 
about these hobgoblins who are said to haunt the Schwarzwald, is, 
that they also wear the different costumes of the people. Thus it 
is affirmed of the Glass-mannikin, a kind little sprite three feet 
and a half high, that he never shows himself except in a painted 
little hat with a broad brim, a doublet, white trousers, and red 
stockings; while Dutch Michel, who haunts the other side of the 
forest, is said to be a gi^ntic, broad-shouldered fellow wearing the 
dress of a raftsman; and many who have seen him say they would 
not like to pay for the calves whose hides it would require to make 
one pair of his boots, affirming that, without exaggeration, a man 
of tne middle height may stand in one of them with his head only 
just peeping out. 

The following strange adventure with these spirits is said to have 
once befaUen a young Schwarzwalder:— There Hved a widow in 
the Schwarzwald, whose name was Frau Barbara Mimk ; her husband 
had been a charcoal-burner, and after his death she had by degrees 

5)revailed upon her boy, who was now sixteen years old, to follow his 
ather*s trade. Young Peter Munk, a sly fellow, submitted to sit 
the whole week near the smoking stack of wood, because he had 
seen his father do the same ; or, olack and sooty and an abomination 
to the people as he was, to drive to the nearest town and sell his char- 
coal. Now, a charcoal-burner has much leisure for reflection, about 
himself and others; and when Peter Mimk was sitting by his stack, 
the dark trees around him, as well as the deep stillness of the forest, 
disposed his heart to tears, and to an unknown secret longing. Some- 
thing made him sad, and vexed him, without his knowing exactly 
what it was. At length, however, he found out the cause of his vex- 
ation, — it was his condition. " A black, solitary charcoal-burner," 
he said to himself; " it is a wretched life. How much more are the 
glass-manufacturers, and the clockmakers regarded; and even the 
musicians, on a Sunday evening ! And when Peter Munk appears 
washed, clean, and dressed out in his father's best jacket with the 
silver buttons and bran new red stockings— if then, any one walk- 
ing behind him, thinks to himself, * 1 wonder who that smart fel- 
low is?' admiring, all the time, my stockings and stately gait; — if 
then, I say, he passes me and loots round, will he not say, ' Why, 
it is only reter Munk, the charcoal-burner.' " 
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The raftsmen also on the other side of the wood were an object of 
envy to him. When these giants of the forest came over in their 
splendid clothes, wearing about their bodies half a himdred weight 
of silver, either in buckles, buttons or chains, standing with sprawl- 
ing legs and consequential look to see the dancing, swcarmg in 
Dutch, and smoking Cologne clay pipes a yard long, like the most 
noble Mynheers, then he pictured to nimself such a raftsman as the 
most pertect model of human happiness. But when these fortunate 
men put tlfcir hands into their pocket, pidled out handsful of thalers 
and staked a Sechsbatzner piece upon the cast of a die, throwing 
their five or ten florins to and fro, he was almost mad and sneaked 
sorrowfully home to his hut. Indeed he had seen some of these gen- 
tlemen of the timber trade, on many a holy-day evening, lose more 
than his poor old fether had gained in the whole year. There were 
three of these men, in particular, of whom he knew not which to 
admire most. The one was a tall stout man with ruddy face, who 
passed for the richest man in the neighbourhood ; he was usually 
called fat ** Hesekiel." Twice every year he went with timber to 
Amsterdam, and had the good luck to sell it so much dearer than 
the rest that he could return home in a splendid carriage, while they 
had to walk. The second was the tallest and leanest man in the 
whole fValdy and was usually called " the tall Schlurker;" it was his 
extraordinary boldness that excited Mimk's envy, for he contradicted 
people of the first importance, took up more room than four stout 
men, no matter, how crowded the inn might be, setting either both 
his elbows upon the table, or drawing one of his long legs on the 
bench; yet, notwithstanding all this, none dared to oppose him, since 
he had a prodigious quantity of money. The third was a handsome 
younff fellow, who bemg the best dancer far around, was hence called 
** the King of the ball-room." Originally poor he had been servant to 
one of the timber merchants, when all at once he became immensely 
rich ; for which some accounted by saying he had foimd a pot full of 
money imder an old pine tree, while others asserted that he had 
fished up in the Rhine, near Bingen, a packet of gold coins with the 

rr which these raftsmen sometimes throw at the fish as they go 
g in the river, that packet being part of the great "Niebelungen- 
hort," which is sunk there. But however this might be, the fact of 
his suddenly becoming rich caused him to be looked upon as a prince 
by young and old. 

Often did poor Peter Munk the coal burner think of these three 
men, when sitting alone in the pine forest. All three indeed had 
one great fault, which made them hated by every body : this was their 
insatiable avarice, their heartlessness towards their debtors and to- 
wards the poor, for the Schwarzwalder are naturally a kind-hearted 
people. However, we all know how it is in these matters; though 
they were hated for their avarice, yet they commanded respect on 
account of their money, for who but they could throw away thalers, 
as if they could shake l^em from the pines? 



54 THE COLD HEART. 

" This will do no longer," said Peter one day to himself, when lie 

felt very melancholy, it being the morrow after a holiday when every 

body had been at the inn; *^ if I don't soon thrive I ehall makeaway 

with myself; Oh that I were as much looked up to and as rich as the 

stout Hesekiel, or as bold and powerful as the tall Schlurker, or as 

renowned as Uie king of the Imll-room. and could like him throw 

thalers instead of kreutzers to the musicians ! I wonder where the 

fellow gets his money !" Reflecting upon all the dijBferent means by 

which money may be got, he coidd please himself with ifone, till at 

length he thought of tne tales of those people who, in times of old, 

had become rich through the Dutchman Michel, or the glass-man- 

nikin. During his &ther's lifetime other poor people onien made 

their calls, and then their conversation was generally about rich 

persons, and the means by which they had come by their riches; 

in these discourses the gl^s-mannikin frequently played a OHispi- 

cuous part. Now, if Peter strained his memory a little he could 

almost recall the short verse which one must repeat near the Tannen- 

biihl in the heart of the forest, to make the sprite appear. It began 

as follows: 

'^ Keeper of wealth in the forest of pine. 
Hundreds of years are surely thine : 
Thine is the tall pine's dwelling place — ** 

But he might tax his memory as much as he pleased, he could re- 
member no more of it. He often thought of asking some aged p^- 
son what the whole verse was. However, a certain fear of betray- 
ing his thoughts kept him back, and moreover he concluded that 
the legend ofthe glaiss-mannikin could not be very generally known, 
and that but few were acquainted with the incantation, ance there 
were not many rich persons in the Wald; — if it were generally 
known, why had not nis father, and other poor people, tned their 
liKk? At length, however, he one day got his mother to talk 
about the mannildn, and she told him what he knew already, as she 
lierself remembered only the first line of the verse, but sm added, 
that the ^rite would show himself only to those who had been bom 
on a Sunday, between eleven and two o'clock. He was, ^e said, 
quite fit for evoking him, as he was bom at twelve o'clock at noon; 
if he but knew the verse. 

When Peter Mimk heard this he was almost beside himself with 
joy and desire to try the adventure. It appeared to him enough to 
know part of the verse, and to be bom on a Sunday, for the glass- 
mannikin to show himself. Consequently when he one day had sold 
his coals, he did not light a new stack, but put on his father's holiday 
jacket, his new red stockii^, and best hat, took his blackthorn stick, 
five feet long into his hand, and bade farewell to his mother, saying, 
^* I must go to the magistrate in the toivm, for we shall soon have to 
draw lots who is to be soldier, and therefore I wish to impress once 
more upon him that you are a widow, and I am your only son'' His 
mother praised his resolution; but he started lor the TannenbuhL 
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Thk lies on the higliest point of the Sckwarzwaldf and not a vilWe 
or ev&k a Imt wae fi>una, at that time, &>t two leagues around, Uxc 
the supocstitious people believed it was haunted; thejr were evea 
Tery unwilling to fell timber in that part, though the pmes were tall 
ana excellent, for ofiten the axes of the wood-cutters had flown oS 
the handle into their feet, or the trees falling suddenly, had knocked 
the men down, and eiidier injured or even killed them; moreover, 
they could have used the finest trees fircmi there only for fuel, since 
the raftsmen never would take a trunk firom the Tannenbiihl as 
part of a laf^ there being a traditiKm that both men and timber 
would come to hanuy if they hada tree £com that ^t on the water. 
Hence the trees there grew so dense and hiffh that is was almost 
ni^ht at noon. When Peter Munk approacned the place, he felt 
qmte awe-stricken, hearing neither voice nor footstep except his 
own; no axe resounded, a^ even the birds seemed to snunthedark- 
ness amidst the pines. 

Peter Munk nad now reached the highest point of the Tannen- 
biihl, and stood befc«e a pine of aionnous girtn, for which a Dutch 
ship-builder would have given many hundred florins on the ^t. 
^* Here," said he, *' the treasure-keeper (Schatzhauaer) nO' doubt 
Hves," and pulling off his luge hat, he made a low bow befc^e the 
tree, dearednis throat, and said, with a trembUn^ voice, *^ I wish you 
a good evening, Mr. Glass-mannikin." But receiving no answer, and 
alTaround remaining silent as before, he thought it would probably be 
bettertosaythe verse, and therefore murmured it forth. Chi repeating 
the words, he saw, to his great astonishment, a singular and very smau 
%ure peep forth irora bdiind the tree. It seemed to him as if he 
had bendd the ekss-manrnkin, just as he was described, the Utile 
Uack jacket, red stockings, hat, all even to the pale, but fine shrewd 
eountenance of which we people so much talked, he thouj^ht he 
had seen. But alas, as quickly as it had peeped forth, as quickly it 
haddisimpearedagain. " Jix. Gfass-mannikin ,** cned Peter Munk, af^ 
a short hesitation^ " pray don't make a fool of me ; if you fimcy that 
I have not seen you, you axe vastly mistaken, I saw you very well 
peeping forth firom behind the tree." Still no answer, only at times 
he fancied he heard a low, hoarse tittering behind the tree. ^ At 
length his impatience conquered this foar, which had still restrained 
him, and he cried, '^ Wait, you Httle rascal, I will have you yet." 
At the same time he jumped behind the tree, but there was no 
Schatzhauser, and only a pretty Utile squirrel was running up the 



P^ter Munk diook his head; he saw he had succeeded to a cer- 
isin degree in the incantation, and that he parhaps only wanted 
eae more rhyme to the verse to evoke the fflass-mannikin; he tried 
ewet and over again, but could not think c^ any thinff. The 
squirrel diowed itself on the lowest branches of the tree, ana seemed 
to encourage or perhaps to mock him. It trimmed itself, it rolled 
ita pretty tail, and lodked at him with its cunning eyes. At length 
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he was almost afraid of being alone with this animal; for some- 
times it seemed to have a man's head, and to wear a three cor- 
nered hat, sometimes to be quite like another squirrel, with the 
exception only of having red stockings and black shoes on its hind 
feet. In short it was a merry little creature, but still Peter felt an 
awe, fancying that all was not right. 

Peter now went away with more rapid strides than he had come. 
The darkness of the forest seemed to become blacker and blacker; 
the trees stood closer to each other, and he began to be so terrified 
that he ran off in a trot, and only became more tranquil when he 
heard dogs bark at a distance, and soon after descried the smoke of 
a hut through the trees. But on coming nearer and seeing the 
dress of the people, he found that having taken the contrary direc- 
tion he had got to the raftsmen instead of the glass-makers. The 
people living in the hut were wood-cutters, consisting of an aged 
man with his son who was the owner, and some grown up grand- 
children. They received Peter Munk, who begged a night's quar- 
ter, hospitably enough without asking his name or residence, they 
gave him cider to dnnk, and in the evening a large black cock, the 
best meal in the Schwarzwald, was served up for supper. 

After this meal the housewife and her daughters took their dis- 
taffs and sat round a large pine torch, which the boys fed with the 
finest rosin ; the host with his guest sat smoking and looking at the 
women; while the boys were busy carving wooden spoons and 
forks. The storm was howling and raging through the pines in 
the forest without, and now and then very heavy blasts were heardy 
and it was as if whole trees were breaking off and crashing down. 
The fearless youths were about to run out to witness this terrifie 
and beautiful spectacle, but their grandfather kept them back with 
a stem look and these words: *' I would not advise any of you," 
cried he, " to go now outside the door; by heavens he never would 
return, for Michel the Dutchman is builmng this night a new raft 
in the forest." 

The younger of them looked at him with astonishment, hav- 
ing probably heard before of Michel, but they now begged 
their grandpapa to tell them some interesting story of him. Peter 
Mimk who had heard but confused stories of Michel the Dutch- 
man on the other side of the 
the old man who and where 
was the answer, ** and firom your not having heard this at yoiur affe, 
it follows that you must be a native of those parts just beyond tne 
Tannenbiihl or perhaps still more distant. But I will tell you all I 
know, and how the story goes about him. A hundred years ago or 
thereabouts, there were lar and wide no people more upright in 
their dealings than the Schwarzwalder, at least so my grandfather 
used to tell me. Now, since there is so much money in the coun- 
try, the people are dishonest and bad. The young fellows dance 
and riot on Sundays, and swear to such a degree that it is horrible 



3 forest, joined in this request, asking 
he was. ** He is the lord of the forest, ' 
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to hear them; whereas formerly it was quite different, and I have 
often said and now say, though he should look in through the 
window, that the Dutchman Michel is the cause of all this de- 
pravity. A hundred years ago then there lived a very rich tim- 
oer merchant who haa many servants ; he carried his trade far 
down the Rhine and was very prosperous, being a pious man. 
One evening a person such as he had never seen came to his 
door; his diess was Uke that of the young fellows of the Schwarz- 
wald, but he was full a head taller th^ any of them, and no 
one had ever thought there could be such a giant. He asked 
for work, and the tmiber-merchant, seeing he was strong, and able 
to carry great weights, agreed with him about the wages and took 
him into his service. He found Michel to be a labourer such as 
he had never yet had; for in felling trees he was equal to three 
ordinary men, and when six men were pulling at one end of a 
trunk he would carry the other end alone. After having been 
employed in felling timber for six months, he came one day before 
his master, sajring, ' I have now been cutting wood long enough 
here, and should uke to see what becomes of my trunks; what say 
you to letting me go with the rafts for once? To which his mas- 
ter replied, * I have no objection, Michel, to your seeing a little 
of the world; to be sure I want strong men like yourself to fell the 
timber, and on the river all depends upon skill; but, nevertheless, 
be it for this time as you wish.' 

"Now the float with which Michel was to go, consisted of 
eight rafts, and in the last there were some of the largest beams. 
But what then? The evening before starting, the tall Michel 
brought eight beams to the water, thicker and longer than had ever 
been seen, and he carried every one of them as easily upon his 
shoulder as if it had been a rowing pole, so that all were amazed. 
Where he had felled them, no one knows to this day. The heart 
of the timber-merchant was leaping with joy when he saw this, cal- 
culating what these beams would fetch; but Michel said, ' Well, 
these are for my travelling on, with those chips I should not be 
able to get on at all.' His master was going to make him a pre- 
sent of a pair of boots, but throwing them aside, Michel brouffht 
out a pair the largest that had ever been seen, and my grandfather 
assured me they weighed a hundred poimds and were five feet 
long. 

*' The float started; and if Michel had before astonished the 
wood-cutters, he perfectly astonished the raftsmen ; for his raft, 
instead of drifting slowly down the river as they thought it would, 
by reason of the unmense beams, darted on like an arrow, as soon 
as they came into the Neckar. If the river took a turn, or if 
thqr came to any part where they had a diflSculty in keeping the 
miadle stream or were in danger of running aground, IVCchel 
always jumped into the water, pushing his float either to the right 
or to the left, so that he glided past without danger. If they came 



58 TH£ COLD HJEABT. 

to a part where the river ran straight, Michel often spranff to the 
foremost raft, and making all put up their poles, fixed nis own 
enormous pole in the sand, and by one paab made the float dart 
along, so that it seemed as if the land, trees, and villages were 
flying by them. Thus they came in half the time they generally 
occupied to Colore on the Rhine, where they formerly used to stSl 
their timber. Here Midiel said, ' You are but sorry merchanta 
and know nothing of your advantage. ' Think you these Golomese 
want aU the timber from the Schwarzwald for themselves? I tell 
you no, they buyit of you for half its value, and sell it dear to Hol- 
land. Let us sell our small beams here, and go to Holland with the 
large ones; what we get above the ordinary price is our own 
prcmt.' 

'' Thus spoke the subtle Michel, and the others consented; some 
because they liked to go and see Holland, some &r the sake of the 
money. Omy one man was honest, and endeavouised to dissuade 
them from putting the property of their master in ieopardy or 
dieating him out of the higher price. However they did not listen 
to him and forgot his words, while Michel forgot them not So 
they went down the Rhine with the timber, and Michel, guiding 
tl^ float soon brought them to Rotterdam. Here they were o^ 
&red four times as much as at Cologne, and p^dcularfy the large 
beams of Michel fetched a very hign sum. When &e Schwarz- 
walders beheld the money, they were almost beside themselves with 
joy. Michel divided the money, putdng aside one-fourth £ot their 
master, and distributing ^e other ^ among the men. And now 
they went into the public houses with sailors and other rabble, 
squandering their money in drinking and gambling; while the 
honest fellow who had dissuaded them was sold by Michdi to a 
slave-trader and has never been heard of since. From that time for- 
ward Holland was a paradise to the fellows from the Schwarzwald, 
and the Dutchman Michel their king. For a long time the tim« 
ber merchants were ignorant of this proceeding, and before people 
were aware, money, swearing, corrupt manners, drunkenness wad 
gambling were imported from Holland. 

^^ When the thing became known, Miehel was nowhere to be 
jfeund, but he was not dead; for a hundred years he has been haunt- 
ing the fcoest, and is said to have helped many in becoming rich at 
the cost of their souls of course : more I wiU not say. This much, 
however, is certain, that to the present day, in boisterous nights, he 
finds out the finest pines in the Tannenmihl where people are not 
to fell wood; and my &ther has seen him break off one of four feet 
diameter, as he would break a reed. Such trees he gives to those 
who turn from the right path and go to him; at midnight they 
bring their rafis to the water and he goes to Holland with them. 
If I were hxd and king in Holland, 1 would have him shot with 
grape, for all the ships that have but a sin^e beam of Midiel's, 
must go to the bottom. Hence it is that we hear of so many 
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shipwrecks; and if it were not so, how could a beautiful^ strcmg 
ship as large as a church, be sunk. But as often as Michel fells 
s pine in the forest during a boisterous night, one of his old ones 
starts from its joints, the water enters, and the ship is lost, men 
and alL Sofiurii^oes the k^end of the Dutchman Michel; and 
true it is that all the evil in the Schwarzwald dates from him. 
Oh ! he can make one rich," added the old man mysteriouslj; '' but 
I would have nothing from him; I would at no price be in the 
shoes of &t Hesekiel and the long Schlurker. The King of the ball- 
zoom, too, is said to have made himself over to him." 

The storm had abated during the narrative of the old man; the 
gills timidly lighted their lamps and retired, while the men put a 
sackful of leaves upon the bench by the stove as a pillow for Peter 
Hunk, and wished him good night 

Never in his life had Peter such heavy dreams as during this 
mght; sometimes he fancied the dark gigantic Michdi was tearing 
the window open and reaclun^ in with his monstrous long arm a 
purse full of gold pieces, which jingled dearly and loudly as he shook 
them; at another time he saw the little friendly glass-mamiikin 
riding upon a hnge sreen bottle about the room, and thought he 
heard again the same hoarse laughter as in the TannenbtLhl; again 
aomething hummed into his left ear the following verse: 

** In Holland I wot, 
There's gold to be got, 
Small price for a lot. 
Who would haye it not?" 

Again he heard in hb right ear the song of the Schat^auser in 
Ae green forest, and a soft voice whispered to him, " Stupid Coal- 
Petsr, stupid Peter Munk you cannot find a rhyme with * place,' 
and yet are bom on a Sunday at twelve o'clock precisely. Rhyme, 
dull JPeter, riiyme !" 

He groanea, he wearied himself to find a rhyme, but never having 
Blade one in his life, his trouble in his dream was fruitless. When 
he awoke the next morning with the first dawn, his dream 
seemed stnmge to him; he sat down at the table with his arms 
crossed, and meditated upon the whisperings that were still ringii^ 
in his ears. He said to nimself, " Rnyme, stupid Peter, rhyme, 
knocking his forehead with his finger, but no myme would come. 
While still sitting in this mood, looking gloomily down before him 
and thinking of a riiyme with '^ place,' he heard three men passing 
outside and going into the forest, one of whom was singing, 

"I stood upon the brigfateit place, 
I gased upon the plain. 
And then— oh then — I saw that face, 
I neyer saw again.** 

These words flashed like lightning through Peter's ear and has- 
tily starting up, he rushed out of the house, thinking he was mis- 



60 THE COLD HEART. 

taken in what he had heard, ran after the three fellows and seized, 
suddenly and rudely, the singer by the arm, crying at the same time, 
" Stop, friend, what was it you rhymed with ' place?' Do me the 
favour to teU me what you were singing." 

'* What possesses you, fellow?" replied the Schwarzwalder. " I 
may sing what I like; let go my arm, or " 

" No, you shall tell me what you were singing," shouted Peter, 
almost b^de himself, clutchinff him more tiffhtly at the same time. 
When the other two saw this, they were not long in falling foul upon 
poor Peter with their large fists, and belabouring him till the pain 
made him release the third, and he sank exhausted upon his knees. 
" Now you have your due," said they, laughing, " and mark you, 
madcap, never again stop people like us upon the highway." 

" W oe is me !" replied Peter with a sigh, ** I shall certainly recollect 
it. But now that Ihave had the blows, you will obliffe me by tell- 
ing me plainly what he was singing." To this they laughed again 
and mocked him; but the one who had sung repeated the song to 
him, after which they went away laughing and smging. 

" Face," then said the poor belaboured Peter as he got up 
slowly; " wiU rhyme with 'place,' now glass-mannikin, I will have 
another word with you." ELe went into the hut, took his hat and 
long stick, bid farewell to the inmates, and commenced his way back 
to the Tannenbiihl. Being under the necessity of inventing a verse, 
he proceeded slowly and thoughtfully on his way; at length, when 
he was already within the precmcts of the Tannenbuhl, and the trees 
became higher and closer, he foimd his verse, and for joy cut a 
ca|>er in the air. All at once he saw coming from behind the trees 
a gigantic man dressed like a raftsman, who held in his hand a pole 
as large as the mast of a ship. Peter Munk's knees almost gave 
way imder him, when he saw him slowly striding by his side, 
thinking he was no other than the Dutchman Michel. Still the 
terrible figure kept silence, and Peter cast a side glance at him from 
time to time. He was full a head taller than the biggest man Peter 
had even seen; his face expressed neither youth nor old age, but 
was fuU of furrows and wrinMes; he wore a jacket of linen, and the 
enormous boots being drawn above his leather breeches, were well 
known to Peter from hearsay. 

" What are you doing in the Tannenbiihl, Peter Mimk?" asked 
the wood king at length, in a deep, roaring voice. 

" Good morning, coimtryman," replied Peter, wishing to show 
himself imdaunted, but trembling violently all the while. 

** Peter Munk," replied Michel, casting a piercing, terrible glance 
at him, " your way aoes not lie through this grove." 

" True, it does not exactly," said Peter; " but being a hot day, I 
thought it would be cooler here." 

" Do not lie, Peter," cried Michel, in a thundering voice, •* or 
I strike you to the groimd with this pole; think you I have not seen 
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you begging of the litde one?" he added mildly. " Come, come, 
confess it was a silly trick, and it is well you did not know the 
verse; for the little fellow is a skinflint, giving but little; and 
he to whom he gives is never again cheerful in his life. Peter, 
you are but a poor fool and I pity you in my soul; you, such a 
brisk handsome fellow, surely could do something better in the world, 
than make charcoal. While others lavish big thalers and ducats, 
you can scarcely spend a few pence; 'tis a wretched life." 

" You are right, it is truly a wretched life." 

"Well," continued Michel, "I will not stand upon trifles, you 
would not be the first honest good fellow whom I have assisted at a 
pinch. Tell me, how many nimdred thalers do you want for the 
present?' shaking the money in his huge pocket, as he said this, 
so that it jingled just as Peter had heard it in lus dream. 
But Peter's neart felt a kind of painful convulsion at these words, 
and he was cold and hot alternately; for Michel did not look as if 
he would give away money out of charity, without asking any 
thing in return. Tne old man's mysterious words about rich people 
occurred to him, and urged by an mexplicable anxiety and fear, ne 
cried " Much obliged to you, sir, but I wiU have nothing to do 
with you and know you well," and at the same time he began to 
run as fast as he could. The wood spirit, however, strode by his 
side with immense steps, murmuring and threatening " You will 
yet repent it, Peter, it is written on your forehead and to be read 
in your eyes that you wiU not escape me. Do not run so fast, 
listen only to a single rational word; there is my boimdary already." 
But Peter, hearing this and seeing at a little oistance before him a 
small ditch, hastened the more to pass this boundary, so that 
Michel was obliged at length to run faster, cursing and threaten- 
ing while pursuing him. With a desperate leap Peter cleared the 
ditch, for he saw that the Wood-spirit was raising his pole to dash it 
upon him; having fortunately reached the other side, he heard the 
pole shatter to pieces in the air as if against an invisible wall, and 
a long piece fell down at his feet. 

He picked it up in triiunph to throw it at the rude Michel; but 
in an instant he felt the piece of wood move in his hand, and, to 
lus horror, perceived that he held an enormous serpent, which was 
raising itself up towards his face with its venomous tongue and glis- 
tening eyes. He let go his hold, but it had already twisted itself 
tight roimd his arm and came still closer to his face with its vi- 
brating head; at this instant, however, an immense black cock 
rushed down, seized the head of the serpent with its beak, and car- 
ried it up in the air. Michel, who had observed all this from the 
other side of the ditch, howled, cried, and raved when he saw the 
serpent carried away by one more powerful than himself. 

Exhausted and trembling, Peter continued his way; the path 
became steeper, the coimtry wilder, and soon he found himself 
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before tlie hxffe pine. He again made a bow to the invisible glaaen 
mannikin, as ne nad done the day before, and said, 

''Keqper of wealth in the forest of pme, 
Hun^i^eds of jean are surely thine, 
Thine is the taU pine's dwelUng place, 
Thoae bom on Sunday see thy face." 

^ You have not quite hit it/' said a delicate fine -voice near him, 
" but as it is you, Peter, I will not be particular." Astonished he 
looked round, and lo ! under a beautiful pine there sat a little old 
man in a Uack jacket, red stockings, and a large hat on his head. 
He had a tiny affitble face and a little beard as fine as a spider's 
web; and strange to see, he was smoking a pipe of blue glass. Nay, 
Peter observed to his astonishment, on coming nearer, that the 
clothes, shoes, and hat of the little man were also of coloured glass, 
which was as flexible as if it were still hot, bending like cloth to 
every motion of the little man. 

" You have met the lubber Michel, the Dutchman?* asked the 
little man, laughing strangely between eacb word. " He wished to 
frighten you terribly; but I have got his magic cudgel, which he 
shall never have again." 

" Yes, Mr. Schatzhauser," replied Peter, with a profound bow, 
*' I was terribly frightened. But I suppose the black cock was 
yourself, and I am much obHged to you for killing the serpent. 
The object of my visit to you, however, is to ask your advice; I 
am in very poor circumstances, for charcoal-burning is not a pro- 
fitable trade; and being still young I should think I might be 
made something better, seeing so often as I do how other people 
have thriven in a short time; I need only mention Hezekiel, and 
the king of the ball-room, who have money like dirt." 

" Peter," said the little man, gravely, blowing the smoke of his 
pipe a long way off, ** don't talk to me of these men. What good 
nave they fix)m being apparently happy for a few years here, and 
the more unhappy for it afterwards? you must not despise your 
trade ; your &ther and grandfather were honest people, Peter Munk, 
and they carried on the same trade. Let me not suppose it is love 
of idleness that brin^ you to me." 

Peter was startled at the ^vity of the little man, and blushed. 
** No, Mr. Schatzhauser," said he; " idleness is the root of every 
vice, but you cannot blame me, if another condition pleases me 
better than my own. A charcoal-burner is, in truth, a very mean 
personage in this world; the glass manufacturer, the raftsmen, and 
dock-makers, are people much more looked upon." 

" Pride will have a fall," answered the little man of the pine 
wood, rather more kindly. " What a singular race you are, you men I 
It is but rarely that one is contented witn the conmtion in which he 
was bom and bred, and I would lay a wager that if you were a glass- 
manu&ctuier, you would wi^ to be a timber-merchant, and if you 
were a timber-merchant you would take a fancy to the ranger's place, 
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cr ^me residence of the bailiff. BvA no matter for that; if joa pro- 
mifle to work hard, 1 -will get jou something better to do. It is my 
Txractioe to giant three wishes to ihooe bom on a Sunday, who know 
now to find me out. The first two are quite finee firom any condition, 
the third I may reftiae, should it be a foolish one. Now, therefore, 

*' Hunah !" shouted Peter; *^ you ore a capital glasB-maxmikm, 
and justly do people call you the treasure-keeper, for treasures se^n 
to be plentiful with you. Well then, mnce 1 may wish what n^ 
heart deaires, my first wish is that I may be able to dance better 
ihan the king of the ball-room, and to have always as much money 
in my pocket as &t HezekieL" 

*• You fb<J !" replied the Kttle man, angrily, " what a paltry wish 
is this, to be able to dance well and to nave money for gamblin^^. 
Are you not ashamed of this silly wish, you blockish Peter r WouH 
yon cheat yourself out of good fortune r What good will you and 
your poor mother reap from your dancing well ? What use wifl money 
De to you, whidi acoirding to your wish is only for the public-house, 
thereto be spent like that of the wretched king of the ball-room? 
And then jou wiU have nothing for the whole week and starve. 
Another wish is now left firee to y(»i; but have a care to desire some- 
thing more rational" 

Peter scratched himself behind his ears, and said, after some 
hesitation, *' Kow I wish the finest and richest glass-fiu^tory in the 
Sdiwarzwald, with eveiy thing appertaining to it, and money to 
cany it on.' 

^' Is that all?' asked the little man, with a look of anxiety; *^ is 
there nothing else, Peter?" 

^^ Why you might add a harse and chaise." 

'' Oh, you stupid Peter !" cried ihe little man, while he flung his 
^ass pipe against a thick pine so that it broke in a hundred pieces. 
^^ Horses? a carriage? Sense, I tell you, sense— common sense and 
judgment you ought to have widied, but not a horse and diaise. 
Come, come, don't be so sad, we will do all we can to make it 
turn out for the best, even as it is, for the second wi^ is on the 
whol^ not altogether fooE^ A good glass-fiictory will support its 
inaa; but you ought to have tH^ judgmeut and sense in addi- 
tion; a horse and chaise would come as a matter of course." 

'^ But, Mr. Schatghauaer," readied Peter, ^' I have another wish 
left, and might very well wish sense, if I am so much in need of it, 
as you seem to think." 

*' Say no more about it. You will get involved in many an em- 
borrassm^it yet, when you will be glaa of being at liberty to obtain 
your third wish. And now proceed on your way home.'' Draw- 
ing a small bag firom his pocket, he said: '^ There are two thousand 
flcHins; let that be enough, and don't oome again asking for mcme^, 
for, if you do, I must hang yon up to the lughest pine. That ia 
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the way I have alwa^ acted, ever since I have lived in the forest. 
Three days ago old Winkfritz died, who had a large glass-fiwtory 
in the Unterwald. Go there to-morrow morning, and make a fair 
offer for it. Look well to yourself. Be prudent and be indus- 
trious; I will come to see you from time to time, and assist you 
with word and deed, since you have not wished for common sense. 
But I must repeat it seriously; your first wish was evil. Guard 
against frequenting the public-house, Peter, no one who did so, 
ever prospered long." The Utde man, while thus talking to him, 
had taken a new pipe, of the most beautiful glass, from his pocket, 
charged it with dry fir-apples, and stuck it into his little toothless 
moutn. Then drawing out a lar^e burning-glass, he stepped into 
the sun and lighted it. When he bad done this, he kindly offered 
his hand to Peter, added a few more words of salutary advice 
which he might carry on his way, puffed and blew still faster, and 
finally disappeared in a cloud of smoke, which smelled of genuine 
Dutcn canaster, and, slowly curling upwards, vanished amidst the 
tops of the pines. 

On his arrival home, Peter found his mother in great anxiety 
about him, for the good dame thought in reality ner son had 
been drawn among the recruits. He, nowever, was in great glee 
and full of hope, and related to her how he had met with a 
good friend in the forest, who had advanced him money to begin 
another trade. Although his mother had been living for thirty 
years in a charcoal-burner's hut, and was as much accustomed to 
the sight of sooty people, as any miller's wife is to the floury face 
of her husband; yet, as soon as her Peter showed her a more 
splendid lot, she was vain enough to despise her former condition, 
and said: '' In truth, as the mother of a man who possesses a glass- 
manufactory, I shall indeed be something different from neighbour 
Kate and Betsy, and shall in future sit more consequentially at church 
among the people of quaUty." Her son soon came to terms with 
the heir of the glass manufactory. He kept the workmen he found, 
and made them work day and night at manufacturing glass. At first 
he was well enough pleased with nis new trade; he was in the habit 
of walking leisurely into the factory, striding up and down with an 
air of consequence and with his hands in his pockets, looking now 
in one comer, now in another, and talking about various things at 
which his workmen often used to laugh hewialy. His chief dehght, 
however, was to see the glass blown, when he would often set to 
work himself, and form the strangest figures of the soft mass. But 
he soon took a dislike to the work; first came only for an hour in 
the day, then only every other day, and finally only once a week, 
so that his workmen did just what they liked. All this proceeded 
from his frequenting the public-house. The Sunday after he had 
come back from the Tannenbiihl he went to the public-house, and 
who should be jumping there already but the king of the ball-room; 
fat Hezekiel also was already sitting by a quart pot, playing at dice 
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for crown-pieces. Now Peter <]^uickly put his hand into his pocket 
to feel whether the glass-mannikin had been true to his word, andlo! 
his pockets were stuffed full of silver and gold. He also felt an itch- 
v^ and twitching in his legs, as if they wished to dance and caper. 
When the first dance was over, he took his place with his partner at 
the top next to the '' king of the ball-room ; and if the latter jumped 
three feet high, Peter jumped four; if he made fantastic and grace- 
fvl steps, Peter twined and twisted his legs in such a manner that 
all the spectators were utterly amazed with delight and admira- 
tion. But when it was rumoured in the dancing-room that Peter 
had bought a glass manufactory, and when people saw that Peter, 
as oflen as he passed the musicians, threw a six-batzner piece to them, 
there was no end of astonishment. Some thought he had found a trea- 
sure in the forest, others were of opinion that he had succeeded to some 
fortune, but all respected him now, and considered him a made man, 
simply because he had plenty of money. Indeed that very evening 
he lost twenty florins at play, and yet nis pockets jingled and tingled 
as if there were a hundred thalers in them. 

When Peter saw how much respected he was, he could no longer 
contain himself with joy and pnde. He threw away handfuls of 
money and distributed it proftisely amon^ the poor, knowing full 
well as he did how poverty had formerly pmched him. The feats of 
the king of the ball-room were completely eclipsed by those of the 
new dancer, and Peter was sumamed the ** emperor of the ball-room." 
The most daring gamblers did not stake so much as he did onaSun- 
day, neither did they, however, lose so much; but then, the more 
he lost, the more he won. This was exactly what he h^d demanded 
£rom the glass-mannikin; for he had wished he might always have 
as much money in his pocket as &t Hezekiel, and it was to this 
very man he lost his money. If he lost twenty or thirty florins at 
a stroke, they were immediately replaced in his own pocket, as soon 
as Hezekiel pocketed them, dj degrees he carried his revelling and 
gambling further than the worst fellows in the Schwarzwald, and he 
was oftener called ** gambling Peter" than * * emperor of the ball-room," 
since he now gambled almost all the week days. In conseauence 
of liis imprudence, his glass manufactory gradually fell off. He had 
manufactured as much as ever could be made, but he had failed to 
purchase, together with the &ctory, the secret of disposing of it most 
profitably. At length it accumulated to such a degree tnat he did 
not know what to do with it, and sold it for half-price to itinerant 
dealers in order to pay his workmen. 

Walking homewards one evening from the public house, he could 
not, in spite of the quantity of wme he had drunk to make him- 
self merry, help thinking with terror and ^ef of the decline of his 
fortune. While engaged in these reflections, he all at once per- 
ceived some one waDdng by his side. He looked round, and behold 
it was the glass-mannikin. At the sight of him he fell into a violent 
passion, protested solemnly, and swore that the little man was the 
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eaose of aU Us mkfortime* '^ Wliat am I now to do with the 
horse and chfliae?' he cried; '*of whatiaseistbemanufactoijandall 
the glass to me? Even when I was merely a wretched charcoal- 
bnmer, I lived more happl j, and had no cares. Kow I know not 
when the bailiff may come to vahie my goods and chattels^ and seize 
aU for debt." 

'^Indeed?" replied the glass-mannikiny ^indeed? I am then 
the cause o f yo ur being mifortonate. la that your gratitude for my 
benefits? Who bade yon wish so foofishlyr A glass-manufac- 
turer you wished to be, and you did not Imow where to sell your 
glass I Did I not tdl you to be cautious in what you wisned? 
Common sense, Pet^, and prudence, you wanted." 

'' A fig for your sense and prud^ocey" cried Peter; '^ I am as 
dxrewd a Mbw as any one, and will prove it to you, glass-man- 
nikin," seizing him rudely by the collar as he spdce these words, and 
crying, '^ have I now got you, Schatzhauser? Now I will tell you 
my third wish, which you shall grant me. I'll have instantly, on 
the spot, two himdred thousand l^rd thalers and a house. Woe is 
me r he cried, suddenly shaking his hand, £or the little man of the 
wood had changed himself into red-hot glass, and burned in his 
hand like bright fire. Nothing more was to be seen of him. 

For several days his swollen hand reminded him of his ingratitude 
and folly. Socm, however, he silenced his conscience, saying: 
" Should th^ sell my glass, manufactory and all, still hi Hezelo^ 
k certain to me ; and .8 long as he has money on » Snnday, I 
cannot want 

"Very true, Peter! But, if he has none?' And so it hap- 
pened one day, and it proved a singular example in arithmetic. 
For he came one Simday in his chaise to the inn, and at once all 
the pec^le popped their heads out of the windows, one saying, 
^ There comes gambling Peter;" a second saying, '* Yes, there is 
the emper(»r of the ball-room, the wealthy glass-manufSMtuier ;" while 
a third shook his head, saying, *' It is all very weU with his wealth, 
but people talk a great deal about his debts^ and somdK)dy in town 
has said that the bailiff will not wait much longer before he distrains 
upon him." 

At this moment the wealthy Peter saluted the guests at the win- 
dows, in a hangh^ and grave manner, descended firom his chaise, 
and cried: " Good evening, mine Host of the Sun. Is &t Heze- 
kielhere?^ 

To this question a deep voice answered firom within: **Only 
came in, Peter; your place is kept for you, we are all here at the 
cards already." 

Peter entering the parlour, immediately put his hand into his 

ecket^ and perceived, oy its being quite Am, that Hezekiel must 
plentifully supplied. He sat down at the table among the others 
and played, losing and winning alternately; thus they £ept playing 
till night, when afi sober pec^le went home. After having continued 
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for aome time by candle-li^lit, two of the gambleis said: ^Kow it u 
enough, and we must go home to our wives and childien." 

But Peter challenged Hezddel to zemain. The latter was xmr 
willingy but said, aner a whiley '* Be it as yon wish; I will count 
my money, and then we'll play dice at five florins the stake, for 
toy thiii^ lower is, after aU, out child's play." He drew his parse, 
and, ajfter counting, found he had a hundred florins le&; now Peter 
loiew how much he himself had left, without oountin^ fir^. But if 
Hezekiel had b^ore won, he now lost stake after stake> and swore 
most awftilly. If he cast a vatAy Peter immediatdy cast one like- 
wise, and always two points ni^her. At length he put down the 
last fiye florins on the table, sayia^, '^ Once m(»e; ana if I lose this 
rtake also, yet I will not leave off; yoQ will then lend me some of the 
aaoBcnr you have won now, Peter; one honest fellow hdps the otherJ^ 

'^ As mn^ as joxl l&e, even if it were a hundxed florins," replied 
Peter, joyful at ms gain, and fiit Hezekiel rattled the dice and threw 
up fifteen; *' Pasch T he exclaimed, '^ now well see V But Peter 
&rew u^ eighteen, and^ at this mcuuent, a hoarse, well-known. Toiee 
said behmd nim, '* So ! that was the last." 

He looked round, and behind him stood the eigantio figure of 
Michel the Dutchman. Terrified, he drcq^ed l£e money he had 
alreadhr taken up. But &t Hezekid, not aeeing Michel, demanded 
that Ureter shcHiId advance him ten florins for playing. As if ia a 
dream Peter hastily put his hand into his pocket, but there was no 
iDoney ; he seardiedm the other pocket, but in vain ; he turned his 
coat inade out, not a fiirthing, however, fell out; and at this instant 
he first recoQectedhisfirstw^; viz., to have alwavaasmuch money 
in his pocket as fiit Heaekiel. All had now vani^ied like acnoke. 

The host and Hea^el locked at him with astcmidmiait as he 
still searched fer and could not find his money ; they would not be* 
lieve that he had no more left ; but when they at length searched 
his pockets, without fin£ng anjr thing, t^ey were enraged, swearing 
that gambling Peter was an evil wi^rd, and had wianed away ul 
the money he had won home to his own house. Peter defended 
himself stoutly, but appearances w^re against him. Hesekiel pro- 
tested he would teU this shocking stcny to all the people in the 
Schwarzwald, and ihe host vowed ne would, the following morning 
early go into the town and inform against Peter as a scnreerer, addix^ 
that he had no doubt of his being burnt alive. Upon this they fm 
furioudy upon him, tore ofi*hia coat, and kicked him out of doora. 

Not one star was twinkling ia the dcy to lighten Peter's way as 
he sneaked sadly towards his home, but still he could distinctly re* 
eognke adad:focm striding by his side, which at length said, ^' It ia 
all over with you, PeterMunk; all your splendour is at an end, ax^ this 
I couMhave foretold you even at the time when you would not listen 
to me, but rather ran to the dilly glass dwarf, x on now see to what 
you Imve come by disregarding n^ advice. But try vour fortune 
with me this time^ I have compassum on your &te» ff^o one ever 
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yet repented of applying to me, and if you don't mind the walk to 
the Tannenbiihl, I shall be there all day to-morrow and you may 
speak to me, if you will calL" Peter now very clearly perceived 
who was speaking to him, but feeling a sensation of awe, ne made 
no answer and ran towards home. 

When, on the Monday morning, he came to his factory, he not 
only found his workmen, but also otherpeople whom no one likes to 
see ; viz., the bailiff and three beadles. The bailiff wished Peter good 
morning, asked him how he had slept, and then took &om hia 
pocket a long list of Peter's creditors, saying, with a stem look, 
'* Can you pay or not ? Be short, for I have no time to lose, and you 
know it is full three leases to the prison." Peter in despair con- 
fessed he had nothing left, telling the baiUff he might value all the 
premises, horses, and carts. But while they went about examining 
and valuing the things, Peter said to himself, " Well, it is but a short 
way to the Tannenbiihl, and as the little man has not helped me, I 
wiu now try for once the biff man." He ran towards the Tannenbiihl 
as fast as if the beadles were at his heels. On passing the spot where 
the glass-mannikin had first spoken to him, he felt as if an invisible 
hand were stopping him, but he tore himself away and ran onwards 
till he came to the Doimdary which he had well marked. Scarcely 
had he, almost out of breath, called, '^ Dutch Michel, Mr. Dutch 
Michel !" than suddenly the gigantic raftsman with his pole stood 
before him. 

** Have you come then?" said the latter, laughing. " Were they 
going to fleece you and sell you to your creditors ? Well, be easy, all 
your sorrow comes, as I have always said, from the little glass-man- 
nikin, the Separatist and Pietist. When one gives, one ought to 
give right plentifully and not like that skinflint. But come," he 
continued, turning towards the forest, " follow me to my house, there 
>we'll see whether we can strike a bargain." 

" Strike a bargain ?* thought Peter. " What can he want of me, 
"what can I sell to him ? Am I perhaps to serve him, or what is it 
Ahat he can want ?" They went at first up-hill over a steep forest 
path, when all at once they stopped at a dark, deep, and almost 
perpendicular ravine. Michel leaped down as easily as he would ^o 
down marble steps ; but Peter almost fell into a fit when he saw lum 
below, rising up Uke a church steeple reaching him an arm as long 
as a scaffoldmg pole with a hand at the end as broad as the table in 
the ale house, and calling in a voice which sounded like the deep 
tones of a death bell, " Set yourself boldly on my hand, hold fast by 
the fingers and you will not fall off.'' Peter, trembling, did as he 
was oraered, sat down upon his hand and held himself fast by the 
thumb of the giant. 

They now went down a long way and very deep, yet, to Peter's 
astonishment, it did not grow darker; on the contrary, the daylight 
seemed rather to increase in the chasm, and it was sometime beiore 
Peter's eyes could bear it. Michel's stature became smaller as Peter 
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came lower down, and lie stood now in bis former dze before a house 
just like those of the wealthy peasants of the Schwarzwald. The 
room into which Peter was led <uffered in nothing but its appearance 
of solitariness from those of other people. The wooden dtock^ the 
Btove of Dutch tiles, the broad benches and utensils on the shelves 
were the same as anywhere else. Michel told him to sit down at 
the large table, then went out of the room and returned with a 
pitcher of wine and glasses. Having filled these, they now be- 
gan a conversation, ana Dutch Michel expatiated on the pleasures 
of the world, talked of foreign countries, fine cities and rivers, so 
that Peter, at length, feeling a yearning after such sights, candidly 
told Michel his wish. 

" If you had courage and strength in your body to undertake 
any thing, could a few palpitations of your stupid heart make you 
tremble ; and the offences against honor, or misfortunes, why should 
a rational fellow care for either ? Did you feel it in your head when 
they but lately called you a cheat and a scoimdrel ? Or did it give 
you a pain in your stomach, when the baiUff came to eject you from 
your house ? Tell me, where was it you felt pain ?" 

" In my heart,'* replied Peter, putting his hand on his beating 
breast, for he felt as if his heart was amoously turning within him. 

" Excuse me for saying so, but you have thrown away many hun- 
dred florins on vile beggars and other rabble ; what has it profited 
you ? They have wish^ you blessings and health for it ; well, have 
you grown the healthier for that? r or half that money you might 
nave kept a physician. A blessing, a fine blessing forsooth, when 
one is distrained upon and ejected ! And what was it that uiged you 
to put your hand mto your pocket, as oflen as a befi^s^ar held out his 
broWhat?-Wliy jL h^ ag^in, and ever jom heart, neither 
your eyes, nor your tongue, nor your arms, nor your legs, but your 
heart ; you have, as the proverb truly says, taken too much to 
heart." 

'* But how can we accustom ourselves to act otherwise ? I take, at 
this moment, every possible pains to suppress it, and yet my heart 
palpitates and pains me." 

"You, indeed, poor fellow!" cried Michel, laughing; "you can 
do nothing against it; but give me this scarcely palpitating thing, 
and you will see how comfortable you will then £&d. 

" My heart to you?" cried Peter, horrified. " Why, then, I must 
die on the spot ! Never !" 

" Yes, if one of your sur^ns would operate upon you and take 
out your heart, you must indeed die; but with me it is a different 
thinff ; just come in here and convince yourself." 

Rifflng at these words, he opened the door of a chamber and took 
Peter in. On stepping over uie threshold, his heart contracted con- 
vulsively, but he mmded it not, for the sight that presented itself was 
singular and surprising. On several shelves glasses were standing, 
filled with a transparent liquid, and each contained a heart. All 
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were labelled with names which Peter read with canonty; there 
was the heart of the bailiff in F., that of £it Hezekiel, that of the 
^kingof the baU-room," that of the ranger; there were the hearts of 
AX usurious oom-mezchaiits, of eight recmitin^ officers, of three 
money-bfokers; in diort, it was a collection of cbe most respectable 
hearts twenty leagues around. 

''Lookr said Dutch Michel, '*all these have shaken off tin 
anxieties and cares of Ufe; none of these hearts any longer beat 
anxiously and uneasily, and their former owners feel happy now thej 
have got rid of the troublesome goiesL" 

'* But what do they now carry in their breasts instead?* asked 
Peter, whose head was nearly swimming at what he behdd. 

*' This" replied he, taking out of a small drawer, and presenting 
to him — a h^irt of stone. 

'' Indeed !" said Peter, who could not prevent a cold shuddering 
coming over him. ''A heart of marble? But, teQ me, Mr. Micheli 
such a heart must be very cold in one's breast 

** True, but very agreeably oooL Why should a heart be warm? 
For in winter ite waimtii is of Utde vse, u>d good rtronff SaiBch- 
wasser does more than a warm heart, and in summer wnen all is 
hot and sultnr, you can't ihink how cooEng such a heart is. And, 
as before saict, such a heart feels neidier anxiety ma terror, neither 
fooli^ compassion nor other grief." 

*^ And that is all you can ofier me,'' asked Peter, indignant^, 
*' I lodced for money and you are going to pive me a stone. ' 

^* Wdl ! an hundred thousand flcmns, methinks, would suffice yoa 
for the present. If you employ it properly, you may soon make it 
a muuon. 

*^ An hundred thousand !" exclaimed the poor coal-burner, joy« 
iiilly. ^* Well, don't beat so vehemently in my bosom, we shall 
soon have done with one another. Agreed, Michel, give me the 
stone, and the money, and the alarum you may take out of its case." 

'^I always thought you ware a reasonable fellow," repEed Michel, 
with a friendly smile; '^ come, let us drink another glas, and then I 
will pay you the money." 

They went back to the room and sat down again to the wine, 
drinking one glass after another till Peter fell into apxifonndflleep. 

He was awakened by the cheerful blast of a post-boy's bugie, 
and found himself sitting in a handsome carriage, driving along on 
a wide road. On putting his head out he saw in the airy distanee 
the Sdiwarzwald lying behind him. At first he could scarcely be- 
Heve that it was ms own self sitting in the carriage, fixr even hia 
clothes were different firom those he had worn tiie day befi>re; but 
still he had such a distinct recollection that, giving up at len^h all 
these reflections, he exclaimed, '* I am Peter and no other, that la 
certain" 

He was astonidied that he could no longer, in the diizhtest degree, 
&d melancholy now he for the first time d^arted mm his quiet 
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lioxne aaid the forests wbeie lie had lived bo lonff . He could not 
even parees a tear out of his otcs or utter a sigh, \men he thought c£ 
his modier, virho most now feel helpless and wretdied; for he vraa 
indifferent to every thing: *' Well," he said, " tears and sighs, yearn* 
ingfor home and sadness proceed indeed from the heart, but thanks 
to jDutch Michel, mine is of stone and cold.'' Putting his hand up<m 
his breast, he felt all quiet and no emotion. ^' K Midiel," said he. De- 
ginning to search the carriage, ** keeps his word as wdl with respect 
to the hundred thousand florins as he does with the heart, I snail 
be rerj glad." In his seaaTch he found articles of dress of every de- 
8cripdon he could wish, but no money. At length, however, he 
discovered a pocket containing many thousand thalers in gold, and 
Inlls on large houses in all the great cities. *' Now I have what I 
want," thought he, squeezed himself into the comer of the carriage 
and VTent into the wide world. 

For two years he travelled about in the wcHld, looked from his 
carriage to the ri^t and left up the houses, but whenever he alighted 
he looked at nottung except die sign of the hotel, and then ran about 
the town to see the finest curiosities. But nothing gladdened him, 
no pictures, no building, no music, no dancing, nor any thing dse 
had any interest fer, <Hr excited his stone heart; his eyes and ears were 
bltmted for every thing beautifrd. No enjoyment was left him but 
that whidbi he felt in eating and drinking and sle^; and thus he 
lived running through the worid without any object, eating for 
amusement and deqang from anttrt. From time to time he indeed 
remembexed that he had been more cheerftd and happier, when he 
was poOT and obliged to vrork for a livelihood. Then he was ddighted 
by every beautifiu prospect in the valley, by mudc and song, then 
he had for hours looked in joyM expectation towards the frugal 
meal whidi his mother was to bring him to the kiln. 

When thus reflecting on the past, it seemed very strange to him, 
&at now he coidd not cvcti laugh, while formerly ne had hughed at 
the slightest joke. Wh^i others laughed, he only distorted his 
mouth out<^politeness, but his heartdidnotsympathise vdththe smile. 
He felt he was indeed exceedingly tranquil, but yet not contented. 
It was not a yearning aft;er home, nor was it sadness, but a void, 
desolate fedi&g, sati^ and a joyless life that at last urged him to 
his home. 

When, after leaving Strasburg, he beheld the dark forest of his 
native country; when for the fi^ time he i^ain saw the robust 
figures, the mendly and open, ooimtenanoes of the SchwarzwSlder; 
when the homely, strong, and deep, but harmonious sounds 
strud: upcm his ear, he auiddy put his nand upon his heart, for his 
blood flowed fester, thinking ne must rejoice fmd weep at the same 
tune; but how could he be so foolish? he had a heart of stone, and 
^OQes are dead and can neither smile nor weep. ^ 

His first walk was to Mich^ who receiTod him with hk fonner 
kindness. ^* Michd,^ said he, ^ I have now travdUed and seen 
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every thing, but all is dull stuff and I have only found ennui. The 
stone I carry about with me in my breast, protects me against many 
things; I never get angry, am never sad, but neither do I ever feel 
joyful, and it seems as if I was only half alive. Can you not infuse 
a Uttle more life into my stone heart, or rather, give me back my 
former heart? During five-and-twenty years I had become quite 
accustomed to it, and though it sometmies did a foolish thing, yet 
it was, after all, a merry and cheerful heart." 

The sylvan spirit laughed grimly and sarcastically at this, an- 
swering, ** When once you are dead, Peter Munk, it shall not be 
withheld; then you shall have back your soft, susceptible heart, and 
may then feel whatever comes, whether joy or sorrow. But here, 
on this side of the grave, it can never be yours again. Travelled 
you have indeed, Peter, but in the way you lived, your travelling 
could afford you no satisfaction. Settle now somewhere in the 
world, build a house, marry, and employ your capital; you wanted 
nothing but occupation; being idle, you felt ennm, and now you 
lay all the blame to this innocent heart." Peter saw that Michel 
was right with respect to idleness, and therefore proposed to him- 
self to become richer and richer. Michel gave nim another hun- 
dred thousand florins, and they parted as good friends. 

The report soon spread in Schwarzwald that *' Coal Peter," or 
** gambling Peter" had returned, and was much richer than before. 
It was here as it always is. When he was a beggar he was kicked 
out of the inn, but now he had come back wealthy, all shook him 
by the hand when he entered on the Sunday afternoon, praised his 
horse, asked about his journey, and when he began playing for hard 
dollars with fat Hezekiel, he stood as high in theur estimation as 
ever before. He no longer followed the trade of glass manufac- 
turer, but the timber trade, though that only in appearance, his 
chief business being in com and money transactions. Half the peo- 
ple of the Schwarzwald became by degrees his debtors, and he lent 
money only at ten per cent., or sold com to the poor who, not being 
able to pay ready money, had to purchase it at three times its value. 
With the baiUff he now stood on a footing of the closest friendship^ 
and if any one failed paying Mr. Peter Munk on the very day the 
money was due, the oaihS with his beadles came, valued nouse and 
property, sold all instantly, and drove father, mother, and child, out 
mto the forest. This became at first rather troublesome to Peter, 
for the poor outcasts besieged his doors in troops, the men 
imnloring indulgence, the women trying to move his stony heart, 
and the children moaning for a piece of bread. But getting a 
couple of large mastiffi, he soon put an end to this cat's music, as 
he used to call it, for he whistled and set them on the beggars, who 
dispersed screaming. But the most troublesome person to him was 
" tne old woman," who, however, ^was no other tluui Frau Mimk, 
Peter's mother. She had been reduced to great poverty and dis- 
tress, when her house and all was sold, and her son, on returning 
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wealthy, had troubled himself no more about her. So she came 
sometimes before his house, supporting herself on a stick, as she was 
aged, weak, and infirm; but sne no more vaitured to go in, as he 
had on one occasion driven her out; and she was much grieved at 
bein^ obliged to prolong her existence by the bounties of other 
people, while her own son might have prepared for her a comfort- 
able old age. But his cold heart never was moved by the sight of 
the pale ^ce and well known features, by the imploring looks, out- 
stretched withered hands and decaying &ame. If on a Saturday 
she knocked at the door, he put his hand grumbling into his 
pocket for a six-batzen-piece, wrapped it in a bit of paper and 
sent it out by a servant. He heard her tremulous voice when she 
thanked him, and wished him a blessing in this world, he heard 
her crawl away coughing fh)m the door, but he thought of nothing, 
except that he had again spent six-batzen for nothing. 

At length Peter took it into his head to marry. He knew that 
every &ther in the Schwarzwald would gladly give him his daughter, 
but he was fastidious in his choice, for he wished that every 
body should praise his good fortune and understanding in mate- 
monv as well as m other matters. He therefore rode about the 
whole forest, looking out in every direction, but none of the pretty 
Schwarzwalder girls seemed beautiful enough for him. Having 
finally looked out in vain for the most beautiful at all the dancing- 
rooms, he was one day told the most beautiful and most virtuous girl 
in the whole forest was the daughter of a poor wood-cutter. He 
heard she lived quiet and retired, was industrious and managed her 
&ther's household well, and that she was never seen at a dancing- 
loom, not even at Whitsuntide or the Kirchweihfest.* When Peter 
heard of this wonder of the Schwarzwald, he determined to court her, 
and, having inquired where the hut was, rode there. The father of 
the beautiml Elizabeth received the great gentleman with astonish- 
ment, but was still more amazed when he heard it was the rich Herr 
Peter who wished to become his son-in-law. Thinking all his cares 
and poverty would now be at an end, he did not hesitate long in 

S'ving his consent, without even asking the beautiful Elizabeth, and 
e good child was so dutiful that she became Frau Peter Munk 
without opposition. 

But the poor girl did not find the happiness she had dreamt of. 
She believecl she understood the management of a house well, but 
she could never give satisfaction to Herr Peter; she had compassion 
on poor people, and, as her husband was wealdiy, thought it no sin 
to give a poor woman a penny, or a dram to a poor aged man. This 
bemg one day found out by Peter, he said to ner, with angry look 
and gruff voice, ** Why do you waste my property upon ragamuffins 
and vagabonds? Have you brought any thing of your own to the 

* A great festiyal in German Tillages, general daring the months of October and 
NoTemher. 
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house that you can gire away ? With your &llier'8 bear's sta^ yoa 
could not warm a soiro, and you lavish my money luce a princeaB. 
Qnoe more let me find you out, and you shall fed my hand.'' The 
beautiful Elizabeth wept in her diamber oyer the hard heart of her 
]nifii)and, and often wished herself at home in her Other's poor hut 
xa;dier than with the rich, but avaricious and sinful Peter. Alas! 
liad she known that he had a heart of marble and could ndther love 
her nor any body else, she would not, perhaps, have wond^ed. But 
as often as a bqggar now passed whue she was sitting bef(»e the 
door, and drawing his hat o£^ asked for ahns, she shut her eyes that 
die might not behold the distxess, and dosed her hand tight that she 
mi^ht not put it invohmtarify in her pocket and take out a kreutaer* 
This caused a report and obtained an ill name for Elizabeth in the 
whole forest, and she was said to be even more miseriy than Peter 
Munk. But one day Frau Elizabeth was again sitting before the 
door qonning and humming an air, for she was dieerrol because it 
was fine weather, and Peter was taking a ride in the country, when 
a litde old man came along the road, carrying a large heavy bag, and 
she heard him panting at a great distance. Sympatmsinff, she 
looked at him aini thought how cruel it was to place sudi a heavy 
burden upon an aged man. 

In the meanwhile the little man came near, tottering and panting, 
and sank under the wei^t of his bag almost down on the ground 
just-as he came opposite Frau Elizabeth. 

*' Oh, have compassion on me, good woman, and give me a drink 
of water,** said the litde man, ^ I can go no fiurther, and must perish 
firom exhaustion." 

*' But you ou^t not to carry such heavy loads at your age," said 
fine* 

" No more I should if I were not obliged to work as carrier fixMn 
poverty and to prolong my liie," replied ne. ** Ah, such rich ladies 
as you know not how painful poverty is, and how strei^thening a 
ficesh draught in this hot weather." 

On heaimg this she immediatdy ran into the house, took a pitdier 
ttam the Aim and filled it with water; but she had only gone a few 
paces back to take it to him, when, seeing the little man sit on hia 
Dag miserable and wretched, she felt pity for him, and reooDectang 
that her husband was fiom home, she put down the ^tdier, took a 
enp, filled it with wine, put a loaf o£ rye bread on it and gave it to 
Ihe poor old man. ^^ There," she said, '^ a draught of wine will do 
jou more good than water, as you axe very old ; but do not drink 
•o hastily, and eat some bread mth it." 

The m^ man looked atfaer in astonishment till the Vig tears came 
into his eyes; he drank and said, '' I have crown old, but have seen 
fewperafe who were so compassMjnate and knew how to spend their 
gifts so nandsomdy and cordially as you do, Frau Elizabeth. But 
JOU will be blessed fisr it on earth; such a heart will not remain un- 
requited." 
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^* No, and die sball have ber lewurd oa the spot," cried a temble 
voice, uid looking round thej fbimd it was Herr Peter with a &od 
as redasscarlet '^ Even my ch<Hoe8t wine you wagte upon beggaxa, 
and give my own cup to the lips of Ta&abonds? There, take joar 
reward." ISs wife tell prostrate before nim and begged his ibrgiye- 
ness, but the heart of stone knew no ptj, and flourishing the whip 
he held in his hand he struck her with the ebony hancUe on her 
beautiful forehead with sudi -vehemence, that she sunk lifeless into 
the arms of the old man. Wben he saw what he had done it was 
almost as if he repented of the deed immediatdy ; he stooj^ to see 
whether there was y^ Hfe in her, but the little man said m a well- 
known Toioe, ^^ Spare your trouble, Peter; she was llie most beau- 
tiful and lovdy flower m the Schwarzwald, but you have crushed it 
and never acain will see it bloom." 

Now the blood fled fiom Peter's dieek and he said, " It is you 
tiien, Mr. Schatzhauser? well, what is done is done then, and I sup* 
pose this was to happen. But I trust yim will not inform ajgainstme.'' 

^ Wretdi," replied the glass-mannikin, '^ what would it profit me 
if I brought your mortal part to the gallows? It is not earthly tii- 
bunals you have to fear, but another andmoie severe one; for you 
have sold ycor soul to the evil one.'' 

" And if I have sold mv heart," cried Peter, " it is no one's &ult 
but yours and your deootlul treasures; your malicious tspint brought 
me to ruin; vou forced me to seek help irom another, and upon you 
lies the whole reqKmdbility." He had soaioelv utterod these words 
thm the little man grew enormously tall and broad, his ^es it is 
said became as large as soup plates, and lus mouth like a heated fur- 
nace vomiting fl^es. Peter fell upon his knees, and his stone 
heart did not protect his limbs flrom trembling like an aspen leaf. 
The sylvan q>irit seuoed him, as if witii vultures' claws, by the nape of 
the nedc, whirled him round as the storm whirls the dry leaves, and 
daflhedhmto the ground so that his ribs cia(^:ed within him. ^* You 
worm of dust," hecried, in a voice roaring like tiiunder, ^ I could crash 
vou if I wished, for you have treqiessed against the lord ofthefcurest; 
Dut for the sake of this dead woman that fed and refireshed me, I 
give you a week's respite. If you do not repent I AaHl return and 
crash your bones, and you will go hence in your ons." 

It wasalveadyeveningwhensomemenpassinff by saw the wealthy 
Peter Munk lying on the ground. Iliey turned him over and over 
to see whether there was still life in him, but for a long time locdoed 
in vain. At length one of them went into the house, fetched some 
water and sprinlded some on bis fece. Peter fetched a deep tiA 
and opened nis eyes, looked for a long time around, and asked lor 
his wife EUcabeth, but no one had seen her. He thanked the men 
for their assistance, crawled into his house, seardied evervwhCTe, 
but in vain, andfound what he imagined to be a dream asaarealxtv. 
As he was now Quite akne strange thnwghts came into his mina; 
he did not indeed fear any thing, for his neart was quite c(dd; but 
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when he thought of the death of his wife his own forcibly came to 
his mind, and he reflected how laden he should to hence-^heavily 
laden with the tears of the poor; with thousands oi the curses of those 
who could not soften his heart ; with the lamentations of the wretched 
on whom he had set his dogs; with the silent despair of his mother; 
with the blood of the beautiful and good Elizabeth; and yet he 
could not even so much as sive an accoimt of her to her poor old 
&ther, should he come and a^ " Where is my daughter, your wife?" 
How then could he give an accoimt to Him — to Him to wnom belong 
all woods, all lakes, all mountains, and the life of men? 

This tormented him in his dreams at night, and he was awoke 
every moment by a sweet voice crying to him ** Peter, get a warmer 
heart !" And when he was awoke he auickly closed his eyes again, 
for the voice uttering this warning to nim could be none other but 
that of his Elizabeth. The following day he went into the inn to 
divert his thoughts, and there met his friend, fat Hezekiel. He sat 
down by him and they commenced talking on various topics, of the 
fine weather, of war, of taxes, and lastly, also of death, and how such 
and such a person had died suddenly. Now Peter asked him what 
he thought about death, and how it woiQd be afler death. Hezekiel 
replied, ** That the body was buried, but that the soul went either up 
to heaven or down to hell." 

'' Then the heart also is buried?* asked Peter, anxiously. 

" To be sure that also is buried.'* 

** But supposing one has no longer a heart ?" continued Peter. 

Hezekiel gave him a terrible look at these words. " What do you 
mean by that ? Do you wish to rally me ? Think you I have no 
heart?* 

" Oh, heart enough, as firm as stone,'* replied Peter. 

Hezekiel looked in astonishment at him, glancing round at the 
same time to see whether they were overheard, and then said, 
" Whence do you know that ? Or does your own perhaps no longer 
beat within your breast ?* 

** It beats no longer, at least, not in my breast ;" replied Peter 
Munk. ^* But tell me, as you know what I mean, how will it be 
with our hearts?** 

" Why does that concern you, my good fellow?' answered Hezekiel^ 
laughing. ** Why you have plenty here upon earth, and that is 
sufficient. Indeed, the comfort of our cold hearts is that no fear at 
such thoughts befals us." 

" Very true, but still one cannot help thinking of it, and though I 
know no fear now, still I well remember how I was terrified at hell 
when yet an innocent little boy." 

" Well, it will not exactly go well with us,'' said Hezekiel; " I once 
asked a schoolmaster about it, who told me that the hearts are 
weighed afler death to ascertain the weight of their sins. The li^ht 
ones rise, the heavy onk, and methinks our stone hearts will weigh 
heavy enough." 
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" Alas, true," replied Peter; ^' I often feel uncomfortable that my 
heart is so devoid of sympathy, and so indifferent when I think of 
such things." So ended their conversation. 

But the following night Peter again heard the well-known voice 
whispering into his ear five or six times, " Peter, get a warmer heart !" 
He telt no repentance at having killed his wife, but when he told the 
servants that she had gone on a journey, he always thought within 
himself, where^is she gone to ? Six days had thus passed away, and 
he still heard the voice at night, and still thought of the sylvan 
c^irit and his terrible menace ; but on the seventh morning, he 
*umped up &om his couch and cried, *' Well, then, I will see whether 
[ can ^ a warmer heart, for the cold stone in my breast makes my 
life omy tedious and desolate." He quickly put on lus best dress, 
mounted his horse, and rode towards tne Tannenbiihl. 

Having arrived at that part where the trees stand thickest, he dis- 

mounted, and went with a quick nace towards the summit of the 

hill, and as he stood before the thicl: pine he repeated the following 

verse : 

** Keeper of wealth in the forest of pine, 
HnndredB of jean are gurely thine: 
Thine ia the tall pine's dwelling place — 
Those horn on Sunday see thy mce.** 

The glass-mannikin appeared^ not looking friendly and kindly 
as formerly, but gloomy and sad ; he wore a little coat of black 
glass, and a lon^ glass crape h\mg floating fiK)m his hat, and Peter 
well knew for whom he mourned. 

" What do you want with me, Peter Munk ?' asked he with a 
stem voice. 

'* I have one more wish, Mr. Schatzhauser," replied Peter, with 
his look cast down. 

** t)an hearts of stone still wish ?'* said the former. " You have 
all your corrupt mind can need, and I could scarcely fulfil your 
wish." 

'' But you have promised to grant me three wishes, and one I 
have still left." 

*' I can refuse it if it is foolish," continued the spirit; " but come, 
let me hear what you wish." 

^^ Well, take tne dead stone out of me, and ^ve me a living 
heart," said Peter. 

^* Have I made the bargain about the heart with you?" asked 
the glass-mannikin. *' Am I the Dutch Michel, who gives wealth 
and cold hearts ? It is of him you must seek to regain your heart." 

" Alas I he will never rive it back," said Peter. 

** Bad as you are, yet 1 feel pity for you," continued the little 
man, after some consideration ; *' and as your wish is not foolish^ I 
cannot at least refuse my help. Hear then. You can never recover 
your heart by force, only by stratagem, but probably you will find 
It without difficulty ; for Michel will ever be stupid Michel, al- 
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thoi^ he £uicies himself yerjr shiewd. Gro straiglitway to him, 
and ao as I tell you.** He now instructed Peter fully, and gave him 
a small cross of pure glass, saying, '* He cannot touch your Hfe and 
will let you go when yon hold tms before him and repeat a prayer* 
Wh^a yon have obtained your widli return to me.** 

Peter took the cross, impressed all his w(»ds on his memory, 
and started on his way to the Dutdiman Michel's residence; there 
lie called his name three times and iiomediately the giant stood be* 
fore him. 

^' Yon hare dain yonr wife?^ he asked, with a giim lai^h. *' I 
should hare dcme the same, she wasted yoor property on beggars ; 
but you will be obl^ed to leaye the country for some time ; and I 
suppose you want money and have come to get it?' 

'^ You have hit it," repEed Peter; ^^andpny let itbe&Iaige som, 
for it is a lon^ way to Amenca." 

Michd leading the way ilbej went into his cottage; thare he 
opened a chest containing mudb money and took out whole loUs of 
gold. While he was coimtinff it on tne table Peter said, " You're 
a wag, Michel. Yoa have told me a fib, saying that I had a stone 
in my breast, and that you had my heart.^ 

'* And is it not so then?' asked IMQchel, astcmished. '^ Do you 
feel your heart ? Is it not cold as ice? Have you any fear or sorrow? 
Do you repent of any thing ?* 

" You have onty made my heart to cease beating, but I still have 
it in my breast, ana so has Hezekiel, who told me you had deceived us 
both. You are not the man who, impcrcrived and wil^nt danger, 
could tear the heart from the breast ; it would require witchcraft; 
on your part." 

**But 1 assure vou,'^ cried Ifichel, angrily, " you and Hezekid and 
all the rich people, who have sold themselves to me, have hearts as 
cold as yours, and their real hearts I have here in niy duimber." 

" Ah I how gHbly you can tefl lies," said Peter, laughing, " you 
must tell that to another to be beHeved; think you I have not seen 
such tricks by dozens in my jonmeys? Tour hearts in the chamber 
are made of wax ; you're a rich fellow I grant, but you are no 



mamcian." 



Now the giant was enraged and burst open the chamber door, 
sajring, " Come in and read all the labeb and look yonder is Peter 
Munk's heart ; do you see how it writhes ? Can that too be of wax ?^ 

" For all that, it is of wax," replied Peter. " A genuine heart 
does not writhe Hke that I have mine still in my breast. No ! you 
are no magician." 

" But I will prove it to you," cried the former angrily. " You shall 
fed that it is your heart." He took it, opened Peter's waistcoat, 
took the stone fix)m his breast, and held it up. Then taking the 
heart, he breathed on it, and set it carefiilly in its proper place, and 
immediately Peter felt how it beat, and could rejoice again. " How 
do you feel now?' asked Michd^ smiling. 
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'^ True enougii, joo were rigiiV' Tepli^ Peter, taking carefiiDy 
the little cross from his pocket. '^ I should nerer have belieml 
such things could be done." 

*' Yon see I know something of witchcraft, do I not? But, come, 
I will now replace the st(me a^ain." 

*' Crentlj, Herr Miehel,*^ cned Peter, stepping backwards, and 
holding up the caress, ^' mice are caught wim bacon, and this time 
you have oeen deceived;'' and immediatelj he began to repeat the 
prayers that came into his mind. 

^ow Michel became less and less, fell to the ground, and 
writhed like a wonn, eroaning and moaning, and ul the hearts 
round b^an to beat, ana became oonYulsed, so that it sounded like 
a dockmaker'^s workshop. 

Peter was terrified, nis mind was quite disturbed; he ran firom 
the house, and, ursed hj the anguish of the moment, cHmbed up a 
steep rock, for he heard Michd get up, stamping and raying, and 
denouncing curses on him. When ne reached the top, he ran 
towards the Tannenbiihl; a dreadM thunder-storm came on; light- 
ning flashed around him^ quitting the trees, but he reached ^e pre- 
cincts of the glass-mannikin in safety. 

His heart beat joyfully-— only because it did beat; but now he 
looked back with horror on his past life, as he did on the thunder- 
storm that was destroying the beautiM forest on his right and 
left. He thought of his wife, a beautiful, good woman, wnom he 
had murdered m>m avarice; he appeared to himself an outcast firom 
mankind, and wept bitterly as he reached the hill of the glass- 
mannikin. 

The Schatzhauser was sitting under a pine-tree, and was smoking 
a sm all p ipe; but he looked more serene than before. 

" Why do you weep, Peter?' asked he, " have you not recovered 
your heart? Is the cold one still in your breast? 

'^ Alas ! sir," sighed Peter, ^^ when I still carried about with me 
the cold stony heart, I never wept, my eyes were as dry as the 

fx>und in July; but now my old heart will almost break with what 
have done. I have driven my debtors to misery, set the dogs on 
the sick and poor, and you yourself know how my whip fell upon 
her beautifiil forehead." 

'^ Peter, you were a great sinner," said the little man. ^' Money 
and idleness corrupted you, until your heart turned to stone, and no 
bnger knew joy, sorrow, repentance, or compassion. But re- 
pentance reconciles; and if I onljr knew that you wei^ truly sorry 
for your past life, it might yet be in my power to do sometmng for 
you." 

" I wish nothing more," replied Peter, dropping his head sorrow- 
fiiUy. '' It is all over with me, I can no more rejoice in my life- 
time ; what shall I do thus alone in the world? My mother will 
never pardon me for what I have done to her, and I have perhaps 
brought her to the grave, monster that I am I Elizabeth^ my wife. 
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too, — ^rather strike me dead, Herr Schatzhauser, then my wretched 
life will end at once." 

" Well," replied the little man, *• ifyou wish nothing else, you 
can have it, so my axe is at hand." He quietly took his pipe from 
his mouth, knocked the ashes out, and put it into his pocket. Then 
rising slowly, he went behind the pines. But Peter sat down weep- 
ing m the grass, his life had no longer any value for him, and he 
patiently awaited the deadly blow. After a short time, he he^ 
gentle steps behind him, and thought, *' Now he is coming." 

** Look up once more, Peter Munk," cried the little man. He 
wiped the tears from his eyes and looked up, and beheld his mother, 
and Elizabeth his wife, wno kindly gazed on him. Then he jumped 
up joyfully, saying, *' You are not dead, then, Elizabeth, nor you, 
mother; and have you forgiven me?*' 

'* They will forgive you," said the glass-mannikin, ^* because you 
feel true repentance, and all shall be forgotten. Go home now, to 
your father's hut, and be a charcoal-burner as before; if you are 
active and honest, you will do credit to your trade, and your neigh- 
bours wiU love and esteem you more thaii if you possessed ten tons 
of ^old." Thus saymg, the glass-mannikin left tnem. The three 
praised and blessed him, and went home. 

The splendid house of wealthy Peter stood no longer; it was 
struck by lightning, and burnt to the groimd, with all its treasures. 
But they were not far from his father'^s hut, and thither they went, 
without caring much for their sreat loss. But what was their 
surprise when they reached the hut; it was changed into a hand- 
some farm-house, and all in it was simple, but good and cleanly. 

" This is the glass-mannikin's doing," cried Peter. 

'^ How beautiml !" said Frau Elizal^th; '^ and here I feel more at 
home than in the larger house, with many servants." 

Henceforth Peter Munk became an industrious and honest man. 
He was content with what he had, carried on his trade cheerfully, 
and thus it was that he became wealthy by his own energy, and 
respected and beloved in the whole forest. He no longer quarrelled 
with his wife, but honoured his mother, and relieved the poor who 
came to his door. When, after twelvemonths, Frau Elizabeth pre- 
sented him with a beautiful little boy, Peter went to the Tannenbiihl, 
and repeated the verse as before. But the glass-mannilan did not 
show himself. 

** Mr. Schatzhauser," he cried loudly, " only listen to me. I 
wish nothing but to ask you to stand godfather to my little son.'* 
But he received no answer, and only a short gust of wind rushed 
through the pines, and cast a few cones on the grass. 

** Then I will take these as a remembrance, as you will not show 
yourself," cried Peter, and he put them in his pocket, and returned 
home. But when he took off his jacket, and his mother turned out 
the pockets before putting it away, four large rolls of money fell 
out; and when they opened them, ihey found them all good and 
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new Baden dollars, and not one counterfeit, and these were the in- 
tended godfather*s gift for little Peter, from the little man in the 
TannenbuhL Thus they lived on, quietly and cheerfully; and many 
a time Peter Munk, when my-headed, would say, *^ It is indeed 
better to be content with Httle, than to have wealth and a cold 
heart." 

C.A.F. 



THE WONDERS IN THE SPESSART. 

BY KARL IMHEBIiANN. 

[TliiB tale oocon in the norel of ** Munchhanaen,** the narrator telUng it to the 
oibgect of hia alfectiona. It ia neoeaaazy to atate thia to render the opening intd- 
ligiUe. The atory ia probably intended to aatirize the apecnlatiTe tendency cf the 
Geimana, and old Albertoa Magnua aeema a aort of repreaentative of Hegd, whom 
Immermann openly attacka in the conrae of the *' Munchhauaen." To me the ex- 
peadon ** dialectic thonght," which occora in the Hegdianaenae at p. 85, iacoodnaiTe 
m Uiia reapect — J. O.] 

'^ Did you ever, Lisbeth, on a dear sunny day, go through a beau- 
tiM wood, in which the blue sky peered through the green diadems 
above you, where the exhalation of the trees was like a breath of 
God, and when thy foot scattered a thousand glittering pearls fix>m 
the pointed grass?' 

^' Tes, lately, Oswald dear, I went through the mountains to 
collect the rents. It is delightM to walk in a green fresh wood; I 
could ramble about one for whole days without meeting a soul, and 
without bein^ in the least terrified. The turf is Grod's mantle, and 
we are goaroed by a thousand angels, whether we sit or stand upon 
it Now a hill — now a rock! I ran and ran, because I always 
thought, ^ Behind, then, must be flying the wonderful bird with its 
blue and red wings, its golden crown unon its head.' I grew hot and 
red with running, but not weary. One does not get weary in a 
wood." 

" And when you did not see the wonderful bird behind the hill 
in the hedge, you stood still hard-breathinff, and you heard afar in 
the valley of oaks the sound of the axe, which is the forest clock, and 
teUs that man's hour is running even in such a lovely solitude." 

** Or fiffther, Oswald, the free prospect up the hill between the 
dark round beeches, and still closer, the brow of the hill crowned 
with lofty trunks ! There red cows were feeding, and shook their 
bells, there the dew on the grass gave a silvery hue to the sunlit 
valley, and the shadows of the cows and the trees played at hide-and- 
seek with each- other." 

<* Well, then, on such a sunny morning many himdred years ago, 
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two younff men met one another in the wood. It waa in the great 
woody ridge of mountains, called Spessart, which fonns the boun- 
dary between the joyous districts of the Rhine and the fertile Fran- 
conia. That is a wood, dear Lisbeth, which is ten leagues broad 
and twenty long, covering plains and mountains, clifls and valleys. 

" On the great highway, which runs straight from the Rhine-land 
to Wurzburg and Bamberg, these young men met each other. 
One came from the west, the other from the east. Their animals 
were as opposite as their directions. The one from the east sat upon 
a bay horse, which pranced merrily, and he looked right stately in 
his gay armour, and his cap of red velvet, from whicn the heron's 
plume descended; the one from the west wore a black cap without 
any mark of distinction, a long student's cloak of the same colour, 
and rode on a humble mule. 

** When the young knight had approached the travelling student, 
he stopped his bay, saluted the other in a friendly way, and said: 
* Good friend, I was just going to alight, and to take my morning 
snack, but since two are required for love, gaming, and eating, if 
these three pleasant aflBdrs are to go off properly, I beg leave to ask 
you, whether you will dismount and be my partner? A mouth- 
full of grass would no less suit your gray, than my bay. The day 
will be hot, and the beasts require some repose/ 

^* The travelling student was pleased with this ofier. Both alighted 
and seated themselves by the roadside on the wild thyme and 
lavender, fix)m which, as they sat down, a white cloud of perfumes 
ascended, and a himdred bees that were disturbed in their labours 
arose humminff . A squire, who had followed the young knight with 
a heavy laden horse, took charge of the two animals, gave his master 
a goblet and bottle, together with bread and meat m>m the knap- 
sack, unbridled the beasts, and let them graze by the roadside. 

" The travelling student felt the side-pocket of his doak, drew 
back his hand with an air of vexation, and cried: ^ Out upon my 
eternal abstraction! This very morning, I had packed up my 
breakfast so neatly in the inn, and then something else must nee<is 
come into my head, and make me forget my provisions.' 

** * If that is all,' cried the young knight, ' here is enough for 
you and me F He divided the bread and meat, filled the goblet, 
and gave the other both liquid and solid. At the same time he 
examined him more closely, while the other on his side examined 
him also, and then a cry of astonishment was uttered by them both: 

" * Are you not?' — ' Nay, art thou not?' they cried. 

" * I am indeed Conrad of Aufsess !' cried theyoung knight. 

" * And I Peter of Stellen,' cried the other, 'fney embraced each 
other, and could hardly contain themselves for joy at this imex- 
pected meeting. 

" They were indeed playfellows, who had met by accident 
in the verdant Spessart. Their fathers had been frien<£i, and the 
sons had often played at bat and ball together; had quarrelled a 
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hundred times, and as often made it tip again. However, young 
Peter was idways more quiet and renective tlian liis playiellow, 
who thought about nothing but the names of weapons and riding- 
equipage. At last Peter declared to his father that he wished to 
become learned, and he went to Cologne to sit at the feet of the 
celebrated Albertus Magnus, who was master of all the human 
sciences then known, and of whom, report said, that he was also 
deeply initiated in the ocult arts. 

*' A considerable time had elapsed, since either of the playfellows 
had heard any thing of the other. After the first storm of joy had 
subsided, and break&st was removed, the knight asked the student 
what had occurred to him. 

" * To that, my Mend, I can give a very short answer, and 
ought to give thee a very long one. A short one, if I merely por- 
tray the outward form and shell of my life hitherto; a long one — 
ah, an infinitely long one, if thou desirest to taste the inner kernel 
of this shelL' 

*' ' Eh, silly fellow,' cried the knight, ' what hard discourse is 
this? Give the shell and a bit of the Kernel, if the whole nut is too 
large for a single meal.' 

" * Then know,' replied the other, * that my visible course of life 
was between narrow banks. I dwelt in a Httle dark street, at the 
back of a house inhabited by quiet people. My window looked 
upon a garden to the trees and shrubs of which a solemn back- 
groimd was formed by the wall of the Templars' house. I kept 
myself very solitary, associating neither with the citizens, nor with 
the students. The result is that I know nothing about the large 
city, except the street leading fix>m my house to the Dominican con- 
vent, where my great master taught. When I returned to my cell, 
and had kept awake till midnignt by my studying lamp, I some- 
times looked out of window to cool my heated eyes by exposure to 
the deep starry heaven. I then oilen saw a light in the Templars' 
house opposite; the knights in the white mantles of their order 
passed along the galleries, like spirits in the glare of red torches, 
vanished benind the pillars, and re-appeared. In the extreme cor- 
ner of the win^, curtains were let down before the windows, but 
through the thmner parts of these a singular Hght shone, while be- 
hind mem melodies could be heard, sounding through the night 
sweetly and solemnly, Hke forbidden desires. 

^' ' Thus did my oays pass insignificant to outward appearance, but 
internally a brilliant festival of all sorts of wonders. Albertus now 
distinguished me above his other pupils; and in a short time I ob- 
served that he repeated to me with a particular emphasis, certain 
words, which passed unheeded by the rest These were words which 
pointed to the mysterious connection of all human knowledge, and 
to a common root, shooting into the darkest Becrecy of that great 
tree, whichinthelightaboveunfoldeditsmightybrancnes; — as gram- 
mar, dialectics, eloquence, arithmetic, geometry, astronomy, and 
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music. At 8uch words his eyes would rest upon me, with the most 
penetrating glance, and my looks told him, that he had kindled in me 
a deep desire for the last and greatest treasures of his mind. 

'* *Dy degrees, I became the confident of his secret laboratory, and 
the pupil to which he intended to bequeath, as a precious legacy, a 
portTon of hb talent There is only one marrow of things, which 
here in the metal is heavy and presses down, there in the wavinff 
plant, or the volatile biro, struggles to free itself from the origind 
Kernel. All things undergo a perpetual chanee. The Creator in- 
deed works in nature, but nature also works fer herself. And he 
who has the right power at his command can call forth her own 
peculiar independent life, so that the limbs which woidd otherwise 
remain bound in the Creator, will unfold themselves to new move* 
ments. My great master conducted me with a secure hand to that 
spring, where the marrow of things is flowing. I dipped my 
miger therein, and all my senses were at once fifled with a super* 
human power of perception. We often sat together in the sooty 
melting-room, and looked into the glow of the Inimace; he before, 
on a low stool, I cowering behind him, ffiving the coals or the pieces 
of ore, which he flun^ mto the crucible with his left hand, while 
with the right he affectionately held me. Then the metals defended 
themselves; the salts and acids crackled; the great R^ulus, who 
rules all the world wished, as in a stormy fortress, to guard himself 
in the midst of sharp-angled crystals; the red, blue, and green vas* 
sals were kindled in wrath, and as if to keep us off, stretched their 
glaring spears towards us, but we broke through the works and de* 
stroyed the garrison, and the shining king numbly surrendered 
himself over the ruins of dross* Gold in itself is nothing to him 
whose heart is not set on earthly things, but to perceive this dearest 
and most precious boon of nature in all and every thing, even in 
what is most trifling and insignificant, that is a great matter to the 
philosopher. At other times the stars showea us their curious 
circles which separated themselves as history, and sunk to the earth, 
or the intimate connection of tones and numbers was awakened to 
us and showed us links which no word can describe, but which are 
again much more revealed by tones and numbers. But in all this 
mysterious essence and interweaving, that it might not again be* 
come a cold sticky mass, floated, ever combining and ever freeing, 
that which separates itself, both in itself and in thmgs, amid the con- 
test of ever fading youth — the great, the unfathomable, the dialectic 
thought. 

" * Oh blessed satisfying time of the opened intelligence, of the wan- 
dering through the inner halls of the palace, at t£e metal doors of 
which others Knock in vain ! At last " 

'* The wandering student, whose lips during the narrative had been 
glowing more and more, took a deep red colour, while a strange fire 
flashed fix)m his eyes, stopped short here, as though suddenly sobered 
from his inspiration. Tne knight wished in vain for the completion 
of the discourse, and then said to his friend: * Well — at lastf 
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^' ' At last,^ replied the student, in a tone of feigned indifference, 
* we were obligea to separate, if only for a short time. My great 
master now sends me to Ratisbon to ask for certain papers from the 
sacristy of the cathedral, which he left there as bishop. I shall bring 
them to him, and shall then, indeed, if I can, pass my life with him.' 

" ** The yomig knight poured the rest of his wine into the goblet, 
looked into it, and drancthe wine more slowly than before. ^ Thou 
hast told me strange things" he began after a silence, ^ but they do 
not stagger me. God's world appears to me so beautifully adorned, 
that I should take no delight in tearing away the charming veil, and 
looking into the innermost core of things, as thou callest it. The sky 
is blue, the stars shine, the wood rustles, the plants give fragrance, 
and this blue, this shining, this rustUng, this fragrance — are they not 
the most beautiful things that can be, behind which there is nothing 
more beautiful? Pardon me, I do not envy thee thy secret know- 
ledge. Poor feUow ! this knowledge does not give thee a colour. 
Thy cheeks are quite pale and sunken.' 

*' * Every one nas his appointed path, one this, the other that,' 
replied the scholar. ' It is not the bounding of blood that con- 
stitutes life. Marble is white, and walls of marble generally enclose 
the spot in which stand the statues of the gods, yet enough of 
this, and now for thyself. What hast thou done smce I last saw 
thee? 

" ' Oh I of that,' cried the young knicht Conrad, with his usual 
light-heartedness, ^ there is little to be tola ! I got upon horseback and 
got off again, I went about to many a good prince's court, thrust 
piany a spear, gained many thanks, missea many thanks, and peeped 
into many a lovely woman s eye. I can write my name, and press the 
knob of my sword in wax by the side of it, and I can rhyme a song, 
though not so well as Master Godfried of Strasburg.* I have gone 
through the initiatory ceremonies, and was dubbed alcnight at Firch- 
heim. Now I am nding to Mayence, where the emperor is going to 
hold a tournament, to tiunble about a little and enjoy life.' 

'^ The student looked at the sun's place, and said : * It is a pity that 
af);er such a friendly meeting we must so soon part. Nevertheless it 
is necessary, if we each design to fulfil our purpose to-day.' 

** * Come with me to Mayence,* cried the other, as he jumped up, 
and eyed the student with a singularly compassionate look, which, 
however, allowed a smile to appear. ^ Leave that gloomy Ratisbon, 
and the cathedral and the sacristy; cheer up thy face among jolly 
fellows, by the round table, in the wine-cellar, and before the flowery 
windows of fair damsels. Let the sound of flute and shaum purify 
thine ears of the awful vidils of the Templars, who are considered 
mischievous heretics and Baffomets' priests over all Christendom. 
Come to Mayence, Peter !' 

** He was already in his saddle, when he uttered these last words, 
and stretched out his hand as if in supplication, towards his friend, 

* One of the moft odebrated poets in the 12th and 13th centuries. 
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who turned aside and drew back Ms arm in token of refusal. ' What 
has come into your head? he said, smiling reluctantlj. ' Ah, friend 
Conrad, if I had akeady said every one has his appointed way, I 
would cry out to thee turn back, thou volatile heedless one ! Youth, 
fades away, the jest becomes hushed, the laugh will one day be found 
suddenly to fail, becaiise the face has become too stiff, or grins re- 
pulsively from withered wrinkles ! Woe then to him whose gamers 
are not full, whose chambers are not stored ! Ah, there must be 
something dismal in such a base, impoverished old age, and the pro- 
verb is right which says: * Those who at mom too merry are, snail 
reap at night sorrow and care.' Looking upon thee thus, oh 
brother of my youth, I may well feel troubled about thee, for who 
knows in what altered condition I may find thee again.' 

*' The knight gave the student's lumd a hearty shake and cried: 
' Perhaps thou wilt be transformed when we meet again — wilt be 
decked out in velvet and satin, and surpass us all !' He darted ofi*^ 
and in the distance the student heard nim sing a song which was 
then in every mouth, and soimded something like this: 

* No fikirer flow*r, I vow, is known 
Than that bright rose, sweet woman's lips, 
With such luxuriance swelling. 
Close-lock'd at first, this floweret keeps. 
When as an infant bud 'tis shown 
All bold assaults repelling. 
But every flow'r is wash'd by May, 
On rosy lips he plants a kiss. 
And straight we see them fdlly blowing. 
Then rosy lips should find a kiss, 
And every kiss should in its day 
Find lips with fondness glowing.' 

'' A butterfly flew up before the student. *' Is not the life of most 
men,' he said, ' to be compared to the fluttering of this moth? Light 
and motley he goes flaimting about, and yet how barren and short 
are his joys.' He rolled about his great eyes, but only an empty 
alternation of light and shade reached these dim mirrors, not the full 
form, the fine colour. The wood looked on him from its green 
depths with an irresistible glance. ^ Suppose,' he said, ' I leave my 
patient beast awhile on this grass-plot; it will not run away from 
me, and I feel the warmest desire to wander there for an hour. How 
refreshing it must be in the depths of the wood I' 

" He turned aside from the high road by a narrowpath, which, after 
winding for a short distance through the tall trees, sloped down into 
the wood. Soon he found himself in a perfect solituae, with a rust- 
ling, whispering, and whining round him, while only a few single 
gleams of sun-light reflected with a green hue, played about him like 
ignis fatuL Sometimes he thought he heard his name called behind 
him in the distance, and — he did not know why — the call appeared to 
him hateful and repulsive. Then again he would take the sound to 
be a mere delusion, but whatever he thought he always got deeper 
and deeper into the dark forest. Large gnarled roots lay like snakes 
across tne way, stretched out, so that the student was in danger of 
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tomblin^ every moment. Stag-beetles stood like noble game in the 
moor, while the purest hues of golden vegetation shone from little 
nooks in the rocks. The perspiration stood on his forehead, and 
with increasing rapidity he penetrated the thicket, and fled frx)m the 
bright sunny world without. It wai not only the exercise of walk- 
ing that made him hot, his mind was also labouring under a burden 
of heavy recollections. At last, after the pathway had long vanished 
from beneath his feet, he came to a beautiful, smooth, dark ^ot, 
among some mighty oak-trees. Still he heard his name called in 
the distance. ' Here,* he said, * the rude sound yonder will no 
more reach me; here I shall be quietly concealed.' He sunk down 
upon a great mossy stone, his heart heaved, he was struggling witha 
powerful desire. * Forgive my presumption, great master,' he 
cried, ' but there is a knowledge which must be followed by action, 
otherwise it crushes a mortal. Here, nearer to the heart of the great 
mother, where amid sprouting and growing, her pulse beats more 
audibly, — ^here must I utter the magic word, which 1 heard from thy 
sleeping lips, when thou spakest it in a dream; the word, at the 
soimd of which the creature casts aside its veil, the powers which 
labour beneath bark and hide, and in the kernel of the rock, be- 
come visible, and the language of birds becomes intelligible to the 



ear.* 



^' His lips already quivered to utter the word, but he restrained 
himself, for there app^ired before his eyes the sorrowAil glance with 
which his great master, Albertus, had entreated him to make no use 
of the art he had accidentally acquired, since heavy things impended 
over him who uttered the ma^c word desi^edly. 

<< Nevertheless, he did call it out loudly mto me wood, as if the 

Erohibition and his own fear had given it additional force, and while 
e did so, he stretched out his rignt hand. 
'' At once he felt a blow and a jerk, that made him think he had 
been struck by lightning. His eyes were blinded, and it seemed as 
though a violent whirlwmd was hurling him through the immeasur- 
able space. As terrified and giddy he felt about him with his hands, 
he touched indeed the mossy stone on which he had been standing, 
and therefore in his mind regained the earth, but now he had a new 
and unpleasant sign. For as previously he had been flung about 
the universe like an atom, it now seemed to him as if his body were 
infinitely extended. Amid the most frightful agonies, this newly- 
wakened power forced his limbs to such a monstrous size, that he 
thought he must be touching the sky. The bones of his head and 
chest were become as capacious as temples; into his ears fell str^^e, 
heavenly sounds of distracting efiect, and he said to himself: ' That 
is the song of the stars in tneir golden orbits.' The pains at last 
were exchanged for a titillating pleasurable sensation, during which 
he felt his body again shrink up to its ordinary size, while the gi- 
gantic form remained standing around him like an outer shell, or a 
xind of atmosphere in aerial outline. The darkness left his eyes, 
while great, yellow-shining surfaces of light, as with the sensation of 
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dazzling, freed themselves from the pupils and glided into the comerSy 
where they gradually disappeared. 

" While he thus regained his sight, a clear-toned, sweet chorus- 
he did not know whether it was the birds alone, or whether the 
boughs, bushes, and grasses joiil^ in — sang quite plainly round him : 

* Tes, he shall hear it. 
Tea, he must bear it; 
To us he heloogs akme. 
Soon win he 
By the green-wood tree, 
Be dumb and cold as a stone.' 

** In the block of mossy rock a light murmuring was audible. It 
seemed as though the stone wished to move itself and could not, like 
one in a trance. The student looked upon its surface, and lo ! the 
green and red veins were running together into a very ancient coun- 
tenance, which from its weary eyes looked upon him with such a 
mournful and supplicating aspect, that he turned aside with horror, 
and sought consolation amon^ the trees, plants, and birds. 

"Among these all was changed likewise. When he trod on 
the short brown moss, it shrieked and groaned at the ungentle 
pressure, and he saw how it wrung its little hairy hands and 
shake its green or yellow heads. The stems of the plants and 
the trunks of the trees were in a constant spiral motion, and at 
the same time the bark, or the outer skin, allowed him to look 
into the inside, where little sprites were pouring fine glistening 
drops into the tubes. The clear fluid ran from tube to tuoe, while 
valves unceasingly opened and shut, until in the capillary tubes 
of the leaves at the very top, it was transformed to a ^n bloom. 
Sofl explosions and fire now arose in the veins of the leaves; their 
finely cut lips ceaselessly breathed forth a kind of ethereal flame, 
while ceaselesslv also the heavier part of those igneous phenomena 
glided about tne leaves in soft waves of vapour. In the blue-bell 
flowers that were on the damp soil there was a ringing and singing; 
they consoled the poor old face of stone with a lively song, and told 
him that if they could only free themselves from the ground they 
would with right good will release him. Out of the air strange 
green, red, and yellow signs, which seemed about to join themselves 
to some form, and then again were dissipated, peered at the student; 
worms and chafers crawled or stepped to him on every side, uttering 
all sorts of confused petitions. One wished to be this, another that; 
one wished for a new cover to his wings, another had broken his 
proboscis; those that were accustomed to float in the air begged for 
sunshine, those that crawled, for damp. All this rabble ofinseota 
called him their deity, so that his brain was nearly turned. 

" Among the birds there was no end to the cmrping, twittering, 
and tale-temng. A spotted woodpecker clambered up and down the 
bark of an oak, hacked and picked afler the worms, and was never 
tired of crying: * I am the forester, I must take care of the wood.' 
The wren said to the finch: 'There is no more friendship among 
vs. The peacock will not allow me to strike a circle, thinlnng that 
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no one has a right to do so but himself, and therefore he has accused 
me to the supreme tribimal. Nevertheless I can strike as good a 
circle as he with mj little brown tail/ ' Leave me alone/ replied 
the finch, * I eat my grain and care for nothing else. I have cares 
of quite another sort. The proper ardstical melody I can onlv add 
to my native woodland song when they have blinded me, but it is a 
terrible thing that no good can be aone with one unless one is so 
horribly maimed.' Others chattered about thefts and murders, 
which no one but the birds had seen. 

' Orer the road thej fljr* 
Traced by no mortal ^e.' 

'* Then they perched themselves 8ti£9y on the branches and peeped 
down mockingly at the scholar, while two impudent titmice cried 
out: * There stands the conjurer listening to us and cannot make 
out what has happened to him.' 'Well, how he will stare P 
screamed the whole troop, and off they flew with a chirping which 
sounded half like laughter. 

*' The scholar now felt something thrown in his face, and looking 
up, saw an ill-bred squirrel that had flung a hollow nut at his fore- 
head, and now lay flat with his belly upon the bough, staring him 
full in the face, and crying: ' The full one for me, the hollow for 
thee !' ' Ye misbehaved rabble, let the strange gentleman alone,' 
cried a black and white magpie that came wagging her tail up to 
him, through the ^rass. She then seated hers^ on the student's 
shoulder, and said into his ear: ' You must not judge of us all ac- 
cording to these uncourteous beasts, learned or, there are well bred 
folks among us. Only see, through that aperture, yonder wise gen- 
tleman, the wild boar, how quiedy he stanos and eats his acorns, and 
fosters his thoughts in silence. Willingly I will give you my com- 
pany and tell you aU that I know, for talking is my delight, espe- 
dalfy with old^ people; 

*' * There you are out in your reckoning,' said the student, ' I am 
still young.' 

'* *' Heavens, how men can deceive themselves,' cried the magpie, 
and she looked very thoughtful. 

*' The student now thought he heard, from the depth of the wood, 
a sigh, the sound of which penetrated his heart. He asked the cause 
of ms white and black companion, and she told him she would ask 
two lizards, who were eating their breakfast. He accordingly went, 
with the magpie on his shoulder, to the place where these creatures 
were to be found, and beheld a very pretty sight. The two lizards, 
sure enough, were genteel young ladies, for they sat under a great 
mushroom, which stretched its golden yellow roof over them like a 
splendid marauee. There they sat imbibing, with their little brown 
tongues, the aew from the grass, and then wiping their mouths with 
one of the blades, thej went to take a walk togemer in a neighbour- 
ing grove of fern, which seemingly belonged to the one who nad in- 
vitea her fnend to the visit. * Shack I shack I' cried the magpie, 
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' the gentleman wants to know who it was that sighed/ The lizards 
raised their heads, waggled their tails and cried, 

* In the bower by the ipring the Frinoess deqNi; 
Safely the spider the lady keeps.' 

^^ ' Hem/ said the magpie, shaking her head, * to think that one 
can be so forgetful To be sure in the adjoining beechen-bower 
dumbers the rair Princess Doralice, about whom wicked King Spider 
has spun his web. Oh, if you could save her, learned sir I' The 
student's heart was stirred, and he asked the magpie where the bower 
was. The bird flew before him, from bough to bough, to show him 
the way, till at last they came to a quiet m^dow, enclosed all roimd, 
through which a streamlet, taking its source from a cleft in the rocks^ 
was flowing among some pretty bowers formed by beech-trees. 
These trees had struck their oranches into the earthy and thus arched 
over the groimd like a roof, through which the fine leaves of the 
fern were peering forth, forming as it were the gables and loopholes 
of the little leafy dwelling. Upon these the magpie sprang, peeped 
through a loophole, and whispered mysteriously, ' Here sleeps the 

Srincess !" The student approached with beating heart, knelt before 
le opening of the bower and looked within. Ah, there was a sight 
that set his whole soul and senses into a commotion more violent 
than when he uttered the magical word ! On the moss, which rose 
like a pillow roimd its fair biirden, the loveliest maiden was lying 
asleep. Her head was somewhat raised, one arm was placed under 
it, and her white fingers glistened through the gold-brown hair, 
which in long soft streams delicately wound about her neck and 
bosom. With unspeakable delight and, at the same time, with a feel- 
ing of melancholy the student gazed upon the noble face, the purple 
lips, the fiill white limbs, which cast a bright reflection on the dark 
moss. The circumstance that the sleeper, as if oppressed by some 
mysterious weight, appeared to breathe in a soft i^ony, only ren- 
dered her more chanmng in his eyes; he felt that his heart was cap- 
tivated for ever, and tnat those lips alone could still his passion. 
^ Is it not a shame,' said the magpie, as she hopped through the 
hole into the bower and perched on the sleeper's arm, ' that so lovely 
a princess should thus be boimd by a webr * A web?* asked the 
student; * she is indeed lying there wrapped in her white veiL* 
* Oh, folly r cried the nwigpie, ' I tell you that is aU cobweb, and 
King Spider made it/ * But who is King Spider? 

" * In his human state he was a wealthy maker of yam,' replied 
the magpie, pleasantly wagging her tail. ' His factory was not 
distant m>m here, bemg by the river-side without the wood, and 
about a himdred workmen spim under him. The yam they used to 
wash in the stream. This was the dwelling-place of the Nixy, who 
was very much enraged, that they troubkd his clear waters with 
their filthy washing, especially as all his children, the trout and the 
smelts, died from the carious matter : he tai^led the yam, the waves 
were forced to cast it over the shore, he drove it downwards into 
the whirlpool to warn the master-spinner, but aU was in vain. At 
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last, on Midsummer-day, when the river-spirits have power to 
fi:ighten and to injure, he sprinkled some magic water in the faces 
of the whole troop of spinners and their chief, as they were carrying 
on their washing as boldly and imscrupuloiisly as ever, and just as 
bloodthirsty men may be changed into wear- wolves, and wear-cats^ 
so did they become wear-spiders. They all ran from the river to 
the wood, and were hanging everywhere from the trees and bushes 
by their web. The worfinen have become diminutive spiders, and 
catch flies and gnats, but their master has retained nearly his former 
size, and is called the spider-king. He lies in watch for pretty girls^ 
spins his web round them, lulls their senses with his poisonous ex- 
lu^tions, and then sucks the blood from their hearts. At last he 
overcame this princess, who had stiayed from her retinue in the 
wood. See, there, there, he is stirring among the bushes.'' 

^' And indeed it seemed to the student as if he saw glimmering 
through the branches, right opposite to him, the body of a gigantic 
spider ; two hairy feet, as thick as human arms, were working their 
way through the foliage. He felt dreadfully alarmed for the lovely 
sleeper, and wished to oppose the monster. ' Vain is your at* 
tempt !' cried the magpie, flapping her wings ; ' all enchanted 
men have fearful power, and this monster could strangle you with 
his web; however, strew some fern-seed on the breast of the fair 
one; that will make her invisible to the spider-king, and so long as 
any particle of it remains, its virtue will last.' In the greatest 
haste the student rubbed the brown dust from the imder surface of 
a fern-leaf, and did as the bird had desired. While during this act^ 
he bent over the sleeper, his cheek felt her breath. Enraptured, he 
cried, * Are there no means of fieeing this beloved form?* ' Oh/ 
screamed the bird, as she madly flew roimd the student with a sort 
of zig-zag motion, ' if you ask me about means, there are many in- 
deed. Our wise old man in the cleft has the yew-tree in keepings 
and if you can get a branch of that, and with it touch the fair one 
thrice upon the forehead, all her bonds will be dissolved : 

* Before the yew tree, 
All magic must flee.' 

She will then sink in your arms, and belong to you, as her deliverer.' 
'* At this moment it seemed as though the sleeper heard the bird's 
discourse. Her beautiful face was sunused with a delicate redness^ 
and her features took the expression of an ineffable desire. ' Lead 
me to the wise old man !' cned the student, half beside himself 

** The bird hopped into the bushes, and the student hurried after 
her. The magpie fluttered up a narrow rocky path which soon led 
over a marsh and wildly scattered blocks of stones, with great peril to 
the traveller. The student was forced to clamber from block to block 
that he might not sink into the marsh. His knees trembled, his heart 
heaved, his temples were bathed in a cold sweat. As he hastened along 
he plucked off flowers and leaves and sprinkled them on the stones 
that he might again find his way. At last he stood on an eminence of 
considerable height upon a spacious rocky portal, from the dark 
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hollow of whicli an icj-cold breeze blew towards him. Here nature 
seemed to be in her primitive state of fermention, so fearfully and in 
such wild disorder did the masses of stone stand over, by, and before 
the cavern. 

*' ' Here dwells our wise man I* cried the magpie, while she bris- 
tled up her feathers from her head to her tail, which gave her a 
most unpleasant and repulsive appearance, ' I will announce you, 
and ask now he feels disposed as to your wish.' With these words, 
she slipped into the hollow, and almost immediately jumped back 
again, crying, ' The old man is peevish and obstinate, andhewiU 
not give you the bough of yew, unless you stop up all the chinks in 
the cavern, for he says the draught annoys him. Before you can do 
this, many years may have paased.' 

'* The student plucked up as much of the moss and herbage as he 
could, and, not without a feeling of dread, entered the cavern. 
Within strangely-shaped stalactites were staring at him from the 
walls, and he dia not know where to turn his eyes to avoid these 
hideous forms. He wished to penetrate deeper by the rocky 
path, but from the further comer a voice snorted forth to him: 
^ Back ! disturb me not in my researches, pursue thy occupation 
there in the front !' He wished to discover who was speaking, but 
only saw a pair of red fiery eyes, that shone out of the danmess. 
He now set about his task, stopped up with moss and herba^ every 
chink through which a glimmer of dayUght passed, but this was a 
difficult, and — as it seemed to him— an endless task. For when he 
thought he had done with one cranny and might turn to another, 
the stopping fell out, and he was obliged to begin anew. The 
snorting thing at the back of the cavern went on rattling out sounds 
without meanmg, only occasionally uttering intelligible words, which 
seemed to denote that the creature was boasting 6f its deep inves- 
tigations. 

^* Time appeared to the student to be hastening alon^ with the 
greatest rapidity, while he was pursuing his work of despair. Days, 
weeks, months, years, seemed to come and go, and yet he felt nothing 
like hunger or thirst. He fancied he was nearly mad, and with a 
kind of feigned passion, quietly repeated to himself the year in 
which he had entered the wood, and that it was on the day of Peter 
and Paul, that he might not lose aU notion of time. The image of 
his beloved sleeper appeared to him as from a far distance, he wept 
with desire and sorroWi and yet he felt no tears flowing down his 
cheeks. All at once it seemed to him as if he saw a well-known 
figure approach the sleeper, contemplate her with rapture, and 
then bend over her as if to kiss her. At this moment ne was en- 
tirely conscious of pain and jealousy, and, forgetting all around him, 
he darted towards the dark bacb^ound of the cavern. * The yew- 
branch !' he cried, eagerly. ^ There it grows,' said the glaring 
snorting thin^, and at the same time he Mi in his hand the bran(£ 
of a tree, which grew from a dark chink in the grotto. He was in 
the act of breaking one of the branches, when he beard a whimper- 
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ing noise around him, the glaring creature snorted louder than eyer, 
the cavern reeled, shook, and feU in, all became dark in the eyes of 
the student, and he involuntarily shouted out: 

* Before the jew tree, 
All magic mmt flee.' 

'* When his eyes again became clear, he looked around him. A 
dry, strangely-discoloured stick was in his hand. He stood amid a 
heap of stones, which arched themselves to a cavern, which was not 
very larse. In the depth of it he heard shrill, pipii^^g sounds, like those 
commonly uttered by ^reat owls. The place aroimd seemed changed. 
It was a moderate emmence, bare, and scanty, and sprinkled over 
with stones of no remarkable magnitude, between which the path 
by which he had ascended, led on one side, through the damp 
soil, to the abyss. Of the lar^ blocks of rock, nothing more was to 
be seen. He was fireezing with cold, although the sun was high in 
the heavens, and, as it seemed to him, in the same place as when he 
went out to fetch the bough, which had now become a withered 
stick in his hand. Stepping over the stones, he went down the 
path ; the journey seemed wearisome, he was obliged to support him- 
self on the stick, his head hung down on his breast, ana he heard 
his breath, as it stru^led forth with difficulty. On a slippeiy part 
of the pathway his ^ot slid, and he was obliged to chng to the 
hedge. In this act his hand came dose to his eye, and appeared 
gray and wrinkled. ' Good (rod !' cried he, seized with horror, 

* have I then so long T He did not dare to utter his own 

thoughts. 'No,' said he, forcibly calming himself, ' it is the 
cold wood-breeze that so freezes me; the exertion has made me 
weak, and the broken greenish light, which falls through the hedges^ 

K'ves my hands this singular colour.' He stepped farmer, and saw, 
ing on the stones, the wild flowers and leaves, which he had 
thrown, on his ascent^ to mark the way. They were as fresh as if 
they had been but just placed there. This was a new riddle for 
him. A charcoal-bumer was chopping away the trees by the way- 
side, and cutting off branches; so he asked him what day it was. 
' Eh, &ther,' said the man, * are you such a bad Christian, that 
you do not know the Apostles' cfays? This is Peter and Paul's 
day, when the stag leaves the wood K>r the com. I am cutting out 
a toy for my young one, out of the veiny bough. For any other 
purpose, I do not work on this day; but that is all for pleasure and 
pastime, and is allowed, says the chaplain.' » 

" ^ I pray you, my good fellow,' said the student, who felt a sensa- 
lion of horror, more and more painful, pervading him, ' tell in 
what year of our Lord we are !' The charcoal-burner, whom even 
the holiday's wash had not quite fireed from soot, raised up his 
strong-limbed black figure from among the green bushes, and, aft^ 
some Hesitation, told the year. 

'''Oh, my Redeemer!' shrieked the student, and, no longer 
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supported by his stick, he fell upon the stones. He then cast the 
eticK away, and crawled trembling down the stony path. 

The black charcoal*bumer, amazed, came out of the hedge upon 
the stones, with the branch in his hand, saw the stick Ijring before 
him, crossed himself, and said: * That is off the yew-tree, which 
grows yonder on the Eulenstein, where the owl has his nest. They 
say that it will enchant, and free that which is enchanted already. 
God help us ! the old man has uttered wicked things.' He then re- 
turned to the bushes, to go to his hut, and cut the plaything for his 
boy. 



'* In the pleasant woodland meadow below, near the beechen 
arbour, and By the clear brook, which had there washed its banks to 
a wide basin, sat the yoimg knight, Conrad, and the fair one whom 
lie had awakened from slumber without any ma^c arts. The red, 
blue, and yellow flower-cups pressed forth out of the grass around 
them, and the pair bloomed in youth and beauty — ^tne knight in 

Say accoutrements, the maiden in ner silver-bright veil, as thel^rest 
ower that decked the enamel. He had his arm gently round her 
waist, and said, looking with every appearance of smcerity into her 
e: ' By the ashes of my dear mother, and by the holy sign on 
e hilt of this sword, I am« as I have named myself to thee, lord of 



th< 



castles, and ruler of my own life, and I entreat thee, thou lovely 

ips speak the word which shaU 
snake me thine for ever, with the blessing of the priest before the 
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wonder of this forest, to let thy lips speak the word which shaJ 



altar.' 

'* ' And what word dost thou desire? said the fair one, as she 
modestly lowered her eye-lashes. * Have not my eye, my cheek, my 
palpitatmg bosom told all? Love* is a powerful queen, she pursues 
ner path imawares, and seizes whom she pleases, without suffering 
resistance. Conduct me, before the decline of day, to the pious ab- 
bess of the cloister at Odenwald, she will take me under her protec- 
tion^ and there will I abide between quiet walls, till you come, and 
fetch me to your home.' 

** She was about to rise, but the yoimg knight sofUy detained her, 
and said, ' Let us yet remain a few moments m this spot where my 
happiness sprang up, like a golden l^end. I still fear that vou wiU 
vanish firom my signt, like some charming wood nymph. Help me to 
beUeve in thee and thy lovely mortality. How didst thou come 
hither? What had be&Uen thee? 

*' ' This morning,' replied the &ir one, ^ I had fled into the forest 
firom my guardian, (x)unt Archimbaldf whose wicked designs, 
whether upon me or my property I know not, were suddenly most 
frightfully apparent. 0£ what use is a rich inheritance to youth and 

• The old word for "loire" itfcpme, ftom which << Mhmennger" is doired^iafe- 
minine. 
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woman? She is always left to herself and unprotected. I wished 
to fly to the abbess, I wished to apply to the emperor at MayencOi 
indeed I scarcely knew what I wished. Thus I came into these 
green halls of trees, my thoughts were not directed to the true Aid, 
my thoughts were at war with Heaven. Suddenly, while I saw this 
meadow already before me, I fancied that something was spoken 
over yonder in the bushes, upon which I felt myself and all around 
me transformed. I cannot describe the word nor the sound of it, my 
beloved. The son^ of the nightingale is harsh to its sweetness, and 
the rolling of the thunder is but a weak whisper compared to it. It 
was certamly the most mysterious and the most compulsory com- 
mimication which is possible between heaven and earth. On me it 
exercised an irresistible power, as it fell into a mind that had lost all 
self-control, into the tumult of my senses, and there was in me no 
holy thought to oppose it. My eyes closed, and yet I could see the 
path before me, which my feet, as though conducted by soft, in« 
visible hands, were forced to tread. I slept and yet I did not sleep; 
it was an indescribable situation under the influence of which I at 
length sank down on the soft recess in yonder arbour. Every thing 
around me was spiking and singing, I felt within me the billow- 
like commotion of the most tumultuous rapture, ever^ drop of my 
blood flashed and danced through my veins, and yet m the depth of 
my soul there was the most extreme horror at my state, and the 
most ardent prayer for an awakening from my slumber. I perceived 
at the same tmie that nothing of the horror appeared in my face, for 
strange to say I could look at myself, and I saw that my cheeks 
smil^ with delight, as if songs of heavenly joy were sun^ to me. 
The sensation of pleasure penetrated deeper and deeper mto my 
heart, that of horror receded more and more, and I felt dreadfully 
alarmed lest this one small point should be totally extinguished, and 
I should have nothing but pleasure. In this state of trouble, and 
apparently the loss of all conscioiisness, I vowed that I would belong 
to him, who should awaken and deliver me. I now perceived 
through my closed eyelids a dark form stooping over me. The form 
was large and noble, and yet I felt a deep repugnance towards this 
person, while the thought that it might be he, who had uttered the 
fatal word passed through my mind like a shadow; nevertheless I 
still cried out, silently mdeed, but yet loudly, to myself, * K he 
wakens thee and delivers thee, thou must belong to him for this in- 
e&ble benefit, for thouh ast vowed it.' He did not awaken me !' 

" * I — ^I have awakened thee, my dearest love, and not by charms 
and benedictions, no; but with a burning kiss on thy red lipsT 
cried the yoimg knight, with transport, as he embraced the fair 
Emma. ' Strange have been the wonders in the Spessart which 
have brought us together. On the highway yonder I had parted 
from my dear friend Peter, aft;er the strangest and most intricate 
discussion. When I had proceeded a few hundred paces I sud« 
denly felt very uneasy about him, so I alighted, and wished again 
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and again to exhort hivi to leave liis dark wavB, and go with me ta 
Majence. As soon as I turned, I saw him slip into the wood. I 
cried his name, but he heard me not. My spurs hindered me from 
walking fast; I could only follow him in the distance, but never- 
theless I did not desist from calling after him, although it was all in 
vain. At last I lost sight of his bkck doak among the trees. The 
beautiful green meadow was sparkling before me, and I wished to 
look at the bright radiance of the flowers, so I came hither, after 
looking for my friend in every direction. In the wood around me^ 
there was a constant stirring and waving from the breezes, the 
worms were all in modon, the birds chirped and fluttered in a man- 
ner quite peculiar. However there was no influence over me, pro- 
bably because I was thinking of the plain good path to whicn I 
would willingly bring Peter. When I found thee sleeping, the 
most acute pity, together with the power of the sweetest love, 
affected my heart, and I felt joyous. I nevertheless shed the most 
scalding tears that ever flowed m>m my lively eyes. I think I was 
allowed to peep into the comer, where that horror thou speakest of» 
dwelt Sobbing and laughing at the same time, I cried 

'Itow there's not a flowY that Uowi, 
Can riral woman's rosy lips, 
Where ei'ry sweet is avrdling. 
The rose at May's soft kisses glows* 
And siue a kiss should grace those lips 
So fondly, sweetly swdlmg.' 

" * And then my lips, in God's name, gave thine their ffreeting.' 

'* ' And the fetters fell from me, I awoke, and my first glance met 
thy faithful, weeping eye,' cried the fair Emma. * I tlumked God, 
on whose name I again thought^ for my deliverance ; and then I 
thanked Him that it was thou, and not that dark man, that had de- 
livered me.' 

'^ The youn^ knight became thoughtful. ' I fear,' said he, ' that 
all the mysterious wonders of this wood stand in connexion with 
Peter. I fear that on this day, when I have gained my love, I have 
lost my friend. What can liave become of lum? 

*^ llie youthful pair started from each other, for they saw in the 
water at tneir feet, between their own blooming heads, an icy gray, 
aged one reflected. * Here he is,' said a trembling, stooping old 
man, with hair as white as snow, who stood behind Siem. He wore 
the new black cloak of the student. 

"*Yes,' said the old man, with weak, faint voice, *Iiamthy 
firiend, Peter of Stetten. I have stood long behind you, and I have 
heard your converse, and our fates are clear enough. It is still the 
day of Peter and Paul, on which we met and parted on the high- 
way, which is scarcely a thousand paces from nere, and since we 
parted, perhaps an hour may have elapsed, for the shadow which 
yonder hedge casts upon the turf, is but a little increased. Before 
that hour we were four*and-twenty years of age; but during that 
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hour you have become saxtj minutes older, and I sixty years. I am 
now iour-and-eighty. Thus do we see each other agam; indeed I 
did not think it.' 

" Conrad and Emma had arisen. She clung timidly to her lover, 
and said soflly: 'It is a poor madman.^ But the old man said: 
*No, fair Emma, I am not mad. I have loved thee; my spell 
influenced thee, and thou mightest have been mine, had I been per- 
mitted to kiss thy rosy lips in God's name — the only benediction by 
which lair love may be awakened. Instead of this, I was forced to 
go in quest of the yew-bough, and to keep the wind and weather 
out of the owl's cave. All has happened of necessity. He has 
gained the bride, I have gained— death.' 

** Conrad had been looking with fixed eyes at the countenance of 
the old man, to see if he could detect among the wrinkles one 
former lineament of the friend of his youth. At last he stam- 
mered forth: *' I entreat thee, man, tell us how this transformation 
was brought about, lest our brains be turned, and we do something 
irightfuL' 

" * Whoever tempts God and nature shall behold sights, the pre- 
sence of which shall quickly wither him,' replied the old man. 
' Therefore, man, even if he see the plants grow, and understand 
the discourse of birds, remains as simple as before, allows a foolish 
magpie to pass off upon him fables of a princess and a spider-king, 
and takes ladies' veils for cobwebs. Nature is a curtain, no magical 
word can remove it — it will only make thyself an old feble.' 

" He retired slowly into the depths of the wood, whither Conrad 
did not venture to follow him. He conducted his Emma from the 
shadow of the trees to the broad road, where the light played in 
all its colours around the tops of the trees. 

** For some time did travellers in the Spessart hear a hollow and 
ghost-like voice, behind the rocks and thick groups of trees, utter 
rhymes, which to some soimded like nonsense, to others like per- 
fect wisdom. K they followed the sound, they found the old man, 
whose years were yet so few, as with faded eyes, and hands resting 
on his knees, he looked fixedly in the distance, and uttered sen- 
tences, none of which have been preserved. Soon, however, they 
were heard no more, neither was the corpse of the old man dis- 
covered. 

" Conrad married his Emma; she bore him fair children, and he 
lived happily with her to an advanced age." 

J. O. 
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NOSE, THE DWARF. 

BY W. HAUFF. 

[Thif story is from the collection called ** The Sheik of Alexandrift imd his 
Blayes/' and is supposed to he told hy a slaye to the Sheik.] 

Snt, those people are much mistaken who fancy that there were 
no Juries and enchanters, except in the time of H£JX)un AI Raschid, 
Lord of Bagdad, or even pronounce untrue those accounts of the 
deeds of genii and their prmces, which one hears the story-tellers re- 
late in the market-places of the town. There are fairies now-a-days, 
and it is but a short time since that I myself was witness of an occur- 
rence in which genii were evidently plajring a part, as you will see 
from my narrative. In a considerable town of my dear fatherland^ 
Germany, there lived many years ago a cobbler, with his wife, in an 
humble but honest way. In the daytime he used to sit at the comer 
of a street mending shoes and slippers; he did not refuse making 
new ones if any body would trust nim, but then he was obliged to 
buy the leather first, as his poverty did not enable him to keep a 
stock. His wife sold vegetables and fruit, which she cultivated m a 
small garden outside the town-gates, and many people were glad to 
buy of her, because she was dressed cleanly and neatly, and knew 
well how to arrange and lay out her things to the best advantage. 

Now this worthy couple had a beautiful boy, of a sweet counte- 
nance, well made, and rather tall for his a^e, which was eight years. 
He was in the habit of sitting in the market with his mother, and 
often carried home part of the fruit and vegetables for the women 
and cooks who had made large purchases; he seldom, however, re- 
turned from one of these journeys without brinmng either a beautiful 
flower, a piece of money, or a cake, which the mistresses of such cooks 

Sve him as a present, because they were alwap pleased to see the 
ndsome boy come to the house. 

One day the cobbler's wife was sitting as usual in the market- 
place, having before her some baskets with cabbages and other vege- 
tables, various herbs and seeds, besides some early pears, apples, and 
apricots, in a small basket. Little James (this was the boy's name) 
sat by her, cryine the things for sale in a loud voice: " This way, 
gentlemen, see what beautiiul cabbages, what fra^ant herbs; early 
pears, ladies, early apples and apricots; who will buy? My mother 
sells cheap." 

While the boy was thus crying, an old woman was coming across 
the market; her dress was rather tattered and in rags, she had a small. 
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sharp face, quite fiurowed with age, red eyes, and a pointed, cooked 
noee, which reached down to her chin; in her walk she supported 
herself by a long stick, and yet it was difficult to say exactly how 
she walked, for she hobbled and shuffled along, and waddled as if 
she were on casters, and it was as if she must fall down eveiy in^ 
stant and break her pointed nose on the pavement. 

The cobbler's wife looked attentively at this old woman. For six- 
teen years she had been sitting daily in the market, yet she had 
never observed this strange figure, ana therefore involuntarily shud- 
dered when she saw the old hag hobbling towards her and stopping 
before her baskets. 

" Are you Jane, the greengrocer?" she asked in a disagreeable, 
croaking voice, shaking her head to and firo. 

" Yes, lam," replied the cobbler's wife; " what is your pleasure?' 

" We'll see, we'll see, we'll look at your herbs— look at your 
herbs, to see whether you have what I want," answered the old 
woman; and stooping down she thrust her dark brown, unsightly 
hands into the herb-basket, and took up some that were beautifully 
spread out, with her long spider-legged fingers, bringing them one 
by one up to her long nose, and smelling them all over. The poor 
woman almost felt her heart break when she saw the old hag handle 
her herbs in this manner, but she dared not say any thing to her, 
the purchasers having a right to examine the thmgs as they pleased; 
besides which, she ielt a singular awe in the presence oi this old 
woman. Aftet having searcned the whole basket, she muttered, 
" wretched stuff, wretched herbs, nothing that I want — ^were much 
better fifty years ago— wretched stuff ! wretched stuff !" 

Little James was vexed at these words. " Hark ye,'' he cried, 
boldly, "you are an impudent old woman; first you thrust your 
nasty brown fingers into these beautiful herbs and squeeze them to- 
gether, then you hold them up to your long nose, so that no one 
seeing this will buy them after you, and you abuse our goods, 
calling them wretched stuff, though nevertheless the duke's cook 
himsdLf buys all his herbs of us." 

The old woman leered at the bold boy, laughed disgustingly, and 
said in a hoarse voice, " Little son, httle son, you like m^ nose 
then, my beautiful long nose? You shall have one too m the 
middle of your face that shall reach down to your chin." 

While she thus spoke she shuffled up to another basket containing 
cabbages. She took the most beautiful white heads up in her hand, 
squeezed them together till they squeaked, and then tnrowing them 
into the basket again without regard to order, said as before, 
" Wretched things ! wretched cabbages !" 

" Don't wriggle your head about m that ugly fashion," cried the 
little boy, somewhat frightened; " why your neck is as thin as a 
cabbage-stalk and might easily break, then your head would &11 
into the basket, and who would buy of us?' 

"You don't like such thin necks then, eh?" muttered the old 

h2 
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woman with a laugh. '' You shall have none at all, your head 
shall be fixed between your shoulders, that it may not fall down 
from the little body." 

** Don't talk such nonsense to the little boy," at length said the 
cobbler's wife, indignant at the long-looHng, examining, and 
smelling of the things; *' if you wish to buy any thing be quick, 
for you scare away all my other customers." 

" Well, be it as you say," cried the old woman, with a furious 
look, '* I will buy these six heads of cabbages; but you see I must 
support myself by my stick, and cannot carry any thing, therefore, 
allow your little son to carry them home for me, I will reward him 
for it.''^ 

The little boy would not go with her, and began to cry, for 
he was terrifiea at the ugly old woman, but his mother com- 
manded him earnestly to go, as she thought it a sin to load the 
feeble old soul with this burden. Still sobbing, he did as he was 
ordered, and followed the old woman over the market. 

She proceeded but slowly, and was almost three-quarters of an 
hour before she arrived at a very remote part of the town, where 
she at length stopped in front of a small dilapidated house. She 
now pulled out of her pocket an old rusty hook, and thrust it 
dexterously into a small hole in the door, which immediately 
opened with a crash. But what was the astonishment of little 
James as he entered! The interior of the house was munifi- 
cently adorned, the ceiling and walls were of marble, the furni- 
ture of the most beautiful ebony, inlaid with gold and polished 
stones, the floor was of glass, and so smooth, that little James 
several times slip{)ed and fell down. The old woman now took 
a small silver whistle from her pocket, and blew a tune on it 
which sounded shrilly through the house. Immediately some 
guinea-pigs came down the stairs, and little James was much 
amazed at their walking upright on their hind legs, wearing on 
their paws nut- shells instead of shoes, men's clothes on their bodies, 
and even hats in the newest fashion on their heads. 

** Where are my slippers, ye rascally crew?' cried the old woman, 
stalking at them with lier stick, so that they jumped squeaking into 
the air ; ** how long am I to stand here waiting?" 

They quickly scampered up the stairs and returned with a pair 
of cocoa-nut shells Imed with leather, which they placed dexte- 
rously upon the old woman's feet. 

Now all her limping and shuflSing was at an end. She threw away 
her stick, and glided with great rapidity over the glass floor, pulling 
little James after her with her hand. At lencth she stopped in a 
room which was adorned with a great variety of utensils, and which 
almost resembled a kitchen, although the tables were of mahogany, 
and the sofas covered with rich cloth, more fit for a drawing-room. 

** Sit down," said the old woman, very kindly, pressing him into 
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a comer of a sofa, and placing a table before him in such a man- 
ner that he could not get out again; ** sit down, you have had a 
heavy load to carry, human heads are not so light — not so light.*' 

" but, woman,' replied the little boy, ** you talk very strangely; 
I am, indeed, tired, but they were cabbage heads I was carrying, and 
you bought them of my mother." 

*' Why, you know but little about that," said the old woman, laugh- 
ing, as she took the lid from the basket and brought out a human 
head, which she held by the hair. The little boy was frightened out 
of his senses at this; he could not comprehend how it all came to 
pass; and thinking of his mother, he said to himself, '' If any one 
were to hear of these human heads, my mother would certainly be 
prosecuted." 

" I must give you some reward now, as you are so good," mut- 
tered the old woman ; " have patience for a mmute, and I will prepare 
you a soup which you will remember all your life." Having said 
this, she whistled airain, and immediately there came first some 
guinea-pigs dressed uke human beings; they had tied round them 
kitchen aprons, fastened by a belt, in which were stuck ladles and 
carving-knives; after them came skipping in a number of squirrels, 
that wore large, wide Turkish trousers, walked upright, and had 
small caps of green velvet on their heads. These seemed to be the 
scullions, for they climbed very nimbly up the walls and brought down 
pans and dishes, eggs and butter, herbs and flour, and carried it to 
the hearth. The old woman slided continually to and fro upon her 
cocoa-nut slippers, and little James observed that she was very 
anxious to cook something good for him. Now the fire crackled 
and blazed up higher, there was a smoking and bubbling in the 
saucepan, ana a pleasant odour spread over the room, but the old 
woman kept running up and down, the squirrels and ffuinea-pigs 
after her, and as often as she passed the hearth she poked her long 
nose into the pot. At length it began to boil and niss, the steam 
rose from the pot, and the scum flowed down into the fire. She 
then took ofl* the saucepan, and pouring some into a silver basin, 
gave it to James. 

" Now, my dear little son, now," said she, ** eat this soup and 
you will have in your own person all that you admired so much in 
me. You shall moreover become a clever cook, that you may be 
something at least, but as for the herb, that you shall never find, be- 
cause your mother did not have it in her basket." 

The little boy did not exactly understand what she was saying, 
but was the more attentive to eating his soup, which he relished un- 
commonly. His mother had cooked various savoury soups, but never 
any like this. The flavour of the fine herbs and spice ascended from 
it, and it was at the same time very sweet, and very sharp and 
strong. While he was sipping the last drops of the delicious soup, 
the guinea-pigs lighted some Arabian incense which floated through 
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the room in blue clouds, which became thicker and ihicker, and then 
descended. The smell of the incense had a stupifying effect upon 
the boy; in vain did he repeatedly say to himself thiat he must return 
to his mother, for as often as he endeavoured to rouse himself, as 
often did he relapse into slumber and, at length, actually fell into 
a profound sleep upon the old woman's so&. 

Strange dreams came over him, while he thus slept. It seemed 
as if the old woman was taking off his clothes, and putting on him 
the skin of a squirrel. Now he could make bounds and climb like 
a squirrel ; he associated with the other squirrels and guinea-pigs, 
who were all very polite, decent people, and he did nis duly of 
waiting upon the ola woman in his turn with the rest. At first he 
had to perform the service of a shoeblack^ that is, he had to oil and 

Slish the cocoa-nut shells which his mistress wore instead of slippers. 
&ving often blacked and polished shoes at home, he performed 
his duty well and quickly. Ailer the lapse of about one year, he 
dreamt again, (according to the sequel of his dream) that he was 
employed for more delicate work, that is, in company with some 
other squirrels, he was obliged to catch the atoms m tne sun, and, 
when they had caught enough, to sift them through the finest hair- 
sieve, as the old woman considered them the nicest thing, and not 
being able to masticate well for want of teeth, had her bread pre- 
parea of such atoms. 

At the end of another year, he was raised to the rank of one of 
the servants who had to collect the water the old woman drank. 
But you must not suppose that she had a cistern dug for that 
purpose, or a tub placed in the yard to catch the nun-water; she 
had a much finer plan. The squirrels, and James with them, had 
to collect in their hazel-nut shells the dew from roses, and this was 
the beverage of the old woman. The labour of these water-carriers 
was not a very light one, as she used to drink a prodigious quantity. 
After another year, he was employed in in-door service, nis duty 
being to clean the floors, and as they were of glass and showed the 
least speck, it was not a very easy t^. He and his fellow-servants 
were obliged to brush the floors, and with pieces of old cloth tied 
to their leet dexterously skated about the rooms. In the fourth 
year, he received an appointment in the kitchen, which was so ho- 
nourable an office, that one could succeed to it only aft^er a long 
probation. James here served from scullion upwards to the post of 
first pastrycook, and acauired such an extraordmary skill and expe*- . 
rience in every thing relating to the culinary art, that often he could 
not help wondering at himself ; the most difficult things, pies com- 
posed of two hundred different ingredients, soups prepared with all 
the herbs of the globe, — all these, and many other things, he learned 
to make quickly and efficiently. 

Seven years nad thus passed away in the service of the old wo- 
man, when one day, pulling off her shoes of cocoa-nut, and taking 
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her basket and crutch in hand in order to go out, she told him to 
pluck a chicken, stuff it with herbs, and roast it nice and brown, 
during her absence. He did this according to the rules of his art; 
twisted the chicken's neck, scalded it in hot water, pulled out the 
feathers cleverly, scraped its skin smooth and fine, and then drew it. 
Next he began gathering the herbs with which he was to stuff the 
chicken. Now when he came to the chamber where these herbs 
were kept, he perceived a small cupboard in the waU that he had 
never before noticed, and finding tne door of it half open, he had 
the curiosity to go near, in order to see what it contained, when be- 
hold ! there stood a great many little baskets in it, firom which pro- 
ceeded a strong pleasant smell. He opened one of these little bas- 
kets, and found m it a herb of a most singular form and colour; its 
stalks and leaves were of a bluish green, and it had a flower of burn- 
ing red fringed with yellow at the top. He looked thoughtfullv at 
this flower, and smeUed it, when it emitted the same powerfiil odour 
as the soup which the old woman had cooked for him when he first 
came there. But the smell was so strong that he began to sneeze, 
was obliged to keep sneezing, and at last awoke, sneezmg still. 

He now found nimself upon the old woman's sofa, and looked 
around him with astonishment. ** Heavens !" he said to himself, 
'^ how vividly one may dream ; I would almost have sworn that I 
was a wanton squirrel, — a companion of guinea-pigs and other ver- 
min, but at the same time had oecome a great cook. How my mo- 
ther will laugh when I tell her dl this ! Sut will she not also scold 
me for fallingasleep in a strange house instead of helping her in the 
market ?" While eng^iged in these thoughts, he started up to run 
away; but his limbs were still quite stiff with sleep, and particularly 
his neck, for he was unable to move his head well to and iro. He 
could not help smiling at himself and his drowsiness, for every mo- 
ment, before he was aware, he ran his nose against a cupboard or 
the wall, or turning suddenly roimd, struck it against a door-post. 
The squirrels and guinea-pigs crowded whining around him, as if 
anxious to accompany him, and he actually invited them to do so 
when he was on the threshold, for they were nice little creatures, 
but they glided quickly back into the house on their nutshells, and 
he only heard them howling at a distance. 

As it was a very remote part of the town to which the old wo* 
man had brought him, he could hardly find his way through the 
narrow streets, and as, moreover, there was a great crowd of people, 
wherever he went, he could only account for this by supposing there 
must be a dwarf somewhere in the neighbourhood for snow, for he 
heard eveivwhere cries of, " Only look at the ugly dwarf! Where 
does the awarf come from? O ! what a long nose he has, and how 
his head sits between his shoulders, and look at his brown uffly 
hands !" At any other time, he would probably have followed the 
cry, for he was very fond of seeing giants and dwarfs, and any sort 
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of curious, foreign costume, but now he was obliged to hurry and 
get to his mother. 

He felt quite weary when he arrived at the market. He found 
his mother still sitting there, and she had a tolerable quantity of fruit 
in the basket ; he could not therefore have been sleeping long, but 
still it appeared to him, even at a distance, as if she were very melan- 
choly, for she did not call to those coming past to buy, but supported 
her head by one hand, and on coming closer he likewise thought she 
looked paler than usual. He hesitated as to what he should do ; and 
at lengtn mustering up courage, crept gently behind her, and putting 
his hand £imiliarly upon her arm, asked, *' Dear mother, what's the 
matter with you r are you angry with me ?" 

The woman turned round, but started back with a shriek of terror, 
8a3ring, " What do you want with me, you ugly dwarf ? Begone, 
begone ! I do not like such jokes." 

*' But mother, what is the matter with you ?" asked James, quite 
tierrified ; ** surely you must be unwell, wny will you turn your son 
away from you ?" 

*' I have told you already to be gone," replied Jane, angrily ; " you 
wiU not get any money from me by your juggleries, you ill-favoured 
monster.' 

*' Surely God has deprived her of the light of her intellect,'' said 
the dwarif, deeply grieved within himself ; " what shall I do to get 
her home ? Dear mother, pray do listen to reason ; only look well 
at me, I am indeed your son — your own James." 

** Why this is carrjdng the joke too far," she said to her neighbour ; 
" only look at that ugly dwarf; there he stands, and will no doubt 
drive away all my customers; nay, he even dares to ridicule my 
misfortune, telling me that he is my son, my own James, the impu- 
dent fellow." 

At this her neighbours rose, and began as much abuse as possible, 
(everyone knows that market women understand this well,) and re- 
proaching him with making light of poor Jane's misfortune, who 
seven years ago had had her beautiful Doy kidnapped, with one ac- 
cord they thr^tened to fall upon him ana tear lum to pieces, unless 
he took himself off immediately. 

Poor James did not know what to make of all this. Indeed it 
seemed to him that he had that very morning, as usual, gone to 
market with his mother, had helped her to lay out her fruit, and had 
afterwards gone with the old woman to her house, eaten some soup, 
slept a little while, and had now come back ; and yet his mother and 
her neighbours talked of seven years, calling him at the same time 
an ugly dwarf. What then was the change that had come over 
him? Seeing, at length, that his mother would no longer listen to 
any thing he said, he felt the tears come in his eyes, and went sor- 
rowfully down the street towards the stall where his father sat in the 
daytime mending shoes. 
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" I am curious to see," he thought to himself, " whether he, too, 
will disown me? I will place myself in the doorway and talk to 
him." And having come there he did so and looked in. 

The cobbler was so busily engaged at work that he did not see 
him ; but happening to cast a look towards the door, he dropped 
shoe, twine, and awl on the ground, and cried, with astonishment, 
** For Heaven's sake what is that?'* 

" Good evening, master," said the little dwarf, stepping inside the 
booth. ** How fare you?* 

" Badly, badly, my little gentleman," replied James's father, to 
his utter amazement; for he, too, did not seem to recognise him. 
" I have to do all the work myself, for I am alone and now getting 
old, and yet I cannot afford to keep a journeyman." 

" But have you no son to assist you in your work?" inquired the 
dwarf further. 

^' Indeed I had one, whose name was James, and he now must be 
a handsome, quick lad, twenty years old, who mi^t effectually assist 
me. Ah ! what a pleasant hfe I should lead I Even when he was 
twelve years old he showed himself quite handy and clever, and un- 
derstood a great deal of the business. He was a fine engaging little 
fellow; he would soon have brought me plenty of custom, so that I 
should no longer have been mending shoes and boots but making 
new ones. But so goes the world." 

" Where is your son, then?' asked James, in a tremulous voice. 

" That God only knows," replied his father. ** Seven years ago, 
yes ! it is just that now, he was stolen from us in the market-place.'* 

** Seven years ago, you say?* cried James, with astonishment 

'^ Yes, little gentleman, seven years ago; the circumstance is as 
fresh in my memory as if it had happened to-day, how my poor wife 
came home weeping and crying, saying that the child had not come 
back all day, and uiat she had inquired and searched everywhere 
without finding him. But I always said it would come to that; for 
James was a pretty child, no one could help sajring so, therefore my 
poor wife was proud of him and fond of hearing pjeople praise him, 
and often sent him with vegetables and such like things to the houses 
of the gentlefolks. All this was very well; he always received some 
present. But said I, mark me, the town is large, and there are 
many bad people in it, so take care of James. But it happened as 
I always said. Once there comes an ugly old woman to the market, 
bargains for some firuits and vegetables, and at length buys so much 
that she cannot carry it home nerself. My wife, kind soul, sends 
the lad with her, and — ^has never seen him again since that hour." 

** And that is now seven years, say you?* 

" Seven years this spring. We had him cried in the town, we 
went fix)m house to house inquiring; many had known and liked 
the pretlnr lad, and searched with us, but all in vain. Neither did 
any one know the woman who bought the vegetables; a very aged 
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woman, however, ninety years old, said, ^ it might possibly have 
been the wicked fairy, Erauterweis, who once in fifty years comes 
to the town to buy various articles.* " 

Thus spoke James's father hastily, hammering his shoes at the 
same time, and drawing out at great length the twine with both 
hands. Now by dq^rees light broke on the little dwarf's mind, 
and he saw what had happened to him, viz., that he had not been 
dreaming, but had served as a squirrel seven years with the evil 
fairv]* Kage and sorrow now fillea his heart almost to bursting. 

The old witch had robbed him of seven years of his youth, and 
what had he in exchange? What was it that he could polish slip- 
pers of cocoa-nut shell? that he could dean rooms with glass floors? 
that he had learned all the mysteries of cooking, from the guinea 
pigs? Thus he stood for some time meditating on his fate, when 
at length his father asked him — 

<< Do you want to purchase any thing, young gentleman? Perhaps 
a pair of new slippers or, peradventure, a case for your nose?" he 
added, smiling. 

" What do you mean about my nose?" asked James; '' why should 
I want a case lor it?" 

" Why,'^ replied the cobbler, " every one according to his taste; 
but I must tell you, that if I had such a terrible nose, I diould have a 
case made for it of rose-coloured morocco. Look here, 1 have a 
beautiful piece that is just the thing; indeed we should at least 
want a yam for it It would then be well guarded, my little gen- 
tleman; whereas now I am sure you will knock it against every 
door-post and carriage you would wish to avoid." 

The dwarf was struck dumb with terror; he felt his nose, it was 
full two hands long and thick in proportion. So then the old haf 
had likewise changed his person; and hence it was his mother diet 
not know him, and people called him an ill-favoured dwaif, 

** Master," said he, half crying to the cobbler, " have you no look- 
ing-fflass at hand in which I might behold myself?" 

" xoimg gentleman," replied his fiither, gravely, " you have not 
exactly been favoured as to appearance so as to make you vain, and 
you have no cause to look often in the glass. You haa better leave 
It off altogether. It is with you a particuhurly ridiculous habit." 

" Oh ! pray let me look m the glass," cried the dwarf. ** I as- 
sure you it is not from vanity." 

" Leave me in peace, I have none in my possession; my wife has 
a little looking-gla», but I do not know where she has hid it If you 
really must look into one,— why then, over the way lives Urban, the 
barber, who has a glass twice as big as your head; look in there, and 
now, good morning." 

With these words his father pushed him gently out of the stall, 
locked the door after him, and sat down again to his work. The 
little dwarf, much cast down, went over the way to the barber,, 
whom he well remembered in former times. 
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'' Good morning, Urban/' said he to him, '^ I come to beg a 
&voiir of you, be 8o kind as to let me look a moment in your look* 
ing.glas8/^ 

" With pleasure," cried the barber, laughing, " there it is;" and 
his customers who were about to be shayed laughed heartily with 
him. '* You are rather a pretty fellow, slim and genteel; jou haye 
a neck like a swan, hands like a queen, and a turn-up nose, such as 
one seldom sees excelled. A little yain you are of it, no doubt; but 
no matter, look at yourself, people shall not say that enyy prevented 
me from allowing you to see yourself in my glass." 

Thus spoke the barber, ana a yell of laughter resounded through 
the room. In the meantime the dwarf had stepped to the glass and 
looked at himself. The tears came in his eyes, while saying to him- 
self; '^ Yes, dear mother, thus you coiild not indeed recognise your 
James, he did not look like this in the days of your happiness, when 
you delighted to show him off before the people ?" His eyes had 
oecome little, like those of pigs; his nose was immense, hanging 
over his mouth down to his ^iin; his neck seemed to haye been 
taken away altogether, for his head sat low between his shoulders, 
and it was only with the greatest pain that he could move it to the 
right or left; his body was still the same size as it had been seven 
years ago, when he was twelve years old, so that he had grown in 
width what others do in height, between the ages of twelve and 
twenty. His back and chest stood out like two short, well-filled 
ba^; and this thick-set body was supported by small thin legs, 
wmch seemed hardly sufficient to support their burden; but so 
much the larger were his arms, which nimg down from his body, 
being of the size of those of a full-grown man; his hands were 
coarse, and of a brownish hue, his fingers long, like spiders' le^s, 
and when he stretched them to their full extent, he could touch the 
groimd without stooping. Such was little James's appearance, now 
that he had become an ugly dwarf. He now remembered the 
morning on which the old woman had stopped before his mother's 
baskets. All that he then had found fault with in her— viz., her long 
nose, and u^lj fingers— all these she had given him, only omitting 
her long, pa£ied neck. 

" Well, my prince, have you looked enough at yourself now?' 
said the barber, stepping up to him, and 8urve3ring him with a 
lau^h. " Truly, if we wished to dream of such a figure, we could 
hardly see one so comical. Nevertheless, I will make you a pro- 
position, my little man. My shaving-room is tolerably well fre- 
quented, but yet not so much so as I could wish. That arises from 
my neighbour, the barber Schaum, having discovered a giant, who 
attracts much custom to his house. Now, to become a giant is no 
^reat thing, after all, but to be such a little man as you, is indeed a 
different thing. Enter my service, little man, you shall have board 
and lodging, clothes and every thinj^; for this you shall stand in my 
door-way in the morning, and invite people to come in ; you shaU 
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beat up the lather, hand the towel to the customers, and you may 
be sure that we shall both make it answer; I shall get more cus- 
tomers through you than my neighbour by his giant; and you will 
get many presents." 

The httle man felt quite indignant at the proposal of serving as a 
decoy to a barber. But was he not obliged to submit patiently to 
this insulting offer? He, therefore, quietly told the barber he had 
no time for such services, and went away. 

Although the evil hag had thus stunted his growth, yet she had 
had no power to affect his mind, as he felt full well; for he no 
longer thought and felt as he did seven years since, and believed 
that he had become wiser and more sensible in the interval. He did 
not mourn for the loss of his beauty, nor for his ugly appearance, 
but only that he was driven from his father's door like a dog. How- 
ever, he resolved to make another trial with his mother. 

He went again to her in the market, and entreated her to listen to 
him patiently. He reminded her of the day on which he had gone 
with the old woman; he called to her mina all the particular inci- 
dents of his childhood, told her then how he had served seven years 
as a squirrel with the fairy, and how she had changed him because 
he had then ridiculed her person. 

The cobbler's wife did not know what to think of aU this. All that 
he related of his childhood agreed with her own recollections, but 
when he talked of serving seven years as a squirrel, she said, " It is 
impossible; there are no iSdries;* and when she looked at him she 
felt a horror at the ugly dwarf, and would not believe that he could 
be her son. At length she thought it would be best to talk the 
matter over with her nusband; therefore she took up her baskets and 
bade him go with her. 

On arriving at the cobbler's stall she said : " Look, this fellow pre- 
tends to be our lost James. He has told me all the circumstances, 
how he was stolen from us seven years since, and how he was en- 
chanted by a fairy." 

" Indeed," interrupted the cobbler in a rage, " has he told you 
this? wait, you rogue ! — I have told him all this an hour ago, and 
then he goes to make a fool of you. Enchanted you have been, my 
little chap, have you? Wait a bit, I will soon disenchant you !" So 
sajdng, he took a bxmdle of straps that he had just cut, jumped up 
towards the dwarf, and beat him on his humped back and his long 
arms, making the little fellow scream with pain and run crjring away. 
Now in that town, as in others, there were but few of those com- 

f)a8sionate souk who will support a poor unfortunate with a ridicu- 
ous appearance. Hence it was that the unlucky dwarf remained all 
day without food, and was obliged in the evenmg to choose for his 
night's quarters the steps of a church, though they were hard and 
cold. 

When on the following morning the first mys of the sun awoke 
him, he began seriously to think how he should prolong his exist- 
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ence, no^ that his father and mother had rejected him ; he was too 
proud to serve as a sign-board to a barber; ne would not hire him- 
self as a merry-andrew to be exhibited ; what then should he do? It 
now occurred to him that as a squirrel he had made considerable 
progress in the culinary art, and thought he might justly expect to 
prove a match for any cook; he therefore resolved to turn his art to 
advantage. 

As soon, therefore, as the morning had dawned, and the streets 
became animated, he entered a church and performed his devotions; 
thence he proceeded on his way. The duke (the sovereign of the 
coimtry) was a notorious gourmand, who kept a good table, and 
sought cooks in all parts of the world. To nis palace the dwarf 
went. When he arrived at the outer gate the porter asked his er- 
rand, and began to crack his .jokes on him; when he asked for the 
chief cook they laughed and led him through the inner courts, and 
wherever he went the servants stood still, looked at him, laughed 
heartily, and followed him, so that in a short time a great posse of 
menials of all descriptions crowded up the steps of the palace. The 
grooms threw away their curry-combs, the running footmen ran with 
all their might, the carpet-spreaders ceased beating their carpets, all 
crowded and thronged aroimd him, as if the enemy was at the gates, 
and the shouts of " A dwarf, a dwarf! have you seen the dwarf?" 
filled the air. 

At this moment the steward of the palace, with a furious counte- 
nance and a large whip in his hand, made his appearance at the 
door, crying, ** For Heaven's sake, ye hoimds, what is all this uproar 
for? Do you not know that our gracious master is still asleep?" At 
the same time he flourished his whip, laying it rather roughly 
about the backs of some grooms and porters. 

** "Why sir," they all cried, " don't you see .that we are bringing 
a dwarf, such a dwarf as you never saw?" The steward suppreied, 
though with diflSculty, a loud laugh, when he got sight of the little 
man, for he was afraid that laughter would derogate from his dignity. 
He therefore drove them all away with his whip except the dwan, 
whom he led into the house and asked what he wanted. Hearing 
that the little man wished to see the master of the kitchen, he re- 
plied, *' You make a mistake, my little son; I suppose you want to 
see me, the steward of the palace, do you not? You wish to become 
dwarf to the duke, is it not so ?" 

** No, sir," replied the dwarf, " I am a clever cook and skilled in 
the preparation of all sorts of choice meats; be so kind as to bring 
me to the master of the kitchen, perhaps he may be in want of my 
skiU." 

" Every one according to his wish, my little man; but you are 
an inconsiderate youth. To the kitchen ! why, as the duke's dwarf 
you would have nothing to do and plenty to cat and drink to your 
heart's desire, and fine clothes into the bargain. But wc shall see; 
your skill in the culinary art will hardly DC such as a cook to the 
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duke is required to possess, and you are too good for a scullion.'^ 
As he said the last words he took the dwarf by the hand and con- 
ducted him to the apartments of the master of the kitchen. 

On arriving there the dwarf said, with so deep a bow that his 
nose touched the floor^ '* Gracious, sir^ are you in want of a skilful 
cook?' 

The master of the kitchen^ surveying him from top to toe, burst 
into a loud fit of laughter, and said, " What, you a cook? Do 
you think that our hearths are so low that you could even look 
on one, though you should stand on tiptoe^ and stretch yoiu: head 
ever so much out of your shoulders? My good little fellow, who- 
ever sent you here to hire yourself as a cook, has been making a fool 
of you." Thus saying, the master cook laughed heartily, and was 
joined by the steward of the palace and all the servants in the room. 

But the dwarf was not to be discomposed by this. *' Of what con- 
sequence is it to waste a few eggs, a little syrup and wine, some 
flour and spice, upon trial, in a house where tnere are plenty? Give 
me some dainty oish to prepare," said he, " procure, all that is neces- 
sary for it, and it shall be immediately prepared before your eyes, so 
thatyou shall be constrained to avow that I am a first-rate cook." 

While the dwarf was saying all this, and many other things, it 
was strange to see how his litUe eyes sparkled, how his long nose 
moved to and fro, and his fingers, which were like spider's legs, suited 
their movements to his words. 

" Well!" exclaimed the master cook, taking the steward by the 
arm, " WeU ! be it so for the sake of the joke, let us go to the 
kitchen." 

They walked through several large rooms and corridors till they 
came to the kitchen. This was a large spacious building mag- 
nificently fitted up; on twenty hearths fires were constantly burning, 
clear water was flowing through the midst, serving also as a fish- 
pond; in cupboards of marble and choice wood, the stores were 
piled, which it was necessary to have at hand for use, and on either 
side were ten rooms, in which were kept all the delicious dainties for 
the palate which can be obtained in all the coxmtries of Europe or 
even the East. Servants of all descriptions were running to ana fro, 
handling and rattling kettles and pans, with forks ana ladles; but 
when the master cook entered, all stood motionless, and the crack- 
ling of the fire, and the rippling of the brook were alone to be 
he^. 

" What has the duke ordered for breakfast this morning ?' he 
asked an old cook, who always prepared the breakfast. 

** Sir, his highness has pleased to order the Danish soup, with the 
small red Hamburg dumplings." 

" Well,*' continued the master cook, ** did you hear what the duke 
wishes to eat ? Are you bold enough to attempt this difficult dish ? 
At all events the dumplings you will not be able to make, that is 
quite a secret." 
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'' Nothing easier than that/' replied the dwarf, to their astonish- 
ment ; for ne had often made this dish when he was a sqnirreL 
" Nothing easier, only give me the herbs, the spices, fat of a wild 
boor, roots and e^gs for the soup ; but for tlie dumplings," said he, in 
a low voice, so that only the master cook and the break&st-maker 
could hear, *' for the dumplings I want various meats, wine, duck's 
fat, ginger, and the herb called the stomach comforter/' 

" Ah, by St. Benedict, to what enchanter have you been appren- 
ticed ?' cried the cook in astonishment. " You have hit all to a nair, 
and as to the noted herb, we did not know of that ourselves ; yes I 
that must make the dish still more delicious. Oh I you miracle of 
a cook !*' 

" I should never have thought this," said the master cook, " but 
let us make the trial, give him all he asks and let him prepare the 
breakfest." 

His orders were obeyed, and the necessary preparations were made 
on the hearth ; but they now found that the dwarf could not reach 
it. Hiey therefore put two chairs together, laid a slab of marble on 
them, and asked the little wonder to step up and begin his skill. In 
a large circle stood the cooks, scullions, servants, and others, look- 
ing at him in amazement, to see how readily and quickly hepro- 
ce^ied, and how cleanly and neatly he prepared every thins, Wnen 
he had finished, he ordered both dishes to be put to the hre, and to 
be boiled imtil he should call out ; then he began to coimt one, two, 
three, and so on up to five himdred, when he cried out, " Stop, take 
them ofi^," and then invited the head cook to taste them. 

The taster ordered the scullion to bring him a gold spoon, which 
he first rinsed in the brook, and then gave it to the head cook. The 
latter, stepping up to the hearth with a mrave mien, took a spoonful, 
tasted it, and shutting his eyes, smacked nis lips with delight, saving, 
" Delicious ! by the duke^ life, delicious I Would you not like to 
taste a spoonful, Mr. Steward 7* The latter, bowing, took the spoon, 
tasted it, and was beside himself with delight. 

" With all due respect to your skill, dear breakfast-maker, you 
aged and experienced cook, you have never been able to make the 
soup or dumplings so delicious." 

The cook also tasted it, shook the dwarf reverentially by the hand, 
saying, '* My little man, you are a master of your art, yes, that herb 
• stomach comforter' imparts a peculiar charm to the whole." 

At this moment the duke's valet entered the kitchen, and in- 
formed them that the duke wished his breakfast. The prepara- 
tions were now dished up in silver, and sent up to the duke; but 
the head cook took the dwarf to his own room to converse with 
him. They had scarcely sat down long enough to say half a pater- 
noster, when a messenger came and called the head cook to the 
duke. He quickly put on his best clothes, and followed the mes- 
jsei^er. 

The duke looked well pleased. He had eaten all they had served, 
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and was just wiping his beard as the master-cook entered. " Mas- 
ter," said he, "1 have hitherto always been well satisfied with your 
cooks; but tell me who prepared the breakfast this morning r It 
never was so deUcious since I sat on the throne of my fathers; tell 
me the name of the cook, that I may send him a ducat as a present." 

" My lord, this is a strange story," replied the master; and he 
told the duke that a dwarf had been brought to him that morn- 
ing, who earnestly soUcited the place of a cook, and how all had 
happened. The duke was greatly astonished, ordered the dwarf 
to appear, and asked him who he was, and whence he came. Now 
poor James did not exactly wish to say that he had been en- 
chanted, and had served as a squirrel. But yet he adhered to truth, 
telUng him that he now had neither father nor mother, and had 
learned cooking of an old woman. Much amused by the strange 
appearance of his new cook, the duke asked no more questions, 
but said, ** If you wish to remain here, I will give you fifty ducats 
a-year, a suit of livery, and two pair of breeches beside. Your 
duty shall be to prepare my breaklast; yourself every day to give 
directions how the dinner shall be prepared, and to take the general 
superintendence of the cooking. As each in my palace has his 
proper name, you shall be called ' Nose,' and hold the office of 
sub-master-cook." 

The dwarf prostrated himself before the mighty duke, kissed his 
feet, and promised to serve him faithfully. 

Thus the dwarf was for the present provided for, and did honour 
to his office. And it must be remarked that the duke had become 
quite an altered man since Nose the dwarf had been in the palace. 
Formerly, he had often been pleased to throw the dishes and plates 
that were served up at the heads of the cooks; indeed, he even 
once, in a fit of rage, threw a fried calf's foot that was not suffi- 
ciently tender, with such violence at the head of the master-cook, 
that the latter fell to the groimd, and was compelled for three days 
to keep his bed. 'Tis true, the duke made him amends for what he 
had done by some handfuls of ducats, but still no cook ever came 
before him with his dishes, without trembling and terror. 

Ever since the dwarf had been in the pakce, all seemed to be 
changed, as if by magic. The duke, instead of three, had now five 
jneals a day, in order to relish properly the skill of his little servant, 
and yet never showed the least sign of discontent. Indeed, he 
found all new and excellent, was kind and pleasant, and became 
fatter daily. 

He would often in the midst of a meal send for the master-cook and 
the dwarf, set one on his right, and the other on the left hand, and 
put with his own gracious fingers some morsels of the delicious 
viands into their mouths; a favour which both knew how to appre- 
ciate fully. The dwarf was the wonder of the whole town, and peo- 
ple requested the permission of the master-cook to see him cook, 
while some of the principal folks prevailed upon the duke to permit 
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their serrants to profit by the instructions of the dwarf in his kitchen, 
by which he obtained much money, for those who came to learn 
paid daily half a ducat. In order, however, to keep the other cooks 
m good humour, and prevent jealousy, Nose let them have the 
money that was paid by the masters for instruction. 

Thus Nose lived almost two years in ffreat comfort and honour, the 
thought of his parents alone saddening nim, and nothing remarkable 
occurring until the following circiunstance happened. The dwarf 
being particularly clever, ana fortunate in his purchases, went him- 
self, as often as time permitted, to the market, to buy poultry and 
fruit. One morning he went to the poultry-market, and walking 
up and down inquired for fat geese such as nis master liked. His 
appearance, far from creating laughter and ridicule, commanded 
respect, tance he was known as the duke's celebrated cook, and each 
poultry- woman felt herself hapw if he but turned his nose to her. 
At length coming to the end of a row of stalls, he perceived in a 
comer, a woman with seese for sale, who did not, like the others, 
praise her goods, nor call to the customers. 

He stepped up to her, examined the geese, weighed them in his 
hand, and finding them to his liking, bought thr^, with the cage 
they were in, put them on his shoulders and trotted home. It ap- 
peared singular to him that only two of the geese cackled and cried 
like others, the third being quite quiet and thoughtful, and occa- 
abnallv groaning and moaning Hke a human being. 

*' Sue is not well," said he to himself, '* I must hasten to get home 
and dress her." But the goose replied, distinctly, 

«*Ifthoa8tick*stme, 
Why m Inte thee, 
And if mj neck thou twistest round. 
Thou soon wik lie below the ground.** 

Quite startled, the dwarf put down the basket, and the goose, 
looking at him with her fine mtelligent eyes, sighed. ^* Why what 
have we here?" cried Nose. " You can talk. Miss Goose. I never 
expected that. Well, make yourself easy; I know the world and 
will not harm so rare a bird. But I would wager something that 
you have not always been covered with feathers. Indeed I was once 
a poor squiirel mjrself." 

" You are right," replied the ^oose, " in sajring I was not bom 
with this dis^ceful disguise. Alas I it was never sung at my cradle 
that Mimi, me great Wetterbock's daughter, would be killed in the 
kitchen of a duke." 

'* Pray be easy, dear Miss Mimi,'' said the dwarf, comforting her, 
'^ for as sure as 1 am an honest fellow, and sub-master cook to his 
highness, no one shall touch vour throat. I will give you a stall ia 
my own apartments, you shall have enough food, and I will devote 
my leisure time to converse with you. 1*11 tell the others in the kit- 
chen that I am fattening a goose with various herbs for the duke, 
and at the first opportunity you shall be set at liberty." 

I 
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The goose thanked him, with teais in her eyes, ax^ the dwarf, as 
he had promified, killed die other two geese, bat buik a stall for 
Mimi, under the pretence of preserving h^ for some special occasion. 
Instead of feeding her on grain he gave her pastry and sweetmeats. 
As often as he had time he went to converse with her and comfort 
her. They related iheir histories to each other, and Nose learnt that 
she was the daughter of the enchanter, Wetterbock, who lived in 
ihe island of Gothland. Being involved in a quarrel with an old 
&iry, her £ither had been conquered by stratagems and cimning^ 
and out; of revenge the £dry had changed her into a goose, and 
brought her to the town. 

when Uie dwarf told his history, she said, ^'I am not inex- 
perienced in these matters, my father having given me and my sis- 
ters what instruction he was allowed to impart The story of the 
dispute at your mother's fruit stall, your sudden metamorphosis, 
when you smelled the herb, as well as the words the old woman 
used, show me that you are enchanted through herbs; that is to say, 
if you can find out the herb of which the iairy thought when she 
bewitched you, you may be disenchanted." This was but poor con- 
solation for the dwarf, for how should he find the herb? Yet he 
thanked her and felt some hope. 

About this time the duke had a visit fiK)m a neighbouring prince, 
his firiend. He, therefore, ordered the dwarf to appear, and said, 
" Now is the time for you to show whether you serve me faithfully 
and are master of your art. The prince, who is now visiting me, 
keeps, as is well known, the best table afier me. He is a great con- 
noisseur in good living, and a wise man. Let it now be your care 
to supply my table every day so that his astonishment shall daily be- 
come greater. But you must not, imder pain of my displeasure, re- 
peat the same dish during his visits. You may ask of my treasurer 
all you want, and should it be needful to firy gold and diamonds you 
must do it. I would rather become poor than forfeit his good opi- 
nion of my taste.** 

When the duke had concluded, the dwarf bowed most req>ect- 
fully, saying, *^ be it as you say, my lord; please God I dball do all 
to gpiti^ the palate of this prince of gourmands." 

The htde cook now mustered all his skill. He did not spare his 
master's treasures, and still less did he spare himself. He was 
seen all day at the fire, enveloped by clouds of smoke, and his yoioe 
constantly resounded through the vaults of the kitchen, for he go- 
verned the scuUions and under cooks. 

During a fortnight the fore^ prince lived happily, and feasted 
sumptuously with the duke. They ate not less than five times a 
day, and the duke was delighted with his dwarf, seeing satisfaction 
expressed on the countenance of his guest. But on the fifteenth day 
it nappened, that the duke, while at table, sent for the dwarf, 
presented him to his guest, and asked how he was satisfied with 
nis cooking?" 
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^ T<m wee a wonderfiil cook," iq>lied the prince, ^' and know 
what good living is. All the time I have been heie you have 
not repeated a single dish, and have prepared every thing exquisitely. 
But pray tell me, whj have yon not all this time prqiared that 
queen of dishes, the pe called ' souzeraine?' " 

The dwarf was starded at this question, for he bad never heard 
ol this queen of pies; however he recovered bimsdif and replied, 
'^ My lord, I was in hopes that your serene countenance would 
shine some lime yet on this court, therefore I deferred this dish; 
for with what dish but the queen of pies should the cook honour 
the day of vour departure?' 

^' Indeea !"said the duke, laughing; *' I suppose thai you wish to 
wait for the day of my deaih to honour me, for you have never yet 
sent it up to me. But think of another dish to celebrate the depar* 
tore, for to-morrow that pie must be on the table." 

" Tour pleasure shall oe done, my lord," replied the dwarf, and 
retired. But he went away uneasv, for the day of his disgrace 
and misfortune had come. He did not know how to prepare this 
pie. He went therefore to his chamber, and wept over his fitte, 
when the goose Mimi, who was allowed to walk about, came up 
and inquired the cause of his gnef When she heard of the pie, 
^' Dry your tears," said she, '* tnis dish came often to my father's 
table, and I know pretty weU what is necessary for it; you have 
only to take such and such things in certain quantities, and should 
these not be all that are xesSLjr necessary, I trust that the taste of 
these gentlemen is not sufficiently refined to discover the defi- 
ciency. 

At these words the dwarf danced with joy, blessed the day on 
which he had purchased the goose, and set about making this 
Queen of pies. He first made a trial in miniature, and lol the 
flavour was exquisite, and the master-cook, to whom he gave the 
small pie to taste, praised once more his ^reat skill. 

The following day he prepared the pie on a larger scale, and, 
after having gi^nished it with flowers, sent it hot as it came firom 
the oven to table. After which he dressed in his best and went 
to the dining-halL On entering, he found the steward engaged 
in carving l£e pie, and presenting it on silver dishes to the duke 
and his guest. The duke swallowed a large piece, turned his ejcB 
upward, saying ^'ha! ha! ha! justly is una called the queen of 
pes; but my dwarf is also a king of cooks. Is it not so, my friend?' 

His guest took a small morsel, tasted it carefully, and smiled 
somewhat scornfully and mysteriously. 

*' The ihin^ is made pretty well," replied he, pushing his plate 
away, '* but it is not quite the Souzeraine, as I well imagmed.'^ 

At this the duke frowned with indignation, and turned red^ 
saying, " You hound of a dwarf, how dare you do this to your 
knrd? I wiU have your big head cut off as a punishment for your 
bad cooking." 

I 2 
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" Ah, my lord/' said the dwarf trembling, " for Heaven's sake 
have compassion on me; I have made that dish, indeed, according to 
the proper receipt, and am sure that nothing is wanting." 

** Tis a lie, you knave," repUed the duke, giving him a kick, "'tis 
a lie; else my guest would not say there was something wanting. I 
will have you yourself cut up and baked in a pie." 

" Have compassion on me !" exclaimed the dwarf, shuffling on 
his knees up to the prince, and clasping his feet; " tell me what is 
wanting to this pie and why it does not suit your palate: let me not 
die for a handful of meat or flour." 

" This will not avail you, my good Nose,'* repUed the prince, 
laii^hin^; " even yesterday I thought you would not be able to 
make this dish as well as my cook. Know there is wanting a herb 
called Sneeze-with-pleasure, which is not even known in this coun- 
try. Without it this pie is insipid, and your master will never eat 
it in such perfection as I do." 

At this the duke flew into a rage, and cried with flashing eyes: 

*' I will eat it in perfection yet, for I swear by my princely 
honour, that by to-morrow I will either have the pie set before you, 
such as you desire it, or the head of this fellow shall be spiked on the 
gate of my palace. Go, you hound, I give you once more twenty- 
tour hours !' cried the duke. 

The dwarf again went to his chamber and mourned over his fate 
with the goose that he must die, as he had never heard of this herb. 
" If it is nothing more," said she, '* I can help you out of the diffi- 
culty, as my father has taught me to know all nerbs. At any other 
time your death, no doubt would have been certain, and it is fortu- 
nate for you that we have a new moon, as the herb is only then in 
flower. Now tell me, are there any old chesnut trees in the neigh- 
bourhood of the palace?" 

" Oh yes," replied Nose, with a lighter heart, ** near the lake, 
about two hundred yards from the paLslce, there is a clump of them; 
but what of them?" 

" Why," said Mimi, " the herb only flowers at the foot of them. 
Now let us lose no time but go to fetch what you want; take me on 
your arm, and put me down when we get out, that I may search 
for you." 

He did as she requested, and went towards the^te of the palace, 
buX here the porter levelled his gtm and said: " My good Nose, it is 
all over with you, you must not pass; I have strict omers respecting 
you." 

" But I suppose I may go into the earden," replied the dwarf. 
" Be so good as to send one of your fellow servants to the master of 
the palace, and ask whether I majr not go into the garden to fetch 
herl^. The porter did so and permission was given, smce, the garden 
having high walls, escape was impossible. But when Nose and Mimi 
had got out he put her carefully down, and she ran quickly before 
him towards the lake, where the chesnuts were. He followed with 
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a heavy heart, smce this was his last and only hope. If she did not 
find the herb he was resolved rather to plunge into the lake than to 
have his head cut off. The goose searched in vain under all the 
chesnut trees; she turned every herb with her beak, but no trace of 
the one wanted was to be found, and she now began to cry out of 
compassion and fear for the dwarf, as the evening was already grow- 
ing dusk, and the objects around were difficult to distinguish. 

At this moment the dwarf cast a glance across the lake, and cried 
suddenly : '* Look, look, yonder across the lake there stands a large old 
tree; let us go there and search; perhaps ray luck may bloom there." 
The^oose hopped and flew before him, and he ran after her as quickly as 
his short legs would permit him ; the chesnut tree cast a large shade, 
and it was so dark around that scarcely anything could be distin- 
guished; but suddenly the goose stopped, flapped her wings for joy, 
put her head quickly into the high grass, and plucked something 
which she reached cnracefully with her bill to the astonished Nose, 
saying; '* There is the herb, and plenty is growing here, so that you 
will never want for it." 

The dwarf looked thoughtfully at the herb, and a sweet odour 
arose from it, which immediately reminded him of the scene of his 
metamorphosis; the stalk and leaves were of a blueish green, bear- 
ing a slowing red flower, with a yellow edge. 

" God be praised!" he now exclaimed, ** What a miracle! I be- 
lieve this is the very herb that transformed me from a squirrel into 
this hideous form; snail I make atrial, to see what efiect it will have 
on me !" 

** Not yet," entreated the goose. " Take a handful of this herb 
with you, let us go to your room and put up all the money and 
whatever you have, and then we will try the virtue of the hero." 

They did so, and went again to his room, the dwarf's heart 
beating audibly with anticipation. Afler having put up about fifty or 
oxty ducats which he had saved, he tied up his clothes in a bimdle, 
and said: " If it please God, I shall get ria of my burthensome de- 
formity." He then put his nose deep into the herb and inhaled its 
odour. 

Now his limbs be^m to stretch and crack, he felt how his head 
started from his shoulders, he squinted down on his nose and saw it 
became smaller and smaller, his back and chest became straight, and 
his 1^ longer. 

The goose viewed all this with great astonishment, exclaiming, 
'* Ah, what a tall handsome fellow you have now become. God he 

S raised, there is no trace left in you of what you were before." Now 
ames was highly rejoiced, he folded his hands and prayed. But 
his joy did not make him forget what he owed to Mimi the goose; 
his heart indeed urged him to go to his parents, yet firom gratitude 
he overcame his wish and said, " To whom but to you am I in- 
debted that I am again restored to my former self ? Without you I 
should never have found this herb, but should have continued for ever 
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in that form, or dse liave died under tbe axe of the cEccutioper. 
Wdl, I will repaj you. I will brin^ you back to your fiither; he 
bang 80 expenenced in magic win be able easily to diaenchaat 
you/* 

The goose shed tearsof joy and accepted hia otkr. James fortu- 
nately escaped unknown mm the palace with his goose, and started 
on his way for the sea-coast toward Mimi's home. 

It is needless to add that their journey was successful, that Wet- 
terbock disenchanted his daughter, and dismissed James laden with 
jnesents; that the latter returned to his native town, that his par^ils 
with delight recognized in the handsome young man their lost son, 
that he, with the presents that he had reoeiYed, purchased a abc^ 
and became wealthy and happy. 

Only this much may be added, that after his departure from the 
duke's palace, there was a great sensation, for when, on the next 
morning, the duke was about to fulfil his oath, and to have the 
dwarf beheaded in case he had not discovered the herbs, he was 
nowhere to be found; and the prince maintained that the duke had 
let him escape secretly rather than lose his best cook, and accused 
him of breaking his word of honour. This circumstance gave rise 
to a great war between ihe twoprinces, which is well known in 
history by the name of the " Herb War." Many battles woe 
jbught, but at len^h a peace was concluded, in^ch is now called 
the *' Pie Peace," because at the festival of reconciliation iihe Sou- 
zeraine, queen of pies, was prepared by the prince's cook, and 
relished by the duke in the highest degree. 

Thus the most trifling causes often lead to the greatest result; and 
tins, reader, is the stc»ry of '^ Nose, the Dwarf." 
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A TALE OF THE THIRTY YEARS' WAR. 
BY C. F. VAK DER VELDB. 

The beautiful Tugendreich von Starschedel was standing in the 
baronial hall of her ancestral castle before the pedigree of her family, 
which occupied the space between two pillars in the walL Her 
little hand powerfully pressed her heaving bosom, as if it wished to 
check the violent palpitation of her agitated heart, and her dark 
blue eyes wandered stealthily from the gay escutcheons and glanced 
through the lofty arched windows into tne open riding-course, in 
which Axel, the groom, was just then breaking in a young stallion, 
with all the grace and strength of the horse-tamer Castor. 

" Well," said Gundchen, her maid, who was leaning against the 
window, " there is nothing, in my opinion, like a eood horseman. 
Only look, gracious Fraulein, how the untamed animal is rearing, 
and how the man sits on him like a puppet.'* 

" That is a silly picture, if it is intended to be flattering," said 
Tugendreich, and blushing, she stepped to the window, as she feared 
she had betrayed herself. 

" Do not torment yourself so much. Axel," cried the baron from 
the window. " You and Hippolytus may break your necks toge- 
ther; he is sure not to leap, and the master of the stable has given 
him up already." 

" All depends on the rider," replied Axel, with powerful voice. 
^' He shall leap, I assure you, though he had Wallenstein and Tilly 
on him." So saying, he pressed the snorting animal with great 
strength, and gaUopped with him to the end of the course, that he 
might better I^p the bar. 

*' A devil of a fellow this Axel," said the nobleman, laughing in 
approbation. 

" Heavens 1" shrieked Gundchen, " there will be an accident," 
and Tu£;endreich suppressed a sigh of anguish. With frightful side- 
leaps, the black horse furiously galloped towards the bar. At this 
moment the little daughter of the gardener ran across the course, and 
firightened at the approaching furious steed, fell just under his fore 
feet Terror prevented the spectators fix)m crying out, but Axel saw 
the child at the critical moment when the hoof was raised over its 
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head, and, tUnkmg of its peril, only reined the leaping horse sud- 
denly in with such force that he fell rearing on his haunches. 

" He will fall back," cried the baron. 

" I cannot look upon it,'' exclaimed Gundchen, holding her hands 
before her eyes, and Tugendreich leaned against the recess as white 
as her veil. In the meanwhile Axel had given the horse so violent 
a blow on the head, that he was on his legs again and stood trembling; 
he dismounted, lifted the crying child gently from the ground and kiss- 
ing it, carried it to its mother, who came up running and shrieking. 

** Gallantly done," cried the nobleman, " but the experiment might 
have cost your life." 

" Better that Hippolytus and I should die than the innocent child," 
replied AxeL He mounted again, and the steed now knowing his 
master, leaped readily and gracefully without a run over tlie nigh 
bar. 

" Well done," cried the nobleman again. '* Come up, you shall 
have a bottle of vdne for that." " I must first cool the animal," was 
AxeVs short reply, as he rode off in a gentle trot. " This fellow is 
not to be bought for gold," muttered the baron ; '* but he sometimes 
assumes a tone that makes it doubtful which of us two is the master 
and which the groom." 

Tugendreich, agitated by the scene she had just witness^, was 
about to leave the hall. On her way, she again passed the pedi- 
gree, and turning her flowing countenance upon it, a black escutcheon 
met her eye. Tnis belonged to a lateral relation whom her father had 
only recently struck out on accoimt of a misalliance. With a gloomy 
foreboding she gazed at it, then cast an anxious glance upon the one 
bearing her name, and hurried sobbing from the nail. 

About an hour after this, Tugendreich met the dangerous groom 
in the anti-room of her father's closet. Their eyes flashed as they 
met each other, but both immediately looked on the ground while a 
blush, like the sky tinged by the rising sun, overspread her cheeks. 
" The gardener's little Rosa has recovered from her fright," she whis- 
pered softly, ** I have just left her." 

" May heaven reward you, Friiulein, that sent you upon earth as a 
ministering reconciling angel !" cried the groom with transport. 

'* But promise me, Axel, not to ride so furiously again ; I have 
been in great anxiety about thee," stammered Tugendreich, becom- 
ing confused in the midst of her speech, as she had not yet settled in 
her mind as to whether she should address this groom by '* thee," or 
"you."* 

" About me? This makes me indescribably happy," said Axel with 
delight, and suddenly raised her beautiful hand to his lip, imprint- 
ing a fiery kiss on it. At this she appeared angry, withdrew her 

* JDac in Germaii would here imply more flEuniliarity firom a long acquaintance; 
Ikr would be more distant and cold. 
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hand from his bold grasp, though a minute too late, and saying, '' Tou 
forget yourself," quickly left me room. 

Axel's eyes followed her with rapture, and he then entered his 
master's room and found him in company with Magister Talander, 
his spiritual adviser and factotum, playmg chess, and exchanging 
high words. In vain did the excited magister prove from Damiano^ 
PniUippo^ Carreray and Gustavo SelenOj that the adversary's piece 
which threatened one of the squares over which the king must be 
moved, was one of the five impediments to castling the King. In 
vain did he assert that PalmedeSj Xerxes^ Satrensliah^ and even 
Tamerlan could not have played otherwise. The baron stood to his 
own opinion, and said, tne absurdity of the rule was so evident, 
that even his groom Axel, if he had but a notion of the moves, could 
not but see it 

" I know the moves, and you are wrong," interrupted Axel. 
With open mouth, the master wondered at the impudence of his ser- 
vant, who quiedy added : " You forget that the question here is about 
a paltry king of chess, about an indolent, cowardly despot, who is 
only bom to be protected by his people; and if ever compelled to 
act himself, moves in a narrow, pitiiul dit^le. It is quite consistent 
that such a king should take the only important step m his life with 
the utmost caution, and avoid doing it if there is the least appe^ 
ance of danger. My king, indeed, would not recognise himself in 
this picture. 

" What does the fellow mean by talking about his king?" mut- 
tered the old baron. " Our gracious sovereign is the elector of 
Saxony." 

" But not mine,*' was Axel's proud reply. " I have the honour 
to be a Swede." 

'^ For heaven's sake, Magister, tell me whence this fellow gets his 
pride, and bold words?" asked the baron sofUy. 

** Why, I have ahready had my meditations on that subject," 
replied he, with a shake of the head; and the old baron said, in a 
commanding tone to Axel : '' There's your wine, but you shall drink 
to the health of our lord elector." 

** Most joyfully," replied Axel, filling a bumper, and raising it in 
the air; " here's to the health of your noble elector, and my heroic 
king, and may the concluded alliance prove a blessing to Saxony 
and to Sweden for many generations to come." 

'^ Well, that is something new again," replied the baron, sarcas^ 
tically; *' I suppose you were in the cabinet when the alliance was 
concluded. Unfortunately we have not come to that yet" 

" We have come to it, my lord," replied Axel, familiarly tap- 
ping the baron on the shomder; *' your elector is no chess king, 
who is afi»id to take a quick and decisive step that shall decide the 
welfare of his land." 

He went away, and the two old gentlemen sat, struck with 
astonishment, staring at each other, like the pair of lions at Dresden. 
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In mdancholy mood, Tugendreich was standing \x£on an dd 
decayed shaft, to which her walk had brought her, and her maid, 
like Fiaulein's little spaniel, was crawling about among the bodies 
in search of something. At this mcHnent Talander came up to 
them, laden with a large bundle of plants on his return from bo- 
tanising. To his inquiries, as to what they were in search of, 
IWendreich informed him, that, in running down a hill, she had 
laid hold of a branch, and twisted &om her finger a beautiM sap- 
phire ring, a beloved legacy of her late mother, which had probably 
rolled into the shaft, as they had at present searched for it in vain. 

*^ Oh, what youthftd levity !" replied the magister, in a grum- 
bling voice. *' This precious stone ought not to have been merdy 
valuable to you as a remembrance of your revered mother, but, 
having been dug and cut out imder particular constellations, it was 
the tAiifffiian of your life. Have you been forgetful enough not to 
remember that the greatest secrets of nature he in verbis^ herbu et 
kqndibusf A foreboding which rarely deceives me, tells me that 
this loss will have a decisive influence on your &te." 

Tugendreich listened anxiously to the words of the old tutor, 
which she was wont to consider as oracles. 

<' Do not gneve too much, however," continued the old man, in 
a mildex tone, '* the same foreboding tells me also that the hand 
from which you will receive back the lost stone, will also lead you 
to the true happiness of your life." Thus saying, he walked slowly 
down the foot-path towards the castle, while Tugendreich lookea 
thoughtfully after him. A crackling and rustling was heard in the 
branches of an old pine-tree standing near the snaft, and from its 
top, which touched a hi^h rock, descended a sturdy huntsman, 
boldly leaping from bougn to bough, who soon stood before the 
airtonished maiden as Azd. 

''I overheard all," he said, with rapture, *' and joyfully will risk 
my life to make good the prophetic words of Talander. You shall 
see me either with ike ring or not at alL In the latter case shed a 
tear over my grave." And before ih& Fniulein could raise her hand 
to prevent nim, the audacious man rushed into the shafl, and with a 
dnU and rumbling noise pieces of earth and stones rolled after him 
into the dark abyss. 

'' He is lost," ^hed Tugendreich, onking into the arms of Gund- 
chen, who, astonOied by the clear light which broke upon her at 
this moment, could not j(eel the same jgrief for the lost man. 

Widi a look of affection Tugendreich bent down over the shaft, 
80 that Gundchen diought it t^visable to lay hold of the dress of 
her mistaress to prevent ner ftom following her beloved, shoidd she 
be inclined todoso. A joyful sound now resounded fiom die d^tk 
bdow, and immediately Axel was struggling up the shaft throu^ 
various minerals that had shot out in the shape of goblins, and with 
bleeding hand presented the lost ring to the Fraulein. With a 
heavenfy look the astonished giri thaiHrnd him, while teaa of gra* 
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titade fell on the woimded hand, wUch AxA cbl^cAj Idased away. 
Now, for the first time, she saw the blood on his hand, shrieked 
aloud, and insisted upon binding the wound herself of which she had 
been the cause. Slowly he off^ed his hand. Not seeing the hand- 
kerchief which her maid offered, the Fraulein took her own, binding 
it with the ribbon of the bow she wore on her own bosom. As Ae 
let go his hand Axel fancied that he felt a gentle pressure, but be- 
fore he had time to think of this happj moment in which he saw a 
ibol of his future happiness, the lovely girl had fled like a 

jhtened roe. As if in a dream he dowlj pursued his way to the 
castle, where Talander received him at the gate, being commissioned 
firom the Fraulein, and ready for every emergency, took out his case 
of surgical instruments to dress his wound in due form. While 
doin^ this the old man said, *' You have a fine hand, almost too de- 
licately formed for your station; I suppose you have also seen mili- 
tary service, these hard parts show that you have frequently handled 
4e sword." 

Ah, true," stammered the patient, embarrassed. 
You seem altogether a strange customer," continued Talander 
^and I am somewhat curious to know more of you. Fray just show 
me the palm of your hand." 

^' Never mind such fooleries, magister," said Axel, withdrawing 
his hand. 

*^ Only ignorance judges hastily of what it does not understand," 
said the mamster, angrily. '* How can you thus with contempt reiect 
that noble cniromancy to which I have devoted myself for nearly a 
generation." Fcxrcibly seizing the wounded hand he examined it 
kmg and closely, then said, muttering, '^ Well, these lines indicate 
that you were bom for something superior to a stable. This line 
may be truly called the cmgulum venerisj it promises success in love; 
ana here are fame and honour and high dirties. Ah, ah, ficiend, 
you are not what you appear." 

^' Your crotchets decenre you in a singular manner,'* said Axd, 
embarrassed, and wishing to escape. 

'^The <dd Talander is no woman," said the ma^ster, ^'and there- 
fcre has no crotdiets, and has never deceived himself yet'' And, 
retaining his hdd of Axel, he added, " I tell you ^^hdy you are no 
groom, and if you were not a good evangehcal Christian, and had 
not a pair of dear faithful eyes, dirough which (me may imagine 
that one can look into your very heart, I should say you had some 
wicked design, and I should communicate my suspicions to the baron." 

" By heavens and my honour," cried Axel, warmly, " my inten- 
tions are pore." 

** A groom may indeed be an hcmest man," said Talander, mock- 
ingly, '^ but it is something uncommon for him to give his word of 
honour; it sounds rather cavalier-like, and you mustactmoiein cfaar 
xader. I have done now," continued he, fiofeening the bandam; 
^ give me the handkerchief and ribbon to letnm to the Fniiikin. 
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'^ Never," cried Axel, as he concealed the precious pledges in his 
bosom. 

" * Never;' say you, youngster! you are rather too bold for me," 
said the old man, menacing with his finger. '* Go, settle it your- 
self with the Friiulein. There she stands in the garden, near the 
rose-tree, herself the most beautiful rose in the garden. How 
wicked must be that worm that would malignantly approach this 
flower to poison its sweet bloom — are you not of the same 
opinion?' 

" Indeed I am of the same opinion," said the groom; " be un- 
concerned about this sweet flower which so proudly sets forth your 
care as its gardener. With the ray of love it will bloom more beau- 
tifully, and if myrtle and laurel shsul once be entwined around it you 
will weep tears of joy." 

'* Amen," said the old man, with emotion, and Axel ran to the 
garden to Tu^endreich. 

^' The magister demanded from me the handkerchief and ribbon 
in your name, Fmulein," said Axel; " I only bring you back the 
former, stained with the blood which flowed for you. May it speak 
a fiiendly word for poor Axel, when some day he will sigh far from 
you. The ribbon I must keep. It rested on your angeuc heart, it 
IS hallowed, and it will also hallow and purify the heart upon which 
it shall rest from this time." 

Tugendreich wished to answer but vras imable, she wished to look 
up but could not. It then occurred to her that she ought really to 
be indignant at this audacity, but that she could do still lees; and 
the beautiful rose which she held in her hand became the victim of 
her inward struggle, for she plucked off leaf after leaf, dropping them 
on the ground. 

*' May I keep the ribbon?" asked Axel, imploringly. She at 
leneih raised her beautiful eyes, and a ray of love flashed powerfully 
from them. Enraptuied he s^tehed out h» arms to emW her; 
deeply blushing, she sank into them, and he pressed the first pure 
kiss of ardent love on her lip. At this moment the baron suddenly 
appeared from behind the nedge, contemplating the group with a 
truly noble horror, "Beeone to the castle!" he cried to his 
daughter; " to the stable !" he cried, in a voice of thunder, to Axel. 
Like a finger-post, he pointed to the places mentioned, and the 
finghtened couple obeyed in silence. 



In anxious expectation of what would follow, Tugendreich had 
been standing for some time in the window of the baronial hall, 
from which ske had in the morning admired Axel's horsemanship, 
when her fitther came up to her witn a wrathful coimtenance, seized 
her hand, and led her to the gigantic portrait of the ancestors of 
the Starschedels, which gloomily and menacingly looked down, as it 
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were, from the gold frame upon the delinquent '^ Who is that?' 
asked the baron, with suppr^sed wrath. 

'* Magnus von Starcshedel, the founder of our &milj," repeated 
Tugendreich, words which had been impressed on her memory from 
in£uicj. '* In the war against the emperor, Henry IV., Duke 
Rodolph of Swabia dubbed him knight, A.D. 1078, at Stronow, 
near Mellenstadt; and he fell in the battle fought against the same 
emperor, near Wurzburg, A.D. 1086, after his valour had contri- 
buted to gain the victory." 

'* What think you this glorious knight would have done, if he had, 
like myself, seen you firom behind the hedge?' asked her father, 
while Tugendreich cast her eyes down on the squares of the inlaid 
floors. *' He would have deft the head of the unfaithful servant," 
continued the baron, raising; his voice, *^ and thrown the degenerate 
girl into the dimgeon, until he should have placed her and her pas- 
sion for ever in a cloister." 

The Fraulein gave a silent assent to the justice of this sentence. 

*' Tugendreich ! Tugen<ireich I" continued her father, reproaching 
her; " why did I rive you this lovely name?* I ought to have 
christened you Phmppe, for Talander has interpreted mis name to 
me, to mean a lover of horses, and it woula therefore be some 
excuse for your predilection for the stable." ' 

Now a feeling of pride rose within her, and she cried " I deserve 
blame, but do not merit your contempt. My feelings are pure, and 
I need not be ashamed of him." 

The furious impetuosity of noble wrath would now have broken 
through the last barrier of paternal love, when fortunately for the 
poor Fraulein a loud shriek of terror resounded from the courtyard, 
and Talander entered the hall with a countenance as pale as death. 
^^ May God and his holy gospel protect us," exclaimed the old man. 
'' A swarm of Croats is stormmg through the country, and may pro- 
bably come this very night." 

" Well," replied the baron, with affected composure, " Saxony 
has nothing to fear from the troops of his Imperial Majesty." 

** So you think, my lord, but I do not," rejoined the magister, 
trembling. ** People whisper already about the alliance concluded 
between Saxony and Sweden, and if the Croats are terrible even as 
friends, may Heaven preserve us against their inroads as enemies. 
They are said to commit the most awful havoc on the estates of the 
protestant noblemen." 

The baron fell into an arm-chair as if thunder struck, and Tugen- 
dreich was wringing her white hands as Axel entered the halL A nel- 
met covered his head, a sword was rattling at his side, and before the 
old baron could think of his wrath agamst him, he said in a firm 
and manly tone, '^ The Croats are approaching, and will not want a 
pretext for committing their depredations here as they have done 

• The nime Tngendieich meuis ** rich in Tirtoe." 
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eveiT where else; your property and Hfe, aa:id ihe honour of your 
lovely daughter are in jeopardy. Nothing but a bold reeistance cm 
we you. Isohuii's followers spare nothings not even those who sub- 
mit readily." 

" Are you out of your senses?" asked the baron. " With what 
foroe am 1 to begin the stru^le t^ainst an imperial army?' 

^ Only he who abandons hiEnseu is abandoned/' said AxeL '' This 
eastle has hi^h, strong walls and deep moats. I have raised a whole 
village, and nave armed your ranger and servanta If they follow 
my advice they will all take refuse here with their property. We 
must give up the village, and hold out here until succour comes." 

Surprised by AxeTs bold deagn and chivalrous omduct, old 
Starschedel sat there as incapable of opposition as of coming to a re- 
solution of his own. ^' The means are deiqperste," said Talander, 
^^ but I see no other way of proceeding." 

'' But what of the imperial band?' sighed &e cM baron. 

^^ We do not reast the imperial troc^," ar;^ued the magister, 
cunningly. *^ We only protect our property i^amst marauders and 
lobbOT, who plunder the country omtoiy to tEe wffl of his iinperial 
majes^. 

^^ Tdl the people firom the balcony that I act in accordance with 
your wish," said Axel, '^ and leave me rest to me." 

Starschedel looked inquiringly at his oracle, who returned a nod 
of approbation, and submitted patiently to be dragged to the balcouT 
by Ajcel, where he delivered general orders of obedience to Axel, 
though often interrupted by shortness of breath. A loud vioat re- 
sounded firom the robust Saxon youths, who were eager to fight. 

With preud satisfiiction Tugendreich looked down on the singu- 
lar groom who instructed the armed band in the court-yard as if he 
had been used to military duty all his Hfe, assigned to every one 
his post in the court-yard, ordered the placing of men, cattle, and 
property, and then sallied forth with the mounted servants to re- 
connoitre the enemy. The baron, in the meanwhile, buried with 
trembling hands a casket of jewels in the cellar, while master Talander 
looked through his long tel^ope at the stars which now be^an to ap- 
pear, compared his observations with the singular circles, lines, and 
sijzns u{>on a large table, and then made his calculations until the drops 
ofperspiration stood upon his forehead, eYamining the results now wim 
a joyful nod, and now with a thoughtfid shake of his white head. At 
mimiight the reconnoitring corp returned. The garrison was sum- 
monea with beating of drums, and Axel addressed them as follows: 
*' The Croats will presently enter the viUage and will not spare any 
thing; the sky is already red with theb torches; they will bum 
here also, but we shall be secure behind these walls while you show 
yourselves to be men. Bear in mind that you are to fight for your 
good lord and his noble daughter, for the pure doctrine of the gos- 
pd, {or your venerable pastor, for the honour of your wives, and 
for the lives of your dbiloren. Now long Kfe to the elector I" 
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'* Lang Ufe to the ekctoor!" dionted the band after him, joyfiilly; 
hat the *' HoeK^ stuck in manj a throat, as at this moment the 
music of die i^proaehing Croats chimed in with dieir ** VtoaT as a 
noonsh. 

«« To jour posts,'' cried Axel in a thundering voice, and then 
once more looking to the draw bridge, he ordered the gates to be 
secured and ascended ^ battlements of the donjcn. A wild tumult 
was now heard in the villa^. The Croats searched boisterously for 
the inhabitants and provisions but in vain, and therefore av<«ciged 
^eir disamointment upon the doors and windows of the cottages. 
At length a troop with torches galloped up to the casde, starued 
at the £:awn bri^q^ and sounded the trumpet as a summons for ad- 
mittanoe. The trumpet within die castle was sounded in answer, 
and Axel asked in military form what was their wish. 

'* Down with the bridge first," blustered an infuriated captain of 
the Croats in broken German, '* and then you will see what we 
want" 

*' Show us the orders of his Imperial Majes^ and our Elector, that 
this castle is to receive a ffarrison," replied Axel, modestly, '* and 
the bridge shall immediatenr be lowered." 

At this the foreign barbarian foamed with i^ed, snatched his 
carbine fix)m his saddle and fired it at AxeL The bullet missed, 
and Axel in return sent a bullet firom his gun whizzing through the 
cap of the Croat 

<< This is to teach you uncivilized fellows the usa^ of war, that no 
shot should be fired during a parley," he cried. *' My shot was only 
to warn you of this; but if you do not draw off, the next shall be in 
earnest" Upon this the captain swearing turned his horse round 
and galloped madly back into the village with his troops. 

As Axel was turning to descend, he saw Tugendreich standing 
before him as pale and motionless as a^ statue. *^ For heaven's sake, 
Fraulein," he cried, " what are you doing up here? this is not a place 
for a gentle lady." 

" I heard firing," said the bvelv girl, sighing deenly ; " I 
iliou^t you were m danger, and could not longer remain below." 

*^ FaithM heart I" exdaimed he, with emotion and afiection. 
^By all that I hold sacred I will some day requite you." And 
quickly taldnff her in his strong arms he earned her down die 
8tq>s, and consigned her to her attendant, Vhom he strictly enjoined 
not to allow the Fniulein to ascend the walls again. Ue then re- 
tamed quickly to his post, as he already heard resounding throufl[h 
the night die march of the approaching enemy threatening £e 
castle. 

Suddenly the thatched cottages of the villages were blazing up in 
a terrible maimer. Amid the light of the^ llames the Croats aa* 
saulted the castle in close bodies and with wild furyw» But the gar- 
rison made a brave resistance, and their rifles created great havoo 
among the enemies' ranks. Axel was everywherei and though the 
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Croats attempted in different places to scale the walls by the aid of 
ladders, he immediately was at the spot, to strike down the fore- 
most, and then with powerful hand to precipitate ladder and all 
into the moat. For an hour the most furious combat had been 
raging when the enemies' trumpets sounded the retreat, and the in- 
furiated captain who led the rear cried out with a savage laugh, 
" At sunrise we shall return with heavy cannon, and show you imo 
we are." 

The morning dawned afler a sleepless night, and found the two 
old gentlemen sitting sorrowfullv m Talander's closet, which was 
bomb-proof. The lamp was nearly out, and they started up terrified 
on hearing the trumpet sound outside the castle waUs. After a 
short time Axel, who nad been wounded in the cheek, entered, an- 
nouncing Baron Ghx>tta, lieutenant-colonel in the imperial army, 
saying, '^ My lords, the colonel awaits you in the hall: for heaven's 
sake snow no fear, and let the magister settle the terms of a capi- 
tulation." 

He consented and left the room. On arriving in the hall a fine- 
looking officer met him, whose countenance might be called beau- 
tiful, had there not been an expression of defiance and haughtiness 
about the eyes and mouth which detracted from the impression first 
produced. Af);er the usual civiUties had been exchanged, the 
stranger informed him that a division of the imperial army was to 
pass through the village on that day, and that their general had 
learned wim astonishment the audacity with which the castle had 
opposed their light troops; that he was inclined, however, to par- 
don this, knowing the rapacity and outrages of the Croats, who 
made no distinction between ^end and foe; but that now he ex- 
pected the castle to be surrendered to him immediately. 

^* On what conditions," asked the astonished baron. 

'^ Methinks you ought to be glad if an imperial general," said he 
in a sarcastic tone,'' after what has happened, once more kindly invites 
you to trust blindly to his generosity. At all events it is more 
advisable for you to open your gates than to let our cannons burst 
them open." 

At this moment the beautiful Tugendreich entered the hall, fol- 
lowed by a servant with flasks and goblets. Love, with its joys and 
sorrows had diffiised a supernatural charm over her noble coun- 
tenance, which did not fidl to produce so mamcal an effect upon the 
warrior, that he at once in a gentler tone added to his menaces the 
question, '' Is this your daughter?" The baron then introduced 
her, and the stranger took the brimming goblet she presented to 
him, and in a pohte manner asked on what conditions the castle 
would capitulate. The baron pleading indisposition in consequence 
of the nightly assault promised to send his chaplain to negodate, 
and left the hall delighted to be released fix)m this purgatory. The 
experienced hero now addressed himself courteously to the Frau- 
lein, and after condoUng with her on accoimt of the terrors of the 
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past nigbt, and expressing his satis&ction at being able to con- 
tribute something to alleviate their present situation, was beginning 
to get as sentimental as it became a soldier in the thirty years* war, 
when old Talander entered bowinff, followed by Axel, who, im- 
armed, and in a respectful manner, brought in wnting materials. 

*' In the name of my noble master I am to have the honour of 
treating with you, gallant sir," said he in a submissive tone; '* we 
have only a few just conditions to propose, which I beg your gra- 
cious permission to state." 

'* Granted," said the colonel, casting an expressive look at the 
Fraulein, which told her it was onljr on her account that he granted 
any conditions whatever. The magister b^an to read the foUowing 

}>ropo6itions : " Unconditional amnesty for the past night ; liberty 
or reli^on and her servants until the fate of this country is decided ; 
exemption firom all contributions under whatever name or pretext 
they may be demanded." 

*' Great demands,^' interrupted the colonel. 

** In return, Baron Von Starschedel grants to the troops of his im- 
perial majesty the right of garrison in his castle," continued Talander. 

** But only to the regiment of Tiefenbach," interrupted Axel, 
hastily. '^ It is best disciplined, and the promise which your general 
has ffiven us in writing is a security of the capitulation Deing kept." 

With angry astonishment the stranger looked at the insolent groom. 
Tu^endreidi and Talander showed consternation. The magister 
broke the silence by saying, '* The hasty interruption of this young 
man reminds me of two Snportant pointe which my old head hal 
forgotten ; I therefore hasten to supply them." 

While the magister was writing, Tugendreich observed, in a 
gentle tone, as she suddenly became conscious of the influence of her 
sex, '* So gallant a man as the colonel will certainly do his utmost 
to concede such reasonable conditions." 

" What would I not do, for a kind look from those eyes ?' said 
he tenderly, and he took from Talander's hands the points he had 
written down, made a military bow to the Fraulein, cast a look of 
contempt on Axel as he departed, and was soon seen to gallop through 
the gate. 

A quarter of an hour had scarcely elapsed, when the chains of the 
drawbridge and the creaking of the gate were heard a^ain, and the 
colonel gallopped into the court-yard, waving the signed capitulation 
on high as a banner of peace. With great respect and delight, the 
baron went to meet him at the castle entrance, and the welcome offi- 
cer dismounted with graceful ease from his char^r, giving the bridle 
with a haughty contempt into Axel's hands, evidenuy to make him 
conscious of the respect which was due to him, and which he had be- 
fore forgotten. 

One of his fellow grooms, seeing the anger which flashed from the 
eyes of Axel at this pointed humiliation, took the horse from him 
and led him about. The oolo&el did not fail observing this, and to 
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complete the mortificAtum of llie insoleiit •enrmi, lie set hb &ol on 
the steps of the entrance, and called to Axel| '* Crroom, mj right qpur 
galls me, loosen it." 

^* I will let jour groom know that you want him," said Axiel 
haughtily, *' if you will have the condescension to tell me where I can 
find him." 

The colonel's &oe reddened with indignation, and addressing the 
baron, Utin^ and grinding his teeth, he requested him to remind his 
groom of his duty, as his rank demanded he should insist upon 
it. The baron satisfied his demands in a ludicrous manner, not 
knowing in his heart, of whom he was most afraid. Axeldiook hia 
head in silence. *' Pray, good Axel," whiq)ered the baron entieat- 
ingly, ^^ when you have often fiutened my qpors, will you refiise it to 
a person of suon distinction." 

'^ I honour and love you as a fiithar," said Axel, '^ and considflr 
it no disgrace to serve you; I would willingly perfonn the most me- 
nial services for you, but cannot buSEsc indignity firom the haughti- 
ness of a stranger.'' 

'* I am curious to see," said the stranger scornfully, ^^ whether the 
master or the servant will get the best of this smgular dispute.** 
And, irritated by this observation, and woiking himself up mto a 
passion in order to gain his point, the baron cried, ^' Either you 
loosen the spurs, or you quit my service immediately." 

*^ I go, sracious master/* saia Axel most respectndly. '^ I know 
you are sate for some time to come, and I carry with me the delight- 
fid satisfaction of having so fitf contributed to your safety. Remem- 
ber sometimes, kindly, your faitiifiil servant;" and, shalang heartily 
the hand which the baion offered him, he went to the stabk to padc 
«p his knapsack. 

AbsorbcKl in secret dreams, Tugendreich stood in a grotto in the 

Srden, and did not even hear the drums of a company of Tiefen- 
eh*s res;iment which was entering the castie, when suddenly Axel 
stood belore her with the knapsack on his back. " Tour fiUner has 
dismissed me ham his service, ' he said, with emotion, *' but I shall 
never quit yours, sweet Fraulein. ITou shall soon hear of me.'* 
Witii tears m his eyes, he offered a forget-me-not, which she could 
not refiise accepting firom the hand that still showed the scar from 
the descent into the shaft. *' Bat," continued he, recollecting him- 
self, ^' this keepsake will soon be destroyed, therefore take another 
of a solid material fixun my own native country.^' And, taking out 
a Swedish copper dollar, he Inroke it witii gigantic stren^, oSsreA 
one-half to tne Fraulein, and said, *^ He who shall brmg you the 
other half will come fiK>m me.^ Befi>re lYiffendreiGh was aware 
how die had got the burning kiss whidi glowed upon her l^ he had 
vanished, and Talander stood before her like a personified lecture. 
He was on the point of deUveiing it, when the baron, who was 
somewhat wearied by the first impetuous demands of his new gcrart, 
i^proached in a fjiooiMj mood, ani asked, astonished and peevishty. 
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^ What was ihe meaning of tike flower whidi ihe Frmidein was stiU 
affectionately contemplating T' 

*^ I was just disputing with the good magister about it," replied 
she, with ^nuine temale composure, whilst she wiped away her last 
tears. *^ fieing my instructor in botany, he thinks he can make me 
believe anything. Only think, he maintains that this is the Myth 
softs pedustris, or mouse-ear, and it is evidently the Veronica cha- 
maedrys^ or germander, wHch moreover rhymes with Talander. Am 
I not right, dear father ?' So saying, she bounded away out of the 
garden, to cast^ if possible, one more look from the tower after her 
departing favourite, whilst Talander raised his hands in utter asto- 
nishment at the consummate ingenuity which his timid pupil so 
readily displayed. 

The calamities of war whidi the large armies marching to and fito 
brought upon the country did not press with particular weight upon 
ihe inhabitants of the casile. For this th^ were indebted to the co- 
lonel who was quartered within it with his company. But it soon 
became evident that his services were not altogether disinterested, for 
he daily made nearer and more evident advances towards the beau- 
liftil daughter of the house, and ventured many a time to storm her 
heart with tender, chivalrous courtesy. His noble demeanour and 
manly beauty, in addition to his high rank as a soldier, his birth 
and Jhis fortune, powerfully supported his suit. But an invincible 
antagonist was in Tugendreich s heart ; the image of poor Axel and 
the half-copper dollar were to her a more precious treasure than the 
rich necklace which Baron Grotta ordered from Dresden, and which 
she was forced to accept by the command of her &ther. A dim fore- 
boding seemed to tell the proud colonel what rival he had to contend 
with, and the recollection of the handsome insolent ^room and the scene 
with the spur began to assume the shape of a suspicion which produced 
iH humour. This was expressed in many contemptuous observations 
concerning low-bom persons, and his scorn at tneir desire to fierce 
their way mto the upper classes daily wearied the patience of old Ta- 
lander, who entertamed very high notions of his own worth as a man. 
When it happened upon one occasion that the colonel in his presence 
boasted rather too complacently to the Fraulein of his hereditary jjjri- 
vileges, the old man commenced raiding a passa^ from a poem which 
an dd collegian had sent him from H^, nmnmg thus :* 

** Xe who pNftr your dnm to silfier pore and fine, 
And think yonr fgisaB as good as diamonds from the mine; 
I mean yon, who in lists of ancestors take wide, 
An d seam so woBf nom^ta set oilier no^gfrts bo s Mi ; 
Yfho worship that vain idol-^old 
Te trn^j ana io a ottod — I 



praj ye, pasdoa me.* 



* From along poem, printed at Ldp^ in the seretftevUh oBntmyt *od oaHei 
The leaned nobiU^." {Jks gebfarte Add.) 
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The colonel looked with eyes of wonder, which, in spite of the 
captatiobenevokntuB in the concluding line, expressed no lorgivenesa, 
at the daring magister who, however, was not silent, but continued 
leading. 

** The flag! your sires bare left, of what avail are they? 
And what avails the plume tliat decks your anns so gay? 
The helm and shidd beqneath'd by men who liv'd of yore, 
The bornish'd arms ye keep a thousand years in store, 
Are vanities; and he that's wise will say, indeed. 
When real worth appears they must perforce recede.** 

At this the colonel left the room in a blustering nuuiner as if he 
anticipated the sixteen lines of the poem which were jet to come, 
and with which Talander intended to treat him. The door closed 
after him with a great noise, and a pressure of the Fraulein's hand 
thanked the grej xnight who had so victoriously beaten that power- 
ful enemy other secret wishes out of the field. 

But this satisfaction was not of long duration. The colonel, 
despairing of obtaining the hand of his chosen one, in the modem 
way, that is to say, by his own powers of persuasion, chose the an- 
cient plan, and called to his aid paternal authority. Poor Starschedel 
had to maintain a difficult position between the importunity of the 
noble suitor, the tears of his daughter, %nd the veto of Talander 
who, with the eloquence of a confessor, imposed the denial as a mat- 
ter of conscience upon his protestant master. But here, as every 
where else, power and rank at last conquered. The colonePs corps 
received orders to join Tilly's, who expected to fight a pitched bat- 
tle, and he, therefore, vehemently urged a quick decision. The 
baron, who could not resist, announced to his pale daughter the fol- 
lowing morning as the day on which she was to be betrothed, adding 
with tne utmost energy that this was his unalterable will He then 
left her quickly, fearing his resolution might be changed by her im- 
ploring looks. The poor girl retired into the garden unconscious 
of what she was doing, ana standing before the rose-tree which had 
witnessed the first Idsa of Axel, looked sorrowfully to the grotto of 
his last farewell. Suddenly a capuchin fiiar, with a white beard, 
stood before her silently presentmg half a copper dollar. *' For 
heaven's sake tell me whether you come from Axel?" cried the 
lovely maiden trembling, while her pale cheeks were sufiused with 
blushes. 

** I come from him," replied a strong unknown voice. ** He 
now serves as dragoon in the Swedish army, which is about to en- 
gage in a pitched battle. Before this takes place he wishes once 
more to see you, and bid you farewell. But at present he does not 
venture here, and therefore entreats you to meet him this night on 
the Mordmlihle in the scltarfen Thale, You may bring the old ma- 
gister with you, and safe conduct is provided i&r you thither and 
back. Axel will wait there for you imtil one o'cIock, at which time 
his duty will oblige him to leave. Will you come?' 
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^< I will come," whispered the Fraulein, after a short struggle. 

The capuchin now hastened with long unfriar-Iike strides towards 
the h^h garden wall, climbed it nimbly Uke a cat and disappeared. 
At this moment Talander entered the garden to speak a few words 
of consolation to his pupil concerning the terrible morrow. But 
his words of unction died on his eloquent tongue, when the Fraulein 
made him the singular proposal to accompany her that niffht on a 
promenade to the Mordmiinle. He refused, she entreated, he re* 
monstrated, she coaxed him, he was inexorable, she wept, and he, 
incapable of resisting tears from such eyes said, at length ' concedo.* 

Whoever knew the Mordmiihle could not but think the demand of 
Axel hazardous. It lay in a narrow valley formed by steep rocks, 
and lofty black pines, through which rushed the dark fierce torrent, 
and its last proprietor, whose soul was burthened with the commis- 
sion of many murders, had fallen by the hand of his own son. The 
shepherds only dared during the day to let their herds graze in the 
rich pasture of the meadow surrounding the mill. As soon as even- 
ing twilight approached every living tning fled the awful precincts, 
within which, according to popular tradition, only the spirits of the 
murdered held their fearful haunts. Tugendreich was not quite free 
from the superstition of the times, but strong love, which conquers 
every obstacle, overcame her fear, and when the last glow of evening 
in the west reddened the sky, she had contrived to get rid of her 
&ther and the importunate suitor, and commenced her heroic journey 
with the grumbhng magister. As they came to the last heap of the 
ruins of the desolated viUa^ he drew her attention to four tall figures 
in dark clothes, who started up suddenly with a clattering noise, as if 
at the word of command, from behind the wall of a cottage that was 
burnt down, and accompanied them step by step, surrounding them 
on all sides. Tugendreich recollecting the promised escort walked on 
fearlessly. But as they entered the valley, the moon rising from be- 
hind the lofty firs, and the church cIock in a neighbouring village 
striking twelve, she felt some alarm, and now fancied she heard but 
too distoictly the wheels of the long deserted mill in full motion, 
which at this time, and under these circumstances, could not be caused 
by any one but evil spirits. Her companion silently shared her fears 
and thoughts, bdng moreover already so terrified by the figures who 
accompamed them m cloaks, that the drops stood on his face. At 
length he broke the awful silence, sajring: 

" Child, I have compUed with your ¥rish, I have put my life in 
jeopardy and come this accursed walk. Now tell me, daughter, 
what do you wish to do in the most ill-famed comer of this 
country?" 

'^ To bid &rewell to Axel," said the Fraulein, ^^ he has appointed 
to meet me here." 

'* To Axel. I wish I had known that," muttered the magister, add- 
ing in an admonishinff tone, *' Have you perhaps been deceived hj a 
heUish phantom? There are instances in which the evil one, with 
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divine pennisakm, avails himself of an exoesnve forbidden love in 
order subtilelj to destroy a soul. The place and time of jonr ap- 
pointment are not in accordance with my notions of propriety. Sup- 
-oosing your singular admirer were dead, and that his d^Murted mint 
had sent you this summons, and was waiting for you in the Mx>rd- 
miihle with his outstretched bony aruffi, to draw you into the dark 
subterranean bridal chamber?" 

At this instant the speaker was interrupted by a loud and loog*^ 
continued blast of a bugle, which was answered from the mill, the 
wheels of which were really revolving with a terrible noise^ and 
emitted a thousand silvery sparks which were reflected by the moon- 
light: a tall man came out from the mill. The foremost of the four 
attendants approached him with respect, and a moment after Tu^en* 
dreich was in the arms of Axel, reclining her burning cheeks agaiasfc 
his beating heart. 

^^ Come into the mill, beloved girl," he whispered imploringly^ 
" we are not quite safe here from discovery. You, reverend sir, will 
bear us company. I thank you for having conducted the Frauleim 
hither." 

The magister followed the two lovers, shaking his head in doubts 
at the suspicious dwelling. 

^^ Let ev^ thing proceed as I have already ordered," said Axel, 
in a tone of command, to the tall figures who had posted themselves 
outside the door like statues, '^ and do not stop the wheds of the 
mill until the Fraulein is again safe." 

He now conducted his beloved into the only habitable room of 
the mill, which being well lighted with lanterns, looked tolerably 
cheerful, while a camp table, set out with flasks and cake, invited 
the weary and hungry magister, who sat down a camp-stool near 
to it Axel affectionately took the Fraulein to the wmdow; and 
whilst they were conversing confidentially, the magister, who was 
emojrin^ the repart, made his reflections on the decent preparatftom 
wnich Axel had made for the rendezvous, and which were not in 
unison with the plain jacket of a Swedi^ dragoon that he wore. 
But his ideas became more and more confused; socm he had hardlj 
a dear conoepticm of what passed through his mind; and when, «l 
length, the effect of the long walk, his age, the night, and the gene- 
rous wine closed his eyelids, the creatures of his imagination assumed 
the shape of substantial and significant dreams, firom which the old 
seer had already received many prophetic warning The village 
dock now struck one, and Axd gently disengaged himself fiK>mTar 
gendreich, in whose tears the rays of the setting moon were shiniu; 
" I must go, dearest," said he. " Only this one blissful hour could 
I withdraw mysdf firom my duty. I would ask you to accompany 
me; but my journey will not be without danger, to which 1 will 
not expose you, and your father's house will still be your fittest 
residence. To escape the hated betrothal to-morrow, you must 
illness. Every thing may be gained by time^ m the unhj^py 



wziod m wluoh we five. If Ghxl piieseryes my life, yoa shall soon 
near good tidings of me; and if I die, let the thought that I fell in 
kit holy c»ii8e be your consolation." DiasolTed in tears, she clung to 
Us neck, and thus they quitted the mill, on the outside of whiok 
• powerful roan-colour horse was |Miwing the ^und. ^^ Farewell, 
and pray for me," erred Axel, with a trembhng voice, and he cut 
eff with his swofd <me of her golden locks from her head as a 
mnembranoe, clasped her once more in his arms, leaped on to his 
eharger, and galloped out of the valley. 

Tu^endreich returned to tiie nxnn in which Talander still sat 
dreammg, his venerable wrinkled countenance being gloomily ilhn 
mined l^ the lights which burned low in their sockets. His sleep 
became more and more troubled, his breathing heavy, and his halt* 
open eyes stared as if clancing into a ffloomy futurity. He now 
oonimenced talking in his dr^ms. ^^ Gnirage, mv coimtrymen," 
lie imitlered, ^ though the number of the enemy threaten to cmth 
you; youfi^t for GoUs word, and liberty of conscience. Behold on 
your banners the white messenger of heaven, spreading his shinii^ 
wings; behold he hovers over your ranks; he announces victory. 
Now the cannon is thundering. Ah ! blood, much blood I WhatI 
my Saxons, fleeing? Yet no, their whole force is still standing 
firm, a proud bulwark, biddinfi" defiance to the waving masses of the 
eaemy. Brave Swedes, fight nercely, az^ the aged monster* slowly 
yields, grinding his teeth. Heavily the arm of requital Ues on him; 
the bleeding infant menaces him fix>m amid the ruins of Magdeburg. 
He yields, he flies, the day is won — ^triumph, triumph, the good canae 
prevails." At these words the dreamer started up firom his slumber, 
and recovered slowly, while the pale Fraulein contemplated him, 
tnmbUng. 

^ This was a heavy deep, child," said he, as he fistched a deep 
breath. ^It is fi)rtunate t^ I awoke; it was too much for this old 
body of mine. I may m that I know much, but the dark realm 
of spmts makes one pay dear for the knowledge acquired there." 

^^ What have you k»mt by this fio^tM dram," asked Tugend- 
nich, with anxious curioaity. 

^^ Nothing of that now, Fraulein," said the old man, ffravely. 
'' But tell me what has become of Herr Axel," he asked, lookiBg 
oantiottdr aromid. '' I saw him also in my dream, bat not in the 
jadtet ot a dragoon." 

^* Ah !" sadd die, sobbing, ^^ he has just gone. He could no longer 
delay, for a |B;reat battie is mipending." 

'^Indeed it », but be of good cheer, the bold Swede will sunive 
iL You will yet — ^" here the magist^ broke cffj vexed with Um- 
mi£, as llio«^ he had already said too mudi, and prepared fisr de- 
parture. 

^ But toHDovrow, dear magiater?' oghed she. 
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^' The morrow has akeady become Uhda^^ said Talander, in a 
comforting tone, and jour hostile constellation has lost its influence. 
Go boldly back to the castle with me. Mj awful vision has shown 
me many things, and you vdll find great changes. From poor Baion 
Grotta you have notmng more to fear in this life. But come, that 
the daylight may not surprise us. My dream was a long one." He 
now led her out of the mill where the four attendants were in readi- 
ness. Under their escort they anived in safety at the castle, at the 
gates of which, to their astonishment, they missed the sentinel <& 
Tienfenbach's corps, and were surprised to see the baronial hall 
brightly lighted up. 

*' God be praised that you have come^ you have been absent a 
long time,'' said her maid, who was waiting for her. *' Two hours 
aj^ a hasty order arrived for the soldiers to start immediately, and 
the colonel will also depart at break of day. Tour betrothal was to 
take place this very night, but as neither you nor the magister were 
to be found, the baron b^an to suspect and your father showed 
great displeasure. Suddenly some horsemen galloped into the court- 
yard. They were Saxons, and proved to be Colonel Yon Stars- 
chedel and nis son, the major, with six carbineers. Now the tables 
were turned. The baron had to congratulate himself that these gen- 
tlemen, respecting the right of hospitality, did not take him pri- 
soner, for his men were gone and your miher was too much afiradd 
of these relations to say any more on the subject of your bethrothal. 
Now they are all sitting together and hardly know what to say to 
each other. Only come and see. The handsome major has alr^y 
asked for his lovely cousin twice." The Fr'aulein now went with a 
light heart into the hall, where she found them sitting at their wine, 
the colonel and the Sucons quickly rose on her entrance, and the 
major hastened towards her, not a little astonished to see that the 
cheerfulness that was formerly expressed in her countenance had fled, 
and that she endeavoured to avoid his embrace. But this did not 
deter him from ofiering his usual courtesies to his lovely cousin, 
whilst Colonel Starscheael, in a deep voice^ told her attentive father 
of the perfect union between the elector and the king of Sweden, 
and the generous refusal of any security which the Saxons had 
oflered. 

The imperial colonel could no longer listen in quiet to their con- 
versation. He rose and took his leave of the company with a few 
cold expressions of politeness. No one attempted to detain him, and 
the last angry look with which he turned from the Fraulein fell upon 
Talander, who was just entering, and who gave a singular look of 
compassion at the departing colonel. He then posted himself behind 
the chair of the Fraulein, who felt imeaey at the attentions of her 
cousin, whom she nevertheless loved as a brother. With deep me- 
lancholy the seer's eyes rested now upon the venerable countenance 
of the colonel, and now upon the youthful manly figure of his soxu 
At this moment there resounded m the court-yard the tramp of a 
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koTse, and the maffiBter said : '^ There goes the imperial colondL 
We shall never see nim again, like many another who is in the prime 
of life." . 

" What are you thinkings of ?" asked the baron, suddenly inter- 
rupting him, as the expression of his old inmate^s countenance told 
kim that his words were prophetic. A general and mysterious awe 
seized the company, their conversation, widch before had been so ani* 
mated, stopped, and the chirping of a lark which hailed the morning 
dawn, gave them a welcome pretext for retiring, as the Saxons had to 
join the army of their elector on that day. The Carbineers were already 
mounted in the court-yard, the colonel took a parting cup with md 
baron^ and the grief at parting inspired the major in the very door- 
way to try to extort from Ti^endreich a cdnfession of her inclmation 
and a promise of her hand. But Talander stepped between them and 
said with paternal warning, '* Toung hero, you are riding forth to- 
wards on a great day. This is not an hour to form a worldly al- 
liance. As a Christian you ought first to think of your end. Tou 
are perhaps nearer to it than you think. Is the Fraulein, if you fall, 
to weepas a widow for you ? This would be mere selfishness and not 
love. Do not stretch out your hand so hastily after the myrtle crown ; 
its green will turn to blood and silver ; an an^el will perhaps soon 
entwine from it a martyr's crown for you." Much struck, the major 
looked upon the seer, whose &ce beamed with a supernatural li^t, 
then offered him silently his hand, pressed a brotherl^r kiss on Tu- 
gendreich's forehead, and soon the old castle stood mourning in silence, 
all the guests having quitted it. 



The baron sat silently and gloomily before the blazing fire, and 
Tugendreich was reading to him from Luther's Bible. 

He had experienced much to depress his spirits. The neighbourhood 
was indeed now free from troops, but all his stores were either con- 
sumed by the war or destroyed, his tenants expected support from 
him, and in Madgeburg, where his capital was mvested, he had lost 
fifty thousand thalers. Frightful reports were moreover circulated 
about a battle in which the Saxons had been defeated. In this state 
of anguish he had had recourse to the word of Gt)d, and hisdaught^ 
was reading to him in a mild and harmonious voice this passage firom 
Sirach : 

'* Who is ever daunted that abideth in the fear of God, or who that 
hath called him, is despised of him." 

The old baron shaking his head looked up to heaven, and Tugen- 
dreich read on : 

'* For the Lord is gradous and merciful, forgiving sins and helping 
in the time of need." 

'^Indeed the Lord helpeth in trouble," cried Talander, who 
rushed into the room with youthful impetuosity^ holding an opea 
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ktler in Yds hsiid. ^ Hie Swedes and Saxomhsve fosght with iSae 
fHrmidable Tilly near Leipac, and have defeated him, and the word 
of Grod is again free in our dear Saxony. Here is the confirmation 
of it which an old firiend has sent me m>m Halle." He read with a 
joyful trembling voice, *' On the 7th September amdeurreutU^ there 
stood on the great plain of Leipsic more than 75,000 men opposed to 
each other as enemies, and it wasto be looked uponaaahappy omen, 
tiuit shortly before the engagement a snow white dove perched upon 
ft Saxon standard az^ afterward hovered over the whole line of battle 
•f the protestants. At noon the cannonading commenced, the Swedes 
attacked and were at first victorious, but now Tilly threw himself 
with all his forces upon the Saxcms, drove them back^ and directed 
the guns taken firom them against the Swedes. Some Saxon rai- 
ments, however, held out mvely until the Swedes came to their 
aasistance. Then old Tilly was compelled at length to retreat, and 
had nearly been struck dead in his flight with the butt aid of a 
pistol by a captain of the Rhin^rave regiment. He arrived here in 
a sad pught, and upon the side of the imperial army 7600 have beoi 
fe& deEid on the field of battle. The body of the allied army con- 
sisted in twenty-fiix pieces of artillery, one himdred ooburs and 
standards, and many articles of value. This glorious victory was 
followed by the capture of Leipric, and was purchased deariy bj 
both armies. On ine ride of the imperiaUsts the Duke of Holstein 
died of his wounds as a priscmer, and there were killed berides the 
Generals Schonbur^ ai^ Erwitte, the Gokmeis Plankhart and 
Baumgartner and Lieutenant Colonel Ghrotta." 

The Baron Starschedel clasped his hands with a pious ejaculation, 
and Tugendreich honoured the m^nory of the mien enemy and 
finend with a tear. '^ The Saxons,'^ continued Talander, to read with 
great emotion, '^ lost General Bindhof, Colonel Loser and two Star- 
schedels." ' ^ MerdM God, our cousins !" sobbed the Fraulein, and the 
<iA barcm rose trembling firom his chair, took a pen, beckoned to his 
daughter to follow him with the ink, and strode to the baronial hall, 
where he marked the appro^Hriate crosses on the escutdieons of die 
bdoved relatives in the pedigree, whilst some tears involnntazilj 
lolled firom his eyes to the ground Tueendreidi broke off some 
twigs firom a kurel-tree stmdin^ near £e window to adorn the 
pictures of the fallen heroes with deserved wreaths, and the ma* 
gister, who had fdQowed them with the letter in his hand, contintteA 
to read with mingled feelings of joy and sorrow, '' Colonel Starschedd 
Mi at the head c^ his earmmens while resistme an assaalt of Tilly. 
On this occarion the Saxon standard, on whiw the white dove had 
perched^ before the engagement^ fell into ^ enen^s hands. To 
leave this svmbol of victory in ^eir hands appeared fiital to Mi^or 
Starsdbed^ and a young officer of an ancMBtomilv in the Swedrah 
staff; they therefore took an oath to rescue it nom the tsmeacfm 
kands. Whilst the Saxon £ed the death of a beta, &e Swede 
WMce ed cd. T3ie saaae of Ae kttw ww Coni GuUndkhre, aaiid he 
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was on the field of battle promoted by the king to the rank of colonel 
for his extraordinaiy bravery, and for having led the regiment of 
Gourville, after its colonel was made prisoner, three times against 
the enemy; also receiving permission to add the above standard 
with the white dove to his coat of arms." " What was that?' cried 
the baron, running to the window to listen. 

^' That is military music, and if I am not mistaken Swedish/' 
said Talander. 

** The Swedes are entering the village," shouted the servants, and 
Tugendreich flew to the turret with a palpitating heart to view the 
passing heroes. The march came nearer and nearer, and behind the 
trumpeters of a regiment of dragoons rode its colonel, a young noble 
hero, in splendid armour, while his standard-bearer, whose uniform 
was adorned by the golden lion T>n blue ground, carried before him 
the rescued Saxon standard, which now received the laurel crown as 
il dropped down irom Tugendreich's hands. 

*' Tluit must be Colond Guld^5we," cried Talander, who came 
pmtin^ behind the baron to the turret. 

*^ leavens ! it is Axel," cried the Fraulein, as the cdk>nel looked 
up, and she fell senseless into her tutor's arms. When she recovered 
SDe found herself in Axel'sarms, and on looking up her eye met his 
penetrating glance. 

" Well nave you stood this trial, lovely rirl," cried Axel in wp- 
tores. '* I had vowed to wed only that gin who could love in me 
the man and not the count, whose love diould be move powerful 
Iban any other consideration of her tender sex. You have stood 
jamr trial, and mine now b^ins, to show through my life that I am 
worthy of such a heart" 

The beautiful Fraulein sank blushing on her lover's breast Willi 
tears of joy in his eyes the old baron embraced his faithful Talander, 
and the tmmpeten below sounded a slow and solemn *^ Now Grod 
Ibe praised.'* 

aA.F. 



THE SANDMAN. 

BY E. T. W. HOFFMANN. 
Nathaniel TO LoTHAiBE. 

Certainly jou must all be uneasy that I have not written for 
so long — so very long. My mother, I am sure, is angiy, and Clara 
will believe that I am passing my time in dissipation, entirely for- 
getful of the fair angel-image that is so deeply imprinted in my 
neart and mind. Such, however, is not the case. Daily and hourly 
I think of you all, and in my sweet dreams the kindly form of my 
lovely Clara passes before me, and smiles upon me with her bright 
eyes as she was wont when I appeared among you. Alas, how could 
I write to you in the distracted mood which nas hitherto disturbed 
my every thought ! Something horrible has crossed my path of life. 
I^k forebodings of a cruel, threatening, fate spread themselves over 
me like dark clouds, which no friendly sunbeam can penetrate. 
Now will I tell you what has befallen me. I must do so, that I 
plainly see — ^but if I only think of it, it will laugh out of me like 
mad. Ah, my dear Lothaire, how shall I begin it? How shall I 
make you in any way sensible that that which occurred to me a few 
days ago could really have such a fatal effect on my life? K you 
were here you could see for yourself, but now you will certainly take 
me for a crazy ghost-seer. In a word, the horrible thing which 
happened to me, and the painful impression of which I in vain en- 
deavour to escape, is notmng more than this; that some days ago, 
namely on the 30th of October, at twelve o'clock at noon, a baro- 
meter-dealer came into my room and offered me his wares. I bought 
nothing, and threatened to throw him down stairs, upon which he 
took himself off of his own accord. 

Tou suspect that only relations of tlie most peculiar kind, and ex- 
erting the greatest influence over my life can give any import to this 
occurrence, nay, that the person of that unlucky dealer must have a 
hostile effect upon me. So it is, indeed. I collect myself with all 
my mighty that patiently and quietly I may tell you so much of my 
early youth as will bring all plainly and clearly in bright images be- 
fore your active mind. As 1 am about to begin I fancy that I hear 
you laughing and Clara saying: '* Childish stories indeed Y' Laugh 
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at me I beseech you, laugh with all your heart. But, heavens, my 
hair stands on end, and it seems as it I am asking you to laugh at 
me, in mad despair^ as Franz Moor asked Daniel/ But to my 

story. 

'EKcepiins at dinner time I and my brothers and dsters saw my 
father very Uttle during the day. He was, perhaps, busily engaged 
at his ordmaiy occupation. After supper, which, accorcung to the 
old custom was served up at seven o'clock, we all went with my 
mother into my father's work-room, and seated ourselves at the round 
table. My fatner smoked tobacco and drank a large glass of beer. 
Often he told us a number of wonderful stories, and grew so warm 
over them that his pipe continually went out. I had to light it 
again, with biuming paper, which I tnought great sport. Often, too, 
he would give us picture-books, and sit in his arm-chair silent and 
thoughtful, puffing out such thick clouds of smoke that we all 
seemed to be swimming in the clouds. On such evenings as these 
my mother was very melancholy, and immediately the dock struck 
nine, she would say: " Now children, to bed — ^to bed ! The Sand- 
man is coming, I can see." And certainly on all these occasions I 
heard somethmg with a heavy, slow step go bouncing up the stairs. 
That I thought must be the Sandman. Once that dull noise and 
£x>tstep were particularly fearful, and I asked my mother, while she 
tdok us away: *' Eh, mamma, who is this naughty Sandman, who 
always drives us away from papa? What does he look like?" 
** There is no Sandman, dear child," replied my mother. " When 
I say the Sandman comes, I only mean that you are sleepy and can- 
not keep your eyes open, — just as if sand had been spnnkled into 
them." This answer of my mother's did not satisfy me— nay, in 
my childish mind the thought soon matured itself that she only de- 
nied the existence of the Sandman to hinder us from bein^ terrified 
at him. Certainly I always heard him coming up the stairs. Full 
of curiosity to hear more of this Sandman, and nis particular con- 
nection with children, I at last asked the old woman who tended 
my youngest sister what sort of man he was. ** Eh, Natty," said 
she, " do you not know that yet? He is a wicked man, who comes 
to children when they will not go to bed, and throws a handful of 
sand into their eyes, so that they start out bleeding from their heads. 
These eyes he puts in a bag and carries them to the half-moon to 
feed his own children, who sit in the nest up yonder, and have 
crooked beaks like owls with which they may pick up the eyes of 
the naughty human children." 

A most frightftil image of the cruel Sandman was horribly de- 
picted in my mind, and when in the evening I heard the noise on 
the stairs, I trembled with agony and alarm. My mother could get 
nothing out of me, but the cry of '^The Sandman, the Sandman !" 
which was stuttered forth through my tears. I then ran into the 

• Two characters in Schiller** play of •« Die Biober/' 
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bed-room, where the frightful apparition of Uie Sandman t er ri fi e d 
me during the whole night I nad ahead j srown old enough t» 
perceive that the nurse's tale about the Sandman and the nest of 
children in the half-moon could not be quite true, but, nevertheleaiy 
this Sandman remained a fearful q>ectre, and I was seized with the 
utmost horror^ when I heard him not only come up the stairs, but 
violently force open my father's room-door and enter. Sometimes 
he staid awayfor a long period, but oftener his viats were in close 
succession. This lasted for years, and I could not accustom myself 
to the terrible goblin; the image of the dreadM Sandman did not 
become more fiant. His intercourse with my &ther began more anA 
more to occupy my fancy. An unconquerable fear prevented me 
from asking my &Uier about it, but if I — ^I myself could penetrate 
the mystery, and behold the wondrous Sandman — ^that was the widi 
which grew upon me with years. The Sandman had brought me 
into the path of the marvellous and wonderM, which so readify^ finds 
a domicile in the mind of a child. Nothing was to me more de- 
li^tful than to read or hear horrible stories of goblins, witches, pig- 
mies, &c.; but above them all stood the Sandman, whom, in the 
oddest and most frightful shapes, I was always drawing with chalk 
or charcoal on the tables, cupboards, and walls. When I was ten 
years old, my mother removed me from the children's room into a 
nttle chamber, situated in a corridor near my lather's room. StiO, 
as before, we were obliged speedily to take our departure as soon as, 
on the strokeof nine, the unknown was heard in the house. I oould 
hear in my little chamber how he entered my &ther^8 room, and 
then it soon appeared to me that a thin vapor of a singular odor dif- 
fused itself about the house. Stronger and stronger with my cu- 
riosity grew my resolution to form in some manner the Sandman^ 
acquaintance. Often I sneaked from my room to the corridor, when 
my mother had passed, but never could I discover any thing, for the 
Sandman had always gone in at the door when I reached the plaee 
where I might have seen him. At last, mrged by an irresistible im- 
pulse, I resolved to hide myself in my fitther's room and await the 
appearance of the Sandman. 

^y the silence of my father, and the melancholy of my mother, I 
perceived one evening that the Sandman was coming. 1, therefore, 
feigned great weariness, left the room before nine o'clock, and hid 
myself in a comer dose to the door. The house-door creaked, and 
the heavy, slow, groaning step went through the passage and toward 
the stairs. My mother passed me with ihe rest of the children. 
Softly — ^very softlv, I opened the door of my fitther's room. He 
sat as usually, stiff and suent, with hisl»ck turned to thedoor. He 
did not perceive me, and I swiftly darted into the room and bdiind 
the curtain, drawn before an open press, which stood dose to the 
door, and in which my fitther's dothes were hanging. The steps 
sounded nearer and nearer — ^there was a strange coughing and son^ 
ing and munnuring without. My heart trembled with anxiety and 
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expectation. A sharp step doee — Tery dose to the door, — a smart 
stroke on the latch, and the door was open with a rattling ndae. 
Screwing up my courage with all my might, I cautiously peeped 
out. The Sandman was standing before my father in the middle of 
the room, the Hght of the candles shone full upon his &ce. The 
Sandman, the tearful Sandman, was the old adyocate CoppeEos, 
who had often dined with us. 

But the most hideous ibrm could not haye inspired me wilii 
deeper horror than this yery Coppelius. Imagine a large broad- 
shouldered man, with a head disproportionately big, a face the co- 
lour of yellow ochre, a pair of gray bushy eyebrows, &om beneatk 
which a pair of green cat's eyes sparkled witn the most penetrating 
lustre, and with a large nose curved oyer his upper lip. His wry 
mouth was often twisted into a malidiouB laugh, when a couple of 
dark red spots appeared upon his cheeks, imd a strange hissing 
sound was heard through his compressed teeth. Coppelius always 
appeared in an ashen-gray coat, cut in old-fasfaionea style, with 
waistcoat and breeches of the same colour, while his stodangs weie 
black, and his dboes adorned with bu(^es set with predous stones. 
The little peruke scarcdy reached furdier than the crown q{ his 
liead, the curls stood high aboye his large red ears, and a broad 
hair-bag projected stiffly from his neck, so that the alvex buckle 
which fastened hb folded crayat might be plainly seen. The whole 
figure was hideous and repulsiye, Imt most disgusting to us children 
were his coarse broym hairy fists ; indeed, we did not like to eat 
what he had touched with them. This he had remarked, and it 
was his delist, imder some pretext or other, to touch a meoe of 
cake, or some nice firuit, that our kind mother might privately have 
put in our plate, in order that we, with tears in our eyes, might, 
nrom disgust and abhorrence, no longer be able to enjoy the treat 
int^ided for us. He acted in the ssme manner on hohdays, when 
my fiither gaye us a little glass of sweet wine. Then would he 
swiftly draw his fist over it, or perhaps he would even raise the glass 
to his blue lips, and laugh most devilishly, when we could only ex- 
press our indignation by aofl sobs. He always caUed us the Uttfe 
Deasts, we da^red not utt^ a sound when he was present, and we 
heartily cursed the tigbr, unkind man, who deUb^wtely marred coo: 
' rhtest pleasures. My mother seemed to hate the repulsiye C!<^ 

lus as much as we md, since as soon as he showed himself her 
liveliness, her &ee and cheer&l mind was changed into a gloomy 
solemnity^ My father conducted himself towaras him, as though 
lie was a supenor being, whose bad manners wero to be tolerated, 
and who was to be k^t in good humour at anj rate. He need 
only fiive ^ slightest hint, and the ^yourite didies were oodced^ 
and the choioest wines served. 

When I now saw this Goppdius, the fii^itful and tecrific thought 
took possession of my soul, that indeed no one but be oonld be the 
Sandman. BuA the tSandman was no longer that b«|^beai of a 
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nurse's tale, who provided the owl's nest in the half-moon with 
children's eyes, — no, he was a hideous spectral monster, who, 
wherever he appeared, brought with him grief, want, and destruc- 
tion — ^temporal and eternal. 

I was nvetted to the spot as if enchanted. At the risk of being 
discovered, and as I plamly foresaw, of being severely punished 
I remained with my head peeping through the curtain. My father 
received Coppelius with solemnity. " Now to our work !" cried the 
latter with a harsh, grating voice, as he flung off his coat. My father 
silently and gloomily drew off his night-gown, and both attired them- 
selves in long black frocks. Whence they took these, I did not sea 
My father opened the door of what I had always thought to be a cup- 
board, but inow saw that it was no cupboard, but rather a black hol- 
low, in which there was a little hearth. Coppelius entered, and a blue 
flame began to crackle up on the hearth. All sorts of strange uten- 
sils lay around. Heavens ! — ^As my old father now stooped down 
to the fire, he looked quite another man. A frightful conviusive pain 
seemed to have distorted his mild reverend features into a hideous 
repulsive diabolical countenance. He looked like Coppelius : the lat- 
ter was brandishing red hot tongs, and with them taking shining masses 
busily out of the thick smoke, which he afterwards hammered. It 
seemed to me, as if I saw human fitces around without any eyes — but 
with deep holes instead. " Eyes here, eyes !*' said CoppeUus in a 
dull roanng voice. Overcome by the wildest terror, I shrieked oat, 
and fell from my hiding place upon the floor. Coppelius seized me, 
and showing his teeth, bleatea out, '* Ah — ^little wretch, — little 
wretch !" — tnen dragging me up, he flimg me on the hearth, where 
the fire began to singe my hair. ** Now we have eyes enough — a 
pretty pair of child's eyes." Thus whispered Coppelius and taking 
out of the flame some red-hot grains with his fists, he was about to 
sprinkle them in my eves. My father upon this raised his hands in 
supplication, and cried : '' Master, master, leave my Nathaniel his 
eyes P' Coppelius uttered a yelling laugh, and said : ** Well let the 
lad have his eyes and cry his share m the world, but we will examine 
the mechanism of his hands and feet. And then he seized me so 
forcibly that my joints cracked, and screwed off my hands and feet, 
and then put them on again, one here and the other there. '^ Every 
thing is not right here ! — ^Asgood as it was — the old one has under- 
stood it !" So did Coppelius say, in a hissing, Usping tone, but all 
around me became black and dark, a sudden cramp £rted through 
my bones and nerves — and I lost all feeUng. A gentle warm breath 
passed over my face ; I woke as out of a sleep of death. My mother 
had been stooping over me. ** Is the Sandman yet there ?** I stam- 
mered. " No, no, my dear child, he has gone away long ago, — ^he 
will not hurt you !" — So said my mother, and she kissed and em- 
braced her recovered darling. 

Why should I weary you, my dear Lothaire ! Why should I 
be so difiuse with details, when I have so much more to tell. Suffice 
it to say, that I had h^sm discovered while watching, and ill-used by 
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Coppelius. Agony and terror had brought on delirium and fever, 
of wnich I lay sick for seveitJ weeks. "Is the sandman still there?* 
That was my first sensible word and the sign of my amendment — my 
recovery. I can now only tell you, the most frightful moment in my 
juvenile years. Then you will be convinced that it is no fault of 
my eyes, that all to me seems colourless, but that a dark fatality has 
actually suspended over my life a gloomy veil of clouds, which I 
shall perhaps only tear away in death. 

Coppelius was no more to be seen ; it was said he had left the 
town. 

About a year might have elapsed, when, according to the old 
custom, we sat at the round table. My father was very cheerful, 
and told much that was entertaining, about his travels in his youth; 
when, as the clock struck nine, we heard the house-door creak on 
the hinges, and slow steps, heavy as iron, groaned through the pas- 
sage and up the stairs. " That is Coppelius," said my motner, 
turning pale. '* Yes ! — that is Coppehus !" repeated my father, 
with a faint broken voice. The tears started from my mother's 
eyes. **But father — father!" she cried, **must it be so?" "He 
comes to me for the last time, I promise you," was the answer. 
" Only go now — go with the children — ^go — go to bed. Good 
niffhtr 

I felt as if I were pressed into cold, heavy stone, — my breath was 
stopped. My mother caught me by the arm as I stood immoveable. 
" Come, come, Nathaniel ! ' I allowed myself to be led, and entered 
my chamber ! ** Be quiet — be quiet — ^go to bed — ^go to sleep !" cried 
my mother after me; but tormented by restlessness, and an inward 
anguish perfectly indescribable, I could not dose my eyes. The 
hateful, abominable Coppelius stood before me with fiery eyes, and 
laughed at me maliciously. It was in vain that I endeavour^ to 

fet rid of his image. About midnight there was a frightful noise, 
ke the firing of a gun. The whole house resounded. There was 
a rattling and a rustHng by my door, and the house-door was closed 
with a violent sound. '* That is Coppehus !" I cried, and I sprang 
out of bed in terror. There was then a shriek as if of acute mcon- 
solable grief. I darted into my father's room; the door was open, 
a suffocating smoke rolled towards me, and the servant girl cned: 
" Ah, my master, my master !" On the floor of the smokmg hearth 
lay my father dead, with his face burned and blackened, and 
hideously distorted, — ^my sisters were shrieking and moaning around 
him, — and my mother had fainted. *' Coppehus !^-cursed Satan, 
thou hast slain my father !" I cried, and lost my senses. When, 
two days afterwards, my father was laid in his coffin, his features 
were again as mild and gentle as they had been in his life. My 
soul was comforted by the thought that his compact with the de- 
vilish Coppehus could not have plunged him into eternal perdition. 
The explosion had awakened the neighbours, the occurrence had 
become the common talk, and had reached the ears of the mugis- 

L 
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tracy, wHo wished to make Goppelius answerable. He liad, Kow* 
ever, vanished from the spot, without leaving a trace. 

If I tell you, my dear friend, that the barometer-dealer was the 




too deeply imprinted in my mind, for an enor in this respect to be 
possible. Besides, Coppehus has not even altered his name. As I 
hear he gives himself out as a Fiedmontese optician, and calls him- 
self Giuseppe Coppola. 

I am aetermined to cope with him, and to avenge my father's 
death, be the issue what it may. 

TeU my mother nothing of tne hideous monster's appearance. Re* 
member me to my dear sweet Clara, to whom I will write in. a 
cah»er mood. — ^Farewell. 

Claai 90 Natbakibl. 

It is true that ^ou have not written to me for a lon^ time^ but 
nevertheless X beheve that I am still in your mind and thoughts. 
For assuredly you were thinking of me most intently, when design* 
ing to send your last letter to my brother Lothaire, you directed 
it to me, instead of him. I joyfully opened the letter, and ^d 
^lot perceive my error till I came to the words : ** Ah, my dear 
Lothaire." Now, by rights I , should have read no farther, but 
should have handed over, the letter to my brother. Although ^ou 
have often in your childish teasing mood, charged me with having 
such a quiet, womanish, steadv di^>osition, that like the lady, even 
if the house were about to isJl in, I should smooth down a wroi 
fold in the window curtain before I ran away, I can hardly tel 
you how your letter shocked me. I could scarcely breathe, — my 
eyes became dizzy. Ah, my dear Nathaniel, how could such a hor- 
rible event have crossed your life? To be parted from you, never to 
see you again, — the thought darted through my breast Uke a burn- 
ing dagger. I read and read. Your description of the repulsive 
Coppehus is terrific. For the first time I learned how your good 
old lather died a shocking violent death. My brother Lothaire, 
to whom I gave up the letter as his property, sought to calm me, 
but in vain. The fatal barometer-maker, Giuseppe Coppola followed 
me at every step, and I am almost ashamed to confess that he dis- 
turbed my healthy and generally peaceful sleep with all sorts of hor- 
rible visions. Yet soon, — even the next day, I was quite changed 
^gain. Do not be offended, dearest one, if Lothaire tells you, that 
iu spite of your strange misgiving, that Ck.DpeHus wiU in some man- 
ner injure you, I am in the same cheerful unembarrassed frame of 
mind as ever. 

I will honestly confess to you that, according to my opinion, all 
the terrible things of which you speak, merely occurred in your own 
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imnid, and that tKe actual extomJ world had Utdo to do with them. 
Old Coppeliua may have been repulsiye enough, hut his hatred of 
children wa9 what leally cauaed the abhonience of your childrea to- 
wardahim. 

In your childish mind the frightful sandman in the nurse^s tola waa 
naturally associated with old Coppelius, who, ey^i if you had not bar 
lieved in the sandman, would still have been a spectral monster, 
especially dangerous to diildren. The awful nightly occupation with 
your &tber, was no more than this, that both secretly made alchemi- 
cal experiments, and with these your mother was constantlydissatis* 
fied, smce besides a great deal of numey being uselessly wasted, your 
father's mind being filled with a fallacious desire after higher ifradom 
was alienated from his family — as they say, is always me case with 
such ezperimenalists. Tour father no doubt, by some act of care- 
lessness, occasioned his own death, of which Coppelius was com- 
pletely guiltless. Would you believe it, that I yesterday asked our 
neighbour, the clever apothecaiy , whether such a sudden and fatal ex* 
plosion was possible in such chemical experiments? '^ Ceriainljr,'* 
ne replied, and in his way told me at great length and very err- 
eumstantially how such an event might take place, uttering a num- 
ber of strange-soimding names, wmch I am unable to recollect. 
Now, I know you will be angry with your Clara; you will say that 
hep cold disposition is impenetrable to every ray of the mysterious, 
which oflen embraces man with invisible arms, that she only sees die 
varigated surface of the w<»ld, and has the delight of a ally child, at 
some gold-glitteiin^ fruit, which contains withm it a deadly poison. 

Ah I my dear Nathaniel ! Do you not then believe that even 
in free, cheerful, careless minds, here may dwell the suspicion of 
some dread power, which endeavours to destroy us in our own 
selves? Forgive me, if I, a silly m*l, presume m any manner to 
indicate, what I really think of sucn an mtemal struggle; I shall not 
find out the right words afler all, and you will laugh at me, not be- 
cause my thoughts are foolish, but because I set about so clumsily to 
express them. 

If there is a dark power, which with such enmity and treachery 
lays a thread within us, by which it holds us &st, and draws ua 
along a path of peril and destruction, which we should not other- 
wise nave trod; if, I say, there is such a power, it must form itself 
within us, or from ourselves; indeed, become identical with our- 
selves, for it is only in this condition that we can believe in it, and 
grant it the room which it requires, to accomplish its secret work. 
Now, if we have a mind, wnich is sufficiently firm, sufficiently 
strengthened by cheerful Ufe, always to recognise this strange hos« 
tile operation as such, and calmly to follow the path which be* 
longs to our inclination and calling, then will the dajrk power fail in 
its attempt to gain a power, that shall be a reflection of ourselves. 
Lothaire adds that it is certain, that the dark physical power, if of our 
own accord, we have yielded ourselves up to it, often draws within ua 

l2 
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some strange form, which the external world has thi^wn in our way^ 
80 that we ourselyes kindle the spirit, which, as we in our strange de- 
lusion beUeve, speaks to us in that form. It is the phantom of our 
ownselves, the dose relationship with which, and its deep operation on 
our mind casts us into hell, or transports us into heaven. Tou see, 
dear Nathaniel, that I and my brother Lothaire have freely given 
our opinion on the subject of dark powers, which subject, now I find 
I have not been able to write down the chief part without trouble, 
appears to me somewhat deep. Lothaire's last words I do not quite 
comprehend. I can only suspect what he means, and yet I feel as if 
it were all very true. I beg of you, get the ugly advocate, Coppelius, 
and the barometer-seller, Giuseppe Coppola, quite out of your head. 
Be convinced that these strange fears nave no power over you, and 
that it is only a belief in their hostile influence that can make them 
hostile in reality.' K the great excitement of your mind did not speak 
from every line of your letter, if your situation did not give me the 
deepest pain, I could joke about the Sandman-Advocate, and the 
barometer-seller, Coppelius. Be cheerfiil, I have determined to ap- 
pear before you as your guardian-spirit, and if the ugly Coppelius 
takes it in his head to annoy you in your dreams, to scare him away 
with loud peals of laughter. I am not a bit afraid of him nor of his 
disgusting hands; he shall neither spoil my sweetmeats as an ad- 
vocate, nor my eyes as a sandman. Ever yours, my dear Nathaniel. 

NlTRXMIEL TO LOTHAIBE. 

I am very sorry that in consequence of the error occasioned by my 
wandering state of mind, Clara broke open the letter intended for 
you, and read it. She has written me a very profound philosophical 
epistle, in which she proves, at great length, that Coppelius and Cop- 
pola only exist in my own mina, and are phantoms oi myself, which 
will be dissipated directly I recognise them as such. Indeed, one could 
not believe that the mind which often peers out of those bright, 
smiling, childish eyes, like a sweet charming dream, could define with 
such intelligence, in such a professor-like manner. She appeals to 
you — ^you, it seems have been talking about me. I suppose you read 
ner logical lectures, that she may learn to divide and sift every thing 
acutely. Pray leave it off. Besides it is quite certain that the 
barometer-dealer, Giiiseppe Coppola, is not the advocate Coppelius. 
I attend the lectures of the professor of physics, who has lately ar- 
rived. His name is the same as that of the famous natural philo- 
sopher, Spalanzani, and he is of Italian origin. He has known 
Coppola for years, and moreover it is clear from his accent that he 
is r^dly a Piedmontese. Coppelius was a German, but I think no 
honest one. Calmed I am not, and though you and Clara may 
consider me a gloomy visionary, I cannot get nd of the impression, 
which the accursed face of Coppelius makes upon me. I am glad 
that Coppola has lefl the town, as Spalanzani says. This professor 
is a strange fellow — a little round man, with high cheek bones, a 
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J, pouting Hps, and little piercing ejes. Yet you will get 
otion of mm than by this descnption, if you look at the 



sharp nose, 
a better notion 

portrait of Cagliostro, designed' by Chodowiedd, in one of the Berlin 
annuals, Spalanzani looks like that exactly. I lately went up stairs, 
and perceived that the curtain, which was generolly drawn com- 
pletely over a glass door, left a Utile opening on one side. I know 
not what curiosity impelled me to look through, a tall and very 
slender lady most symmetrically formed, and most splendidly attired, 
sat in the room by a little table on which she had laid her arms, her 
hands being folded together. She sat opposite to the door, so that 
I cotdd completely see her angelic countenance. She did not a{^>ear 
to see me, and indeed there was something fixed about her eyes as if, 
I might almost say, she had no power T>f sight. It seem^ to me 
that she was sleeping with her eyes open. I lelt very uncomfortable, 
and therefore I slui^ away into the auditorium, which was clbse at 
hand. Afterwards I learned that the form I had seen was that of 
Spalanzani^s daughter Olympia, whom he kept confined in a very 
strange and improper manner, so that no one could approach her. 
Aft;er all, there may be something the matter with her; she is silly 
perhaps, or something of the kind. But why should I write you au 
this? I could have conveyed it better and more circumstantially by 
word of mouth. Know that I shall see you in a fortnight. I must 
again behold my dear, sweet, angelic Clara. The iU-numour will 
then be dispersed, which, I must confess, has endeavoured to get 
the mastery over me, since that fatal, sensible letter. Therefore I 
do not write to her to-day. A thousand greetings, &c. 



Nothing more strange and chimerical can be imagined than that 
which occurred to my poor fiiend, the young student Nathaniel, 
and which I, gracious reader, have undertaken to tell you. Have 
you, kind reader, ever known a something that has completely filled 

Sir heart, thoughts, and senses, so as to exclude every thing else? 
ere was in you a fermentation and a boiling, and your blood in- 
flamed to the hottest glow bounded through your veins, and eave a 
higher colour to your cheeks. Your glance was so strange, as if you 
wShed to perceTve, in empty space, forms which to no other eyes 
are visible, and your speech flowed away into dark sighs. Then 
your friends asked you: "What is it, revered one?" "What is 
the matter, dear one." And now you wished to express the inter- 
nal picture with all its glowing tints, with all its light and shade, 
and laboured hard to find words only to begin. You thought that 
in the very first word you ought to crowd together all the wonderful, 
noble, horrible, comical, fiightful, that had happened, so that it 
might strike all the hearers at once like an electric shock. But 
every word, every thing that is in the form of speech, appeared to 
you colourless, col4 ^^4 <1^* You hunt and hunt, and stutter 



IM TfiE SANDMAN. 

and stammef I aiid ilie lober questions of your fti^nds dart like icy 
breezes upon your internal fire until it is ready to go out; whereas 
ifi like a bold painter, you had first with a few daring strokes 
drawn an outline of the internal picture, you might with small 
trouble have laid on the colours brighter and brighter, and the 
living throng of various forms would have carried your fiiends along 
with it, and they^ like you, would have seen themselves in the pic- 
ture that had proceeded fh)m your mind. Now I must confess to 
you, kind reader, that no one has really asked me for the history 
of the young Nathaniel, but you know well enough that I belonjg 
to the queer race of authors, who, if they have any thing in their 
mind, such as I have just described, feel as if every one who comes 
near them, and indeed perhaps the whole world besides, is asking 
^em: " What is it then — ^tetl it, my dear friend?' Thus was 1 
forcibly compelled to tell you of the momentous life of Nathaniel. 
The singulanty and marvellousness of the story filled my entire soul, 
but for that very reason and because, my^ reader, I had to make you 
equally inclinea to endure oddity, which is no small matter, I 
tormented mjrself to begin the history of Nathaniel in a manner as 
inspiring, original and striking as possible. " Once upon a time," 
the beautiful beginning of every tale, was too tame. ** In the little 
provincial town of S-*- — lived— -was somewhat better, as it at least 
prepared for the climax. Or should I dart at once medias in ret. 
with " Go to the devil, cried the student Nathaniel with rage and 
horror in his wild looks, when the barometer-seller, Quiseppe Cop- 
pola?' — ^I had indeed already written this down, when I fanaed that 
m the wild looks of the student Nathaniel, I could detect something 
ludicrous, whereas the story is not comical at all. No form of lan- 
miage suggested itself to my mind, which even in the slightest 
degree seemed to reflect the colouring of the internal picture. I 
resolved that I would not begin it at all. 80 take, gentle reader, the 
tluree letters, which friend Cothaire was good enough to give me, as 
the sketch of the picture which I shall endeavour to colour more and 
more as I proceea in my narrative. Perhaps, like a good portrait- 
painter, I may succeed m catching many a form in such a manner, 
that you will find it is a likeness without having the original, and 
feel as if you had often seen ihe person with your own corporeal 
eyes. Perchance, dear reader, you will then believe that nothing 
is stranger and madder than actual life, and that this is aU that the 
poet can conceive, as it were in the dull reflection of a dimly polished 
mirror. 

In order that that which it is necessary in the first place to know^ 
may be made clearer, we must add to these letters the circumstance, 
that shortly after the death of NathaniePs fiither, Clara and Lothaire, 
the childr^ of a distant relative, who had likewise died, and left 
them orphans, were taken by NathaniePs mother to her own home. 
Clara and Nathaniel formed a strong attachment for each other^ and 
no one in the world having any objection to make, they were be* 
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trothed, when Nathaniel left the place to pursue his studies in 

Gr . He is, according to the date of his last letter, hearing the 

lectures of the celebrated professor of phjrsics, Spalanzani. 

Now I cotdd proceed in my story with confidence, but at this 
moment Clara's image stands so plamly before me, that I cannot 
look another way, as indeed was alwap the case when she gazed at me, 
with one of her lively smiles. Clara could not by any means be 
reckoned beautiful; tlmt was the opinion of all who are competent 
jud^ of beauty, by their calling. Nevertheless, the architects 
praised the exact sjrmmetry of her frame, and the painters considered 
her neck, shoulders, and lK)som almost too chastely formed, but then 
they all fell in love with her wondrous Ma^dalen-hair, and above 
every thing prated about battonisch colouring. One of them, a 
most fantastical fellow, singularly compared Clara's eyes to a lake 
by Ruysdael, in which the pure azure of a cloudless sky, the wood 
and flowery field, the whole cheerful life of the rich landscape are 
reflected. Poets and composers went still further. " What is a 
lake — what is a mirror!" said they, "can we look upon the girl 
without wondrous, heavenly songs and tunes flashing towards us 
from her glances, and penetrating our inmost soul, so that all there 
is awakened and stirred. If even then we sing nothing that is really 
sensible, there is not much in us, and that we can feelingly read in 
the delicate smile which plays on Clara's lips, when we presume to 
tinkle something before her, which is to pass for a song, although it 
is only a confused jumble of tones." So it was. Clara had the 
vivid fancy of a cheerful, unembarrassed child, a deep, tender, fe- 
minine disposition, an acute, clever imderstanding. The misty 
dreams haa but a bad chance with her, since, though she did not 
talk, — as indeed talking would have been altogether repugnant to 
her tacit nature, her bnght glance and her firm ironical smile would 
say to them: ** Good friends, how can you imagine that I shall take 
your fleeting shadowy images for real forms with life and motion?" 
On this account Clara was censured by many as cold, imfeeling and 

I)rosaic; while others, who conceived life in its clear depth, greatly 
oved the feeling, acute, childlike girl, but none so much as Natha- 
niel, whose perception in art and science was clear and strong. 
Clara was attached to her lover with all her soul, and when he 
parted from her, the first cloud passed over her life. With what 
transport did she rush into his arms when, as he had promised 
in his last letter to Lothaire, he had actually returned to his native 
town and entered his mother's room. Nathaniel's expectations were 
completely fulfilled; for directly he saw Clara he thought neither 
of the Advocate Coppelius, nor of her " sensible" letter. All gloomy 
forebodings had gone. 

However, Nathaniel was quite right, when he wrote to his friend 
Lothaire that the form of the repulsive barometer-seller, Coppola, had 
had a most hostile effect on his life. All felt, even in the &st days, 
that Nathaniel had undergone a thorough change in his whole tern- 
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perament. He sank into a gloomy reverie , and conducted himself in a 
strange manner, that had never been known in him before. Every 
thin^, his whole life, had become to him a dream and a foreboding, 
and he was always sajring that every man, although he might think 
himself free, only served for the cruel sport of dark powers. These 
he said it was vain to resist, and man must patiently resign himself 
to his fate. He went even so far as to say, that it is foolish to 
think that we do any thing in art and science according to our own 
self-acting will, for tne inspiration which alone enables us to produce 
any thing, does not proc^d from within ourselves, but is the effect 
of a higher principle without. 

To the clear-headed Clara this mysticism was in the highest 
degree repugnant, but contradiction appeared to be useless. Only 
when Nathaniel proved that Coppelius was the evil principle, which 
had seized him at the moment when ho was listening behind the 
curtain, and that this repugnant principle would in some horrible 
manner disturb the happiness of their Ufe, Clara ffrew very serious, 
and said: ** Yes, Nathaniel, you are right. Coppelius is an evil, hos- 
tile principle; he can produce terrible effects, Uke a diabolical power 
that has come invisibly into life; but only then, when you will not 
banish him from your mind and thoughts. So long as you believe 
in him he really exists, and exerts his influence; only your belief is 
his power." 

Nathaniel, qmte indignant that Clara established the demon's 
existence only m his own mind, would then come out with all the 
mystical doctrine of devils and fearful powers. But Clara would 
break off peevishly, by introducing some indifferent matter, to the 
no small annoyance of Nathaniel. He thought that such deep secrets 
were closed to cold, unsusceptible minds, without being clearly 
aware that he reckoned Clara among these subordinate natures, and 
therefore he constantly endeavoured to initiate her into the mys- 
teries. In the morning, when Clara was getting breakfast ready, he 
stood by her, and read, out of all sorts of mystical books, till she 
cried: " But, dear Nathaniel, suppose I blame you as the evil prin- 
ciple, that has a hostile effect upon my coffee? For if to please 
you, I leave every thing standing still, and look in your eyes, while 
you read, my coffee will run into the fire, and none of you will get 
any breakfast." 

Nathaniel closed the book at once, and hurried indignantly to 
his chamber. Once he had a remarkable forie for graceful, lively 
tales, which he wrote down, and to which Clara listened with 
the greatest delight; now, his creations were gloomy, incompre- 
hensible, formless, so that although Clara, out of compassion, did 
not say so, he plainly felt how httle she was interested. Nodiing 
was more insupportable to Clara than tediousncss; in her looks ana 
in her words a mental drowsiness, not to be conquered, was ex- 
pressed. Nathaniel's productions were, indeed, very tedious. His 
indignation at Clara's cold, prosaic disposition, constantly increased, 
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and Clara could not overcome her dislike of Nathaniers dark, 
gloomy, tedious mysticism, so that they became more and more 
estranged firom each other in mind, without perceiving it. The 
form of the ugly Goppelius, as Nathaniel himseu* was for^ to con- 
fess, grew more dim m his fancy, and it often cost him trouble to 
colour with sufficient liveliness in his pictures, when he appeared 
as a ghastly bugbear of fate. At last it struck him that he would 
make the gloomy foreboding, that Coppelius would destroy his hap- 
piness in love, the subject of a poem. He represented himself and 
Clara as united by true love; but occasionally it seemed as though 
a black hand darted into their life^ and tore away some newfy- 
springing joy. At last, while they were standing at the altar, the 
mdeous Coppelius appeared, and touched Clara's lively eyes. They 
flashed into Nathaniel's heart, like bleeding sparks, scorching and 
burning, when Coppelius caught him, and flung him into a flamiing, 
fiery circle, which new round with the swiftness of the stream, and 
carried him along with it, amid its roaring. The roar is like 
that of the hurricane, when it fiercely lashes the foaming waves, 
which^ like black giants with white heads, rise up for the furious 
combat. But through the wild tumult he hears Clara's voice: 
" Can you not, then, see me? Coppelius has deceived you. Those, 
indeed, were not my eyes, which so burned in your breast — ^they 
were glowing drops of your own heart's blood. I have my eyes 
still — only look at them!" Nathaniel reflects: " That is Clara, 
and I am hers for ever!" Then it seems to him as though 
thought forcibly entered the fiery circle, which stands still, wnue 
the noise dully ceases in the (lark abyss. Nathaniel looks into 
Clara's eyes, but it is only death that, with Clara's eyes, kindly 
looks on him. 

While Nathaniel composed this poem he was very calm and col- 
lected; he polished and improved every line, and having subjected 
himself to the fetters of metre, he did not rest till all was correct and 
melodious. When at last he had finished and read the poem aloud 
to himself, a wild horror seized him, and he cried out: " Whose 
horrible voice is that?" Soon, however, the whole appeared to him 
a very successful work, and he felt that it must inflame Clara's cold 
temperament, although he did not clearly consider for what Clara 
was to be excited, nor what purpose it would answer to torment 
her with the frightful images which threatened a horrible destiny, 
destructive to their love. Both of them — that is to say Nathamel 
and Clara — were sitting in their mother's little garden, Clara very 
cheerful, because Nathaniel, during the three days in which he had 
been writing his poem, had not teased her with his dreams and his 
forebodings. Even Nathaniel spoke livelily and joyfully about plea- 
sant matters, as he used to do formerly, so that Clara said : " Now 
for the first time I have you again ! Do you not see that we have 
driven away the ugly Coppelius?" Then it first struck Nathaniel that 
he had in his pocket the poem, which he had intended to read. He 
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at once drew the sheets out and besan, while Clara, expecting 
something tedious as usual, resigned nerself and be^an quietly to 
knit. But as the dark cloud rose ever blacker and blacker, she let 
the stocking fall and looked full into his face. He was carried along 
unceasingly by his poem, an internal fire deeply reddened his cheeks, 
tears flowed from his eyes. At last when he had concluded, he groaned 
in a state of utter exhaustion, and catching Clara's hand, sighed forth, 
as if melted into the most inconsolable grief: " Oh Clara! — Clara !" 
Clara pressed him gently to her bosom, and said soflly, but very so- 
lemnly and sincerely: " Nathaniel, dearest Nathaniel, do throw that 
mad, senseless, insane stuff into the fire !" Upon this Nathaniel 
sprang up enraged, and thrusting Clara from him, cried: '* Thou 
inanimate, accursed automaton !" He ran off; Clara, deeply offended, 
shed bitter tears, and sobbed aloud: " Ah, he has never loved me, 
for he does not imderstand me." Lothaire entered the arbour; Clara 
was obliged to tell him all that had occurred. He loved his sister 
with all nis soul, and every word of her complaint fell like a spark of 
fire into his heart, so that the indignation which he had long har-^ 
boured gainst the visionary Nathaniel, now broke out into the wildest 
rage. He ran to Nathaniel and reproached him for his senseless con- 
duct towards his beloved sister in nard words, which the infuriated 
Nathaniel retorted in the same style. The appellation of" fantastical, 
mad fool," was answered by that of" miserable common-place fellow." 
A duel was inevitable. They agreed on the following morning, 
according to the academical custom of the place, to fight with sharp 
rapiers behind the garden. Silently and gloomily they slunk about. 
Clara had overheard the violent dispute, and seeing the fencing- 
master bring the rapiers at dawn, guessed what was to occur. Hav- 
ing reached the place of combat, Lothaire and Nathaniel had in 
gloomy silence flimg off their coats, and with the fierce desire of fight- 
ing in their flaming eyes, were about to fall upon one another, 
when Clara rushed through the garden door. Sobbing, she cried 
aloud, " Ye wild cruel men ! Strike me down before you attack 
each other, for how shall I live longer in the world if my lover mur- 
ders my brother, or my brother murders my lover.'' Lothaire lowered 
his weapon, and looked in silence on the ground; but in Nathaniers 
heart, amid the most poignant sorrow, revived all the love for Ae 
beautiful Clara, which he had felt in the best dajrs of his happy 
youth. The weapon fell fifom his hand, he threw Inmself at Clara's 
feet. " Can you ever forgive me, my only — ^my beloved Clara? Can 
you forgive me, my dear brother, Lothaire?" 

Lothaire was touched by the deep contrition of his fiiend; all 
three embraced in reconciliation amid a thousand tears, and vowed 
eternal love and fidelity. 

Nathaniel felt as though a heavy burden, which pressed him to 
the ground, had been rolled away, as though by resisting the dark 
power, which held him fast, he had saved his whole bemg, which 
nad been threatened with annihilation. Three happy days he passed 
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with his d^at Mends, and then went to G— — ^ where he intended 
to 0tav a year, and then to return to his native town for ever. 

All that referred to Coppelius was kept a secret from the mother, 
for it was well known tnat she could not think of him without 
terror, as she, as well as Nathaniel, accused him of causing her hus- 
band's death. * 



How surprised was Nathaniel, when proceeding to his lodging, he 
saw that the whole house was burned down, and that only the bare 
w^ls stood up amid the ashes. However, notwithstanding the fire 
had broken out in the laboratory of the apothecary who Uvea on the 
ground-floor, and had therefore consumed the house from bottom 
to top, some bold active friends had succeeded in entering Na- 
thaniers room in the upper story, in time to save the books, manu- 
scripts, and instruments. They carried all safe and sound into an- 
other house, where they took a room, which Nathaniel entered at 
once. He did not think it at all remarkable that he lodged opposite 
to Professor Spalanzani; neither did it appear singular when he per- 
ceived that his window looked straight into the room where Olym- 
pia often sat alone, so that he could plainly recognise her figure, al- 
though the features of her face were indistinct and confused. At 
last it struck him, that Olympia often remained for hours in this at- 
titude, in which he had once seen her through the glass-door, sitting 
at a little table without any occupation, and that she plainly enoufich 
looked over at him with^m unvai7ii;g glance. Hew/foicedto 
confess that he had never seen a more lovely form, but with Clara in 
his heart, the stiff Olympia was perfectly mdifferent to him. Oc- 
casionally, to be sure, ne gave a transient look over his compendium, 
at the lieautiful statue, but that was all. He was just writing to 
Clara, when he heard a liffhttap at the door; it paused at his words, 
and die repulsive face of Coppola j^ped in. Nathaniel's heart 
trembled within him, but remembermg what Spalanzani had told 
him about the countryman, Coppola, and also tne sacred promises 
he had made to Clara with respect to the Sandman Coppelius, he 
felt ashamed of his childish fear, and collecting himself with all his 
might, said as softly and civily as possible: *' I do not want a 
barometer, my good, friend; pray, go." Upon this, Coppola ad- 
vanced a good way into the room, and said in a hoarse voice, while 
his wide mouth distorted itself into a hideous lau^h, and his little 
eyes under their long gray lashes sparkled forth piercingly: '' Eh, 
en — ^no barometer — no barometer? I have besides pretty eyes — 
pretty eyes !'* — " Madman!" cried Nathaniel with horror, " how can 
you have eyes? — Eyes?" But Coppola had already put his baro* 
meter aside, and plunged his hand into his wide coat-pocket, whence 
he drew lunettes and spectacles, which he placed upon the table 
** There— there — spectacles on the nose, those are my eyes — ^pretly 
eyesl" And so saymg he drew out more and more spectacles so, 
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that the whole table began to glisten and sparkle in tihe most extra- 
ordinary manner. A thousand eyes glanced^ and quivered convul- 
sively, and stared at Nathaniel; yet he cotdd not look away from 
the table, and Coppola kept still lajring down more and more spec- 
tacles, while flaming glances were mtermingled more and more 
wildly, and shot their blood-red rays into Nkthaniel's breast. Over- 
come with horror, he shrieked out: "Hold, hold, frightful man !** 
He seized fSist by the arm Coppola, who was searching his pockets 
to bring out still more spectacles, although the whole table was 
already covered. Coppola had greatly extricated himself with a 
hoarse repulsive laugh, and with the words: " Ah, nothing for you 
— ^but here are pretty glasses;" he had collected all the spectacles, 

5)ut them up, and from the breast-pocket of his coat had drawn 
brth a nimiber of telescopes large and smaU. As soon as the spec- 
tacles were removed Nathaniel felt quite easy, and thinking of Clara, 
perceived that the hideous phantom was but the creature of his own 
mind, and that Coppola was an honest optician, and could by no 
means be the accursed double of Coppelius. Moreover, in all the 
glasses which Coppola now placed on the table, there was nothing 
remarkable, or at least nothing so ghost-like as the spectacles, and to 
make matters ri^ht Nathaniel resolved to buy something of Coppola. 
He took up a htde and very neatly worked pocket-telescope, and 
looked through the window to try it. Never m his life had he met 
a glass which brought the objects so sharply, plainly, and clearly 
before his eyes. Livoluntarily he looked into Spalanzani's room; 
Olympia was sitting as usual before the little table, with her arms 
laid upon it, and her hands folded. For the first time cotdd 
he see the wondrous beauty in the form of her face;— only the 
eyes seemed to him singulany stiff and dead. Nevertheless, as he 
looked more sharply through the glass, it seemed to him as if moist 
mom-beams were rising in the eyes of Olympia. It was as if the 
power of seeing was kindled for the first time; the glances flashed 
with constantly increasing liveliness. As if spell-bound, Nathaniel 
reclined against the window, meditating on the charming Olympia. 
A hemming and scraping aroused him as if from a dream. Cop- 

S)la was standing behind him: " Tre zecchini — three ducats 1" 
athaniel, who had quite forgotten the optician, qxuckly paid him 
what he asked. •* Is it not so? A pretty glass — a pretty ^lass ?" 
asked Coppola, in his hoarse, repulsive voice, and with his ma- 
licious smile. *'Yes — ^yes," replied Nathaniel, peevishly; "good 
bye, friend." Coppola left the room, not without casting many 
strange glances at Nathaniel. He heard him laugh loudly on the 
stairs. '* Ah," thought Nathaniel, " he is laughing at me because 
no doubt, I have paid him too much for this little gwss." While he 
softly uttered these words, it seemed as if a deep deadly sigh was 
sounding fearfully through the room, and his breath was stopped by 
inward anguish. He perceived, however, that it was himself that 
had sighed. " Clara/' he said to himself, " is right in taking me for 
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a senseless dreamer, but it is pure madness — ^nay, more than mad* 
ness, that the stupid thought, that I have jpaia Coppola too much 
for die glass, pains me even so strangely. 1 cannot see the cause.*' 
He now sat down to finish his letter to Clara; but a glance through 
the window convinced him that Olympia was still sitting there, and 
he instantly sprang out, as if impelled by an irresistible power, 
seized Coppola s glass, and cotdd not tear nimself from the seduc- 
tive view of O^rmpia, till his friend and brother Sigismund, 
called him to go to Professor Spalanzani's lecture. The curtain 
was drawn close before the fatal room, and he cotdd neither per- 
ceive Olympia now nor during the two following days, although he 
scarcely ever left the window, and constantly looked through Cop- 
pola's glass. On the third day the windows were completely co- 
vered. Quite in despair, and impelled by a burning wish, he ran 
out of the town-gate. Oljrmpia's form floated before him in the 
air, stepped forth from the bushes, and peeped at him with lar^ 
beaming ^es from the clear brook. Clara's image had completely 
vanished m^m bis mind; he thought of nothing out Olympia, and 
complained aloud and in a murmuring tone: *'Ah, thou noble, 
sublime star of my love, hast thou only risen upon me, to vanish 
immediately, and leave me in dark hopeless night?" 

When he was retiring to his lodging, he perceived that there was 
a great bustle in Spalanzani's house. The doors were wide open, all 
sorts of utensils were being carried in, the windows of the fiirat floor 
were bein^ taken out, maid servants were going about sweeping and 
dusting with mreat hair-brooms, and carpenters and upholsterers were 
knocking andhammering within. Nathaniel remainea standing in the 
street in a state of perfect wonder, when Sigismund came up to him, 
laughing, and said : '^ Now, what do you say to our old Spatanzani?' 
Nathamel assured him that he cotdd say nothing because he knew 
nothing about the professor, but on the contrary perceived with as- 
tonishment the mad proceedings in a house otherwise so quiet and 
gloomy. He then learnt from Sigismund that Spalanzani intended 
to give a grand festival on the following day, — a concert and ball — 
and that half the university was invited. It was generally reported 
that Spalanzani, who had so long kept his daughter most painfully 
from every htmian eye, would now let her appear for the first time. 

Nathamel found a card of invitation, and witn heart beating highly 
went at the appointed hour to the professor's, where the coaches were 
already rolling, and the Ughts were shining in the decorated saloons. 
The company was numerous and brilliant. Olympia appeared dressed 
with great richness and taste. Her beautifully turned face, her figure 
called for admiration. The somewhat strange bend of her back 
inwards, the wasp-like thinness of her waist, seemed to be produced 
by too tight lacing. In her step and deportment there was some- 
thing measured and stiff, which struck many as unpleasant, but it 
was ascribed to the constraint produced by the companj^. The 
concert bc^gan. CHympia played the piano with great dexterity, and 
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execated a bravtira, witk a Toice, like the aoimd of agUtt ImU, cW, 
and almott cuttiDg. Nathaniel was quite enraptured ; he stoodin the 
hindermott row, and cotdd not perfectly recogniie Oljrmpia's features 
in the dazzling light. He, therefore, quite unperceiyedy took outCop- 
pola's glass, and boked towards the fair Olympia. Ah ! thai he saw, 
with what a longing glance 8h# looked towards him, how every tone 
first resolved itself pkinlv in the glance of love, which penetrated, 
in its glowing career, his inmost som. The artbtical roulades seemed 
to Nathaniel the exultation of a mind illuminated with love, and 
when, at last, after the cadence, the long trill sounded shrilly through 
the saloon, he felt as if grasped by flowing arms; lie could no 
longer restrain himself, but with mingfed pain and rapture shouted 
out, *^ Olympia !" All looked at him, and many laughed. The 
organist of tne cathedral made a more gloomy face than usual, and 
simply said: ** Well, well." The concert had finished, the ball 
be^n. " To dance with her— with her !" That was the aim of 
all Ifathaniel's wishes, of all his efforts; but how to gain coura^ to 
ask her, the queen of the festival? Nevertheless — ^he himself did 
not know how it happened — ^no sooner had the dancing begun, than 
he was standing clc^ to Olympia, who had not yet been asked to 
dance, and, scarcely able to stammer out a few words, had seized 
her hand. The hand of Olympia was as cold as ice; he felt a hor- 
rible deadly frost thrilling through him. He looked into her eye- 
that was beaming full of love and dedre, and at the same time it 
seemed as though the pulse began to beat, and the stream of hie to 
glow in the cold hand. And in the soul of Nathaniel the joy of 
love rose still higher; he clasped the beautiAil Olympia, and with 
her flew through the dance. He thought that his dancing was 
usually correct as to time, but the peculiar rhjrthmical steadiness with 
which Olympia moved, and which often put him completely out, 
soon showed him, that his time was very defective. However, he 
would dance with no other lady, and would have liked to murder 
any one who approached Oljrmpia for the purpose of asking her. 
But this only happened twice, and to his astoniuiment Olympia re^ 
mained seated after every dance, when he lost no time in making 
her rise again. Had he been able to see any other object besides 
the fair Olympia, all sorts of unfortunate quarrels wotdd have been 
inevitable, for the half-soft, scarcely^suppr^sed laughter, which arose 
among the young people in every comer, was manifestly directed 
to Oljrmpia, whom they pursued with very curious glimees — one 
cotdd not tell whv. Heated by the dance, and by the wine, of 
which he had freely partaken, Nathaniel had laid aside all his (Mxli- 
nary reserve. He sat by Olympia, with her hand in his, and, 
highly inflamed and inspired, told his passion, in words which no one 
understood — ^neither himself nor Olympia. Tet, perhaps, she did; 
for she looked immoveablv in his face, and sighed several times, 
'^ Ah, ah I" Upon this, Nathamel said, ** Oh, thou splendid, hea- 
venly lady ! Tnou ray from the promised laud of love*— thou de^ 
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«oiil, m whiob aU my being ia leflectedl" wiih much more stuff of 
the like kindi but Olym^ merely went on sighing, ^' Ah — ah!" 
Professor Spalanzani occasionally passed the happy pair, and smiled 
on them, with a look of singular satis&ction. To Nathaniel, although 
he felt in quite another region, it seemed all at once as though 
Professor Spalanzani was go wing considerably darker; he looked 
around, ana, to his no small horror, perceived that the two last 
candles in the empty saloon had burned down to their sockets, and 
were just going out. Music and dancing had ceased lon^ ago. 
*' Separation — separation I" he cried, wildly, and in despair; he Kismd 
Olympia's hand, he bent towards her mouth, when his slowing lips 
were met by lips cold as ice I Just as when he touched Olympiads 
cold hand, he felt himself overcome by horror; the legend of the 
dead bride darted suddenly through his mind, but Olympia pressed 
him fast, and her lips seemed to recover to life at his loss. Professor 
Spalanzani strode tnrough the empty hall, his steps caused a hollow 
echo, and his figure, round which a flickering shadow played, had a 
fearful, spectnu appearance. '* Dost thou love me, dost thou love 
jne, Olympia? Only this word 1 — Dost thou love me?" So whis- 
pered Nathaniel; but Olympia, as she rose, only sighed, '^ Ah — ah T' 
** Yes, my gracious, my beautiful star of love,' said Nathaniel, 
** thou hast nsen upon me, and thou wilt shine, ever illuminating 
my inmost souL" ** Ah — ah !" replied Olympia, going. Nathaniel 
followed her; they both stood before the professor. 

*' You have had a very animated conversation with my daughter," 
said he, smiling; '* so, dear Herr Nathaniel, if you have any taste 
for talking with a silly girl, your visits shall be welcome." 

Nathaniel departed, with a whole heaven beaming in his bosom. 
The next day Spalanzani's festival was the subject of conversation. 
Notwithstanding the professor had done every thing to appear 
splendid, the wags had all sorts of incongruities and oddities to 
talk about, and were particularly hard upon the dumb, stiff 01jm« 
pia, to whom, in spite of her beautiful exterior, they ascribed 
absolute stupidity, and were pleased to find therein the cause why 
Spalanzani kept ner so long concealed. Nathaniel did not hear this 
without increased rage; but, nevertheless, he held his peace, for, 
thought he, '* Is it worth while to convince these fellows that it is 
their own stupidity that prevents them from recognising 01ympia^» 
deep, noble mind?" 

One day Si^smund said to him: '' Be kind enough, brother, to 
tell me how it was possible for a sensible feUow like you to ML ia 
love with that wax face, that wooden doll up there?" 

Nathaniel was about to fly out in a passion, but he quickly recol- 
lected himself, and retorted : '* Tell me, Sigismund, how it is that 
Olympiads heavenly charms could escape your glance, which generally 
perceives every thmg so clearly — -your active senses? But^ for that 
very reason, Heaven be thanked, I have not you for my rival; 
otherwise, one of us must have fallen a bleeding corpse !" 
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Sigismund plainly perceived his friend's condition, so Ke skilfully 
gave the conversation a turn, and added, after observing that in love- 
affairs there was no disputing about the object : " Nevertheless it is 
strange, that many of us think much the same about Olympia. To 
us — ^pray do not take it ill, brother, — she appears singularly stiff and 
soulless. Her shape is symmetrical — so is her face — ^that is true ! 
She might pass for beautiful, if her glance were not so utterly with- 
out a ray of life — ^without the power of seeing. Her pace is stran^ly 
measured, every movement seems to depend on some woimd-up 
clockwork. Her plajring — ^her singing has the unpleasantly correct 
and spiritless measure ot a singing machine, and the same may be 
said of her dancing. To us, this Oljrmpia has been quite unplea- 
sant; we wished to have nothing to do with her ; it seems as if she 
acts like a living ^ii^g) and yet nas some strange peculiarity of her 
own." Nathamel did not completely yield to the bitter feeling, 
which was coming over him at tnese words of Sigismund; he mas- 
tered his indignation, and merely said, with great earnestness, 
" Well may Olympia appear awful to you, cold prosaic man. Only 
to the poetical mmd does the similarly organised develop itself. 
To me alone was her glance of love revealed, beaming through 
mind and thought; only in the love of Olympia do I find myself 
again. It may not suit you, that she does not indulge in idle chit- 
chat like other shallow minds. She utters few words, it is true, 
but these few words appear as genuine hieroglyphics of the inner 
world, full of love and aeep knowledge of the spiritual life in con- 
templation of the eternal vcmcbr. But you have no sense for aU this, 
and my words are wasted on you." ** Grod preserve you, brother," 
said Sigismimd very mildly, almost sorrowfully ; '* but it seems to me, 
that you are in an evil way. You may depend upon me, if all — 
no, no, I will not say any tning further. All of a sudden it seemed 
to Nathaniel as if the cold prosaic Sigismimd meant very well to- 
wards him, and, therefore, he shook the proffered hand very heartily. 

Nathaniel had totally forgotten, that there was in the world a 
Clara, whom he had once loved; — ^his mother — ^Lothaire — all had 
vanished from his memory; he lived only for Olympia, with whom 
he sat for hours every day, uttering strange fantastical stuff about 
his love, about the sympatny that glowed to life, about the affinity of 
souls, to all of which Olympia listened with great devotion. From 
the very bottom of his desk, he drew out all that he had ever writ- 
ten. Poems, fantasies, visions, romances, tales — ^this stock was 
daily increased with all sorts of extravagant sonnets, stanzas, and 
canzone^ and he read all to Olympia for hours in succession without 
fatigue. Never had he known such an admirable listener. She 
neither embroidered nor knitted, she never looked out of window, she 
fed no fitvourite bird, she played neither with lap-dog nor pet cat, she 
did not twist a slip of paper nor any thing else m her hand, she was 
not obUged to suppress a yawn by a ^entk forced cough. In short, 
she sat for hours, looking straight mto her lover's eyes, without 
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stming, and her glance became more and more lively and animated. 
Only when Nathaniel rose at last, and kissed her lumd and also her 
Ups, she said ** Ah, ah !" adding '* ^ood night, dearest !" '* Oh deep, 
noble mind T* cried Nathaniel m his own room, " by thee, by thee, 
dear one, am I fully comprehended." He trembled with mward 
transport, when he considered the wonderful accordance that was 
revealed more and more every day in his own mind, and that of 
Olympia, for it seemed to mm as if Olympia had spoken con- 
cerning him and his poetical talent out of the depths of his own 
mind ; — as if the voice had actually soimded from withm himself. That 
must indeed have been the case, for Olympia never uttered any words 
whatever beyond those which have been already mentioned. Even 
when Nathaniel, in clear and sober moments, as for instance, when 
he had just woke in the morning, remembered Olympia's utter pas- 
sivity, and her paucitv^ and scarcity of words, he said: ** Words, 
words ! The glance of her heavenly eye speaks more than any lan- 
guage here below. Can a child of heaven adapt herself to the 
narrow circle which a miserable earthly necessity has drawn?' 
Professor Spalanzani appeared highly delighted at the intimacy of 
his daughter with Nathaniel. To the latter he gave the most une- 
quivocal signs of approbation, and when Nathamel ventured at last 
to hint at an union with Olympia, he smiled with his white face, 
and thought " he would leave his daughter a free choice in the 
matter." Encouraged by these words, and with burning passion in 
his heart, Nathaniel resolved to implore Olympia on the very next 
day, that she would say directly , m plain words, that which her 
kind glance had told him long ago; namely, that she loved him. 
He sought the ring which his mother had given him at parting, that 
he might give it to Olympia as a symbol of his devotion, of his 
life which budded forth and bloomed with her alone. Glara^s 
letters and Lothaire's came into his hands during the search; but 
he flung them aside indifferently, found the ring, put it up and 
hastened over to Olympia. Alr^y on the steps, in the hall he 
heard a strange noise, which seemed to proceed from Spalanzani's 
room. There was a stamping, a clattermg, a pushing, a hurling 
against the door, intermingled with curses and imprecations. *' Let 
go, let go, rascal ! — scoundrel ! Body and soul ventured in it ? 
Ha, ha, ha ! that I never will consent to — I, I made the eyes, I the 
clockwork— stupid blockhead with your clockwork — accursed dog 
of a bungling watch-maker — off with you — Satan — stop, pipe-maker 
— ^infernal beast — hold — begone — let go !" These words were ut- 
tered by the voices of Spalanzani, ana the hideous Coppelius, who 
was thus raging and clamoring. Nathaniel rushed in, overcome by 
the most inexpressible anguish. The professor held a female figure 
fast by the shoulders, the Italian Coppola grasped it by the feet, 
and thus they were tugging and pulling, this way and that, con- 
tending for flie possession of it, with the unmost fury. Natha- 
niel started back with horror, when in the figure he recognised 

M 
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Olympia. Boiling with the wildest indignation, he was about to 
rescue his beloved from these inftiiiated men, but at that moment, 
Ooppola, turning himself with the force of a giant, wrenched 
the figure firom the professor's hand, and then with the figure 
itself gave him a tremendous blow, which made him reel and fall 
backwards over the table, where vials, retorts, bottles, and glass 
evlinders were standing. All these were dashed to a thousand 
snivers. Now Coppola flung the figure across his shoulders, and, 
with fij^htfiil, yelling laughter, dashed down the stairs, so that the 
feet of me figure, which dangled in the ugliest manner, rattled with 
a wooden sound on every step. Nathaniel stood paralysed; he had 
seen but too plainly that Olympia's waxen, deadly pale counte- 
nance had no eyes, but black holes instead — she was, indeed, a life- 
less doU. Spalanzani was writhing on the floor; the pieces of glass 
had cut his head, heart, and arms, and the blood was spirting up, as 
from so many fountains. But he soon collected all his strength. 
" After him — after him — ^why do you pause? Coppelius, Coppe- 
lius, has robbed me of my best automaton — a work oi twenty years 
— ^body and soul set upon it — the clock-work — the speech — ^the 
walk, mine; the eyes stolen from you. The infernal rascal — after 
him; fetch Olympia — there you have the eyes !" 

And now Nathaniel saw how a pair of eyes, which lay upon the 
groundi were staring at him; these Spalanzani caught up, with the 
tmwounded hand, and flung against his heart. At this^ madness 
seized him with its burning claws, and clutched into his soul, tear- 
ing to pieces all his thoughts and senses. " Ho— ho — ^ho — a circle 
of fire f of fire ! — turn thyself round, circle ! merrily, merrily, ho, 
ihou wooden doll — ^tum thyself, pretty doll !" With these words 
he flew at the professor and pressed in his throat. He would have 
strangled him, had not the noise attracted many people, who rushed 
in, forced open Nathaniel's grasp, and thus saved the professor, 
whose woimos were bound immediately. Sigismund, strong as he 
was, was not able to master the mad Nathaniel, who with mghtful 
voice kept crying out: "Turn thyself, wooden doll!" and struck 
aroimd him with clenched fists. At last the combined force of many 
succeeded in overcoming him, in flin^g him to the ground, and 
binding him. His words were merged into a hideous roar, like that 
of a brute, and raging in this insane condition he was taken to the 
mad-house. ^ 

Before, gentle reader, I proceed to tell thee what more befel the 
unfortunate Nathaniel, I can tell thee, in case thou takest an interest 
in the skilful optician and automaton-maker, Spalanzani, that he was 
completely healed of his wounds. He was, however, obliged to leave 
the university, because Nathaniel's story had created a sensation, and 
it was universally deemed an unpardonable imposition to smuggle 
wooden dolls instead of living persons into respectable tea-parties — 
for such Olympia had visited with success. The lawyers called it 
a most subtle deception, and the more culpable, inasmuch as he bad 
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plaamed it so artfully against the public, that not a single soul— -a 
lew cunning students excepted — had detected it, although all now 
wished to play the acute, and referred to various &ct8, which ap- 
peared to them suspicious. Nothing very clever was revealed in 
this way. For instance, could it strike any one as so very suspicious, 
that Olympia, according to the expression of an elegant tea-ite, had, 
contraiy to all usage, sneezed oftener than she had vawned? " The 
formery^ remarked this elegant person, ** was the sefr-winding-up of 
the concealed clockwork, which had, moreover, creaked audibly" — 
and so on. The professor of poetry and eloquence took a pinch of 
snuff, clapped first the lid of his box, cleared his throaty and said, 
solemnly, *^ Ladies and gentlemen, do you not perceive how the 
whole affidr lies? It is all an alleffory — a continued metaphor — ^you 
understand me — Samenti sat" IJut many were not satisfied with 
this; the story of tne automaton had struck deep root into their 
souls, and, in fact, an abominable mistrust against numan figures in 
general, began to creep in. Maliy lovers, to be quite convinced 
that they were not enamoured of wooden dolls, would request their 
mistress to sing and dance a little out of time, to embroider and 
knit, and pky with their lap-dogs, while listening to reading, &c.; 
and, above all, not to list^ merely, but also sometimes to talk, 
in such a manner as presupposed actual thought and feeling. With 
many did the bond of love oecome firmer, and more chaimng, while 
others, on the contrarv, slipped gently out of the noose. *' One 
cannot really answer for this," said some. At tea^-parties, yawn* 
ing prevailed to an incredible extent, and there was no sneezing 
at all, that all suspicion might be avoided. Spalanzani, as already 
stated, was obliged to decamp, to e8ca|>e the criminal prosecution for 
fraudulently introducing an automaton into human society. Coppola 
had vanished also. 

Nathaniel awakened as from a heavy, frightful dream; he opened 
his eyes, and felt an indescribable sensation of pleasure streaming 
through him, with soft heavenly warmth. He was in bed in his 
own room, in his father's house, Clara was stooping ov^ him, and 
Lothaire and his mother were standing near. *' At last, at last, oh 
beloved Nathaniel, hast thou recovered from thy serious illness— now 
thou art again mine !" So spoke Clara, from the very depth of her 
soul, and clasped Nathaniel in her arms. But with mingled sorrow 
and delight did the brightly glowing tears fall from his eyes, and he 
deeply groaned forth: "My own — my own Clara I" oi^ismund, 
who nad faithfully remained with his friend in the hour of trouble, 
now entered. Nathaniel stretched out his hand to him. " And 
thou, faithful brother, hast not deserted me?" Every trace of Na- 
thaniel's madness had vanished, and he soon eained strength amid 
the care of his mother, his beloved, and his fnends. Good fortune 
also had visited the house, for an old penurious uncle, of whom no- 
thing had been expected, had died, and had left the mother, besides 
considerable property, an estate in a pleasant spot near the town. 

H 2 
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Thither Nathaniel, with his Clara, whom lie now thought of marry- 
ing, his mother, and Lothaire, desired to so. Nathimiel had now 
grown milder and more docile than he haa ever been, and he now 
understood, for the first time, the heavenly purity and the mreatness 
of Clara's mind. No one, by the slightest hint, reminded him of 
the past. Only, when Sigismund tooK leave of him, Nathaniel said : 
" Heavens, brother, I was in an evil way, but a ffood angel led me 
betimes to the path of light ! Ah, that was Clara !" Sigismund did 
not let him carry the discourse further for fear that deeply wounding 
recollections might burst forth bright and flaming. It was about 
this time that the four happy persons thought of going to the estate. 
They were crossing, at noon, the streets oi the city, where they had 
made several purchases, and the high steeple of the town-nouse 
already cast its gigantic shadow over the market-place. ** Oh," said 
Clara, ^* let us ascend it once more, and look at the distant moun- 
tains !" No sooner said than done. Nathaniel and Clara both as* 
cended the steps, the mother returned home with the servant, and 
Lothaire, not inclined to clamber up so many steps, chose to remain 
below. The two lovers stood arm in arm in the highest gallery of 
the tower, and looked down upon the misty forests, behind wnich 
the blue mountains were rising like a gigantic city. 

'* Look there at that curious little gray bush, which actually seems 
as if it were striding towards us," said Clara. Nathaniel mechani- 
cally put his hand into his breast pocket — ^he found Coppola's tele- 
scope, and he looked on one side. Clara was before the glass. There 
was a convulsive movement in his pulse and veins, — ^pale as death, he 
stared at Clara, but soon streams of fire flashed and glared fix>m his 
rolling eyes, and he roared frightfully, like a hunted beast. Then 
he sprang high into the air, and, m the intervals of a horrible 
]auj?hter, shrieKed out, in a pjiercing tone, " Wooden doll — ^tum thy- 
self!" Seizin? Clara with immense force he wished to hurl her 
down, but with the ener^ of a desperate death-struggle she clutched 
the railings. Lothaire heard the raging of the madman — ^he heard 
Clara's shriek of agony — ^fearful forebodings darted threuffh his mind, 
he ran up, the door of the second flight was fastened, and the shrieks 
of Clara became louder and louder. Frantic with rage and anxiety, 
he dashed against the door, which, at last, burst open. Clara's voice 
became fainter and Winter. " Help— help— save me!"— with these 
words the voice seemed to die in the air. ** She is gone — ^murdered 
by the madman !" cried Lothaire. The door of the gallery was also 
closed, but despair gave him a giant's strength, and he burst it from 
the hinges. Heavens — Clara, grasped by the mad Nathaniel, was 
hanging in the air over the galler]^, — only with one hand she still 
held one of the iron railings. Quick as hghtning Lothaire caught 
his sister, drew her in, and, at the same moment, struck the madnum 
in the face with his clenched fist» so that he reeled and let go his 
prey. 

Lothaire ran down with his fainting sister in his arms. She was 
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saved. Nathaniel went raging about the gallery and bounded high 
in the air, crying, ** Fire circle turn thyself — turn thyself!" The 
people collected at the sound of the wild shriek, and amon^ them, 

Erominent by his gi^ntic stature, was the advocate Coppehus, who 
ad just come to the town, and was proceeding straight to the 
market-place. Some wished to ascend and seciure the madman, but 
Coppelius laughed, saying, " Ha, ha,— only wait — ^he will soon come 
down of his own accord, and looked up like the rest. Nathaniel 
suddenly stood still as if petrified; he stooped down, perceived Cop- 
pelius, and yelling out, " Ah, pretty eyes — ^pretty eyes I" — ^he sprang 
over the railing. 

When Nathaniel lay on the stone pavement, with his head shat- 
tered, Coppelius had disappeared in the crowd. 

Many years afterwards it is said that Clara was seen in a remote 
spot, sitting hand in hand with a kind-looking man before the door 
of a coimtry house, while two lively boys played before her. From 
this it may be inferred that she at last found that quiet domestic hap- 
piness which suited her serene and cheerful mind, and which the 
morbid Nathaniel would never have given her. 

J.O. 



MICHAEL KOHLHAAS,* 

BY HEINBICH VON KLEIST. 

Ok the banks of the Hafel, about the middle of the sixteenth cen- 
tury, lived a horse-dealer, named Michael Kohlhaas. He was the 
son of a schoolmaster, and was one of the most honest, while at the 
same time he was one of the most terrible persons of his period. 
l!ill his thirtieth year this extraordinary man might have {)assed as 
a pattern of a good citizen. In a village, which still bears his name, 
he held a &rm, on which, by means of his business, he was enabled 
to live quietly. The children whom his wife bore him, he brought 
up in the fear of God to honesty and industry; and there was not 
one among his neighbours who had not felt the benefit of his kind- 
ness or his sense of justice. In short, the world might have blessed 
his memory had he not carried one virtue to too great an extreme. 
The feeling of justice made him a robber and a murderer. 

He was once riding abroad, with a string of young horses, all 
sleek and well-fed, and was calculating how he ^ould expend the 

* On one point the translator of this tale solicits the indulgence of his critical 
readers. A great number of official names and legal terms occur, the technical 
meaning of which could not properly be defined by any one but a German jurist. 
As these names hare no exact equividents in English, the names into which they are 
here translated may appear arbitrary. The translator can only say that, where ex- 
actitude was impomible, he has done his best. 
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Erofit which he hoped to make in the markets — apportioning part, 
ke a good manager, to gain further profit, and part to pree^it en- 
joyment — ^when he came to the Elbe, and found, by a stately castle 
m the Saxon dominion, a toll-bar, which he had never seen on this 
road. He at once stopped with his horses, while the rain was pour- 
ing down, and called to the toll-taker, who soon, with a very cross 
face, peeped out of window. The horse-dealer asked him to open 
the road. *^ What new fashion is this?" said he, when, after a con* 
siderable time, the collector came out of his house. ** A soverei^ 
privilege," was his reply, as he \mlocked the bar, ** granted to the 
Squire* Wenzel von Tronka.'' " So," said Kohlhaas, ** Wenzd's the 
squire's name, is it?' — and he looked at the castle, which, with its 
glittering battlements, peered over the field. ** Is the old master 
dead?" '* Of an apoplexy," answered the collector, as he lifted up 
the bar. '* That's a pity I" said Kohlhaas. ^* He was a worthy old 

fentleman, who took delight in the intercourse of men, and helped 
usiness when he could. Aye, once he had a dam built of stone, 
because a mare of mine broke her le^ yonder, where the way leads 
to the village. Now, how much?" he asked, and with difficulty 
drew out from his mantle, which fluttered in the wind, the aroschen 
required by the collector. " Aye, old man," said he, as the other 
muttered, " make haste," and cursed the weather. — ** K the tree firom 
which this bar was fashioned had remained in the wood, it would 
have been better for both of us." Having paid the money, he would 
have pursued his journey, but scarcely had he passed the bar than 
he heard behind him a new voice calling from the tower: 

" Ho, there, horse-dealer P and saw the castellan shut the window, 
and hasten down to him. ^' Now, something else new!" said Kohl- 
haas to himself, stopping with his horses. The castellan, buttoning a 
waistcoat over his spacious stomach, came, and standing aslant against 
the rain, asked for his passport. '^Passport!" cried iCohlhaas; ad- 
ding, a little puzzled, that he had not one about him, to his know- 
ledge; but that he should like to be told what sort of a thing it was 
as he might perchance be provided with one, notwithstanding. The 
castellan, eyeing him askance, remarked, that without a written per- 
mission no horse-dealer, with horses, would be allowed to pass the 
border. The horse-dealer asserted that he had crossed the border 
seventeen times in the course of his life without any such paper; 
that he knew perfectly all the seignorial privileges which belonged 
to his business; that this would only prove a mistake, and that he, 
therefore, hoped he mi^ht be allowea to think it over; and, as his 
journey was long, not Be detained thus uselessly any further. The 
castellan answei^ that he would not escape tne eighteenth time; 
that the regulation had but lately appeared, and that ne must either 
take a passport here or return whence he had come. The horse* 
dealer, who oegan to be nettled at tiiese illegal exactions, dismounted 
from his horse, after reflecting for a while, and said he would speak 

*** Squire" is lued as an eqtaivalent for ** Junker." **CasteUAa'*i»patfor «*Biiig- 
Toigt" and <« SchkMsroigt" 



MICHAEL KOHLHAAS. 167 

to iha Squire von Tronka himflelf. He acooidingly went up to l3ie 
castle, followed by the castellan, who muttered something about 
stingy money-Bcrapeis, and the utility of bleeding them, and both| 
measuring each otner with their looks, entered the hall. 

The squire, as it happened, was drinking with some boon compa^ 
nions, and they all burst out into a ceaseless fit of laughter at somo 
jest, when Kohlhaas approached to state his grievance. The sqidro 
asked him what he wanted, while the knights, eyeing the stranger, 
remained still; yet hardly had he be^un his request concerning tho 
horses, than the whole company cned out — *' Horses I where are 
they?' and ran to the window to see them. No sooner had they set 
eyes on the sleek lot than, on the motion of the squire, down they 
flew into the court-yard. The rain had ceased; castellan, bailiff 
and servants, were collected around, and all surveyed the animals. 
One praised the sorrel with the white spot on his forehead, another 
liked the chesnut, a third patted the dappled one with tawney spots, 
and agreed that the horses were like so many stags, and that none 
better could be reared in the coimtry. Kohlhaas, in hiffh spirits, 
replied that the horses were no better than the knights wno snould 
ride them, and asked them to make a purchase. Tne squire, who 
was greatly taken with the strong soirel stallion, asked the price, 
wliile the bailiff pressed him to buy a pair of blacks which he 
thought might be usefully employed on the estate; but when the 
horse-dealer named his terms, tne knights foimd them too high, and 
the squire said that he might ride to the round table and find King 
Arthur if he fixed such prices as these. Kohlhaas, who saw the 
castellan and the bailiff whisper together, as they cast most signi- 
ficant glances on the blacks, leil nothing imdone, actuated as he was 
by some dark foreboding, to make them take the horses. 

'^ See sir," he said to the squire, ^' I bought the blacks for five-^ 
and-twenty gold crowns, six months ago. Give me thirty and they 
are yours." 

Two of the knights, who stood near the squire, said plainly enough 
that the horses were well worth the money; but the squire thought 
that he might buy the sorrel, while he objected to take the blacks, and 
made preparations to depart, when Kohlhaas, saying that they would 
conclude a bargain the next time he went that way with his horses, 
bade farewell to the squire, and took his horse's oridle to ride off. 
At this moment the castellan stepped forward firom the rest, and said 
that he had told him he could not travel without a passport. Kohl- 
haas, turning round, asked the squire whether this r^y was the 
ease, adding that it would prove the utter destruction of his business. 
The squire, somewhat coniused, answered as he withdrew, 

^' Yes, Kohlhaas, you must have a pass ; sp^ about it with the cas- 
tellan, and go your way.^' Kohlhaas assured nim that he had no notion 
of evading such r^ulations as might be made respecting the convey- 
ance of horses, promised, in his way through Dresden, to get a pass 
from the secretary's office, and begged l^at he might, on this occa- 
sion, be allow^ to go on, as he knew nothing of the requisition. 
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*' Well," said the squire, while the storm broke out anew and rattled 
against his thin limbs, ^' Let the fellow go. Come," said he to his 
knights, and moving roimd, he was proceeding to the castle. The 
castellan, however, turning to him said that Kohlhaas must at least 
leave some pledge that he would get the passport. The squire, upon 
this, remained standing at the castle-^te, while Eohlhaas asked what 
security in money or in kind he should leave on account of the black 
horses. The baili£f mumbled out that he thought the horses them- 
selves might as well be left. '* Certainly," said the casteUan, '* That 
is the best plan. When he has got the pass he can take them away 
at any time." 

Kohlhaas, astounded at so impudent a proposition, told the squire, 
who was shivering and holding nis waistcoat tight to his body, that 
he should like to sell him the blacks; but the latter, as a gust of 
wind drove a world of rain through the gate, cried out, to cut the 
matter short, " If he won't leave his horses pitch him over the 
bar back again I" and so saying, left the spot. The horse-dealer, 
who saw that he must give way to force, resolved, as he could not do 
otherwise, to comply with the request, so he unfastened the blacks, and 
conducted them to a stable which the castellan showed him, left a 
servant behind, gave him money, told him to take care of the blacks 
tiU his return, and doubting whether, on account of the advances 
made in breeding, there might not be such a law in Saxony, he 
continued his journey with ike rest of his horses to Leipzig, where 
he wished to attend me fair. 

As soon as he reached Dresden, where, in one of the suburbs he 
had a house with stables, being in the habit of carrying on his trade 
from thence with the lesser markets of the coimtry, he went to the 
secretary's office, and there learned from the councillors, some of 
whom he knew, what he had expected at first — namely, that the 
story about the passport was a mere fable. The displeased coun- 
cillors having, at the request of Kohlhaas, given him a certificate as 
to the nullity of the requisition, he laughed at the thin squire's jest, 
though he did not exactly see the pilrport of it; and, having in a 
few weeks sold his horses to his satisfaction, he returned to the 
Tronkenburff without any bitter feeling beyond that at the general 
troubles of the world. The castellan, to whom he showed me cer- 
tificate, g^ve no sort of explanation, but merely said, in answer to 
the question of the horse-dealer, whether he might have the horses 
back again, that he might go and fetch them. Already, as he 
crossed the court-yard, Kohlhaas heard the unpleasant news that 
his servant, on accoimt of improper conduct, as they said, had been 
beaten and sent off a few days after he had been left at the Tron- 
kenburg. He asked the yoimg man who gave him this intel- 
ligence, what the servant had done, and who had attended the 
horses in the meanwhile. He replied that he did not know, and 
opened the stall in which they were kept to the horse-dealer, whose 
heart already swelled with dark misgivings. How great was his 
astonishment when, instead of his sleek, well-fed blacks, he saw a 
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couple of skiimy, jaded creatures, with bones on which things 
nignt have been hung, as on hooks, and manes entangled from 
want of care; in a word, a true picture of animal misery. Kohlhaas, 
to whom the horses neighed with a slight movement, was indig* 
nant in the highest degree, and asked what had befallen the crea- 
tures? The servant answered, that no particular misfortune had be- 
fallen them, but that, as there had been a want of draught-cattle, they 
had been used a little in the fields. KoUhaas cursed this shameful 
and preconcerted act of arbitrary power; but, feeling his own weak- 
ness, suppressed his rage, and, as there was nothing else to be done, 
prepared to leave the robber's nest with his horses, when the cas- 
tellan, attracted by the conversation, made his appearance, and 
asked what was the matter. 

^' Matter !" said Kohlhaas, '* who allowed Sauire Von Tronka and 
his people to work in the fields the horses that I left?' Heaskedif this 
was humanity, tried to rouse the exhausted beasts by a stroke with a 
switch, and showed him that they could not move. The castellan, 
after he had looked at him for awhile, insolently enough said, ^' Now, 
there^s an ill-mannered down ! Whv does not the tellow thank his 
(rod that his beasts are still living?' He asked whose business it was to 
take care of them when the boy had run awav, and whether it was 
not fair that the horses should earn in the fields the food that was 
given them, and concluded by telling him to cease jabbering, or he 
would call out the dogs, and get some quiet that way at any rate. 

The horse-dealer's heart beat strongly against his waistcoat, he felt 
strongly inclined to fling the good-for-nothing mass of fkt into the 
mud, and set his foot on his brazen coimtenance. Yet his feeling 
of right, which was accurate as a gold balance, still wavered; before 
the tribunal of his own heart, he was still uncertain whether his 
adversary was in the wrong; and, while pocketing the afironts, he 
went to his horses and smoothed down their manes. Silently 
weighing the circumstances, he asked, in a subdued voice, on what 
account the servant had been sent away from the castle. The cas- 
tellan answered that it was because the rascal had been impudent. 
He had resisted a necessary change of stables, and had desii^ that 
the horses of two youn^ noblemen, who had come to Tronkenburg, 
should remain out all night in the high road. Kohlhaas would have 
given the value of the horses to have had the servant by him, and 
to have compared his statement with that of the thick-lipped cas- 
tellan. He stood awhile and smoothed the tangles out of the 
manes, bethinking himself what was to be done m his situation, 
when suddenly the scene changed, and the Squire Von Tronka, 
with a host of knights, servants, and dogs, returning from a hare- 
hunt galloped into the castle-court. The castellan, when the squire 
asked what had happened, took care to sp^ik first; and, while the 
dogs at the sight of the stranger were barking at him on one side, 
with the utmost fury, and the Knights on the other side were trying 
to silence them, he set forth, distorting the matter as much as pos- 
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nble, the disturbanoe that the hoise^ealer had created, became hie 
horses had been used a little. Laughing socmifullj, he added that 
he had refused to acknowledge them as his own. '' They are not 
my horses, your worship I" cried Kohlhaas; *' these are not the 
horses that were worth thirty golden crowns I I will have my sound 
and well-fed horses." The squire, whose £ice became pale for a 
moment, alighted and said, *' If the rascal will not take his horses, 
why let him leave them. Come Gomther, come Hans," cried he^ 
as be brushed the dust firom his breeches with his hand. '^ And, 
hoi wine there!" he called, as he crossed the threshold with the 
knights and entered his dwelling. Kohlhaas said that he would 
rather send for the knacker and nave the horses knocked on the 
head, than he would take them in such a condition to his stable at 
Kohlhaasenbriick. He left them stranding where they were, without 
troubling himself further about them, and vowing that he would 
have justice, flung himself on his brown horse, and rode off. 

He was just setting off full speed for Dresden, when, at the 
thought of the servant, and at the complaint that had been made 
against him at the castle, he began to walk slowly, turned his 
horse's head before he had gone a thousand paces, and took the road to 
Kohlhaasenbriick, that, in accordance with his notions of prudence and 
justice, he might first hear the servant's accoimt of the matter. For 
a correct feeling, well inured to the defective ways of the world, in- 
clined him, in spite of the affix>nts he had received, to pass over the 
loss of his horses, as an equitable result; if, indeed, as the castellan 
had maintained, it could be proved that his servant was in the 
wron^. On the other hand, a feeling equally honourable, which 
gain^ ground as he rode further, and heard, wherever he stopped, 
of the wron^ that travellers had to endure every day at the Tronk* 
enbur^, told him, that if the whole affair was a concerted scheme— « 
as, indeed, it seemed to be — it was his duty to use every effort to 
obtain satisfaction for the afi&onts he had endured, and to secure his 
fellow-citizens for the future. 

As soon as, on his arrival at Kohlhaasenbriick, he had embraced 
his good wife Lisbeth, and kissed his children, who sported about 
his knees, he inquired af^r his head servant, Herse, and whether 
any thing had been heard of him. 

*'Yes, dearest Michael," said Lisbeth, ^'and only think — that 
unfortunate Herse came here about a fortnight ago, beaten most 
barbarously — aye, so beaten, that he could scarcely breathe. We 
took him to bed, when he spat a good deal of blood, and, in answer 
to our repeated questions, told a story which none of us could un- 
derstand ;•— how he was leslt behind by you at the Tronkenbui^ 
with the horses, which were not allowed to pass, how he was forced, 
by the most shameful ill-usa^, to leave the castle, and how he waa 
unable to bring the horses with him." 

''Indeed!" said Kohlhaas^ putting off his mantle, ^*is he reco- 
vered now?" 
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'' Tolerably/' she answered, *^ with the ezceptum of the spittmg 
of blood« I wished immediatelj to send a servant to the Tronken- 
bnig, to take care of the horses till you went there, for Herse has 
always been so honest, indeed so much more faithful to us than any 
one else, that I never thought of doubting a statement supported by 
so many evident signs of truth, or of beheving that he had lost the 
horses m any other way. Yet he entreated me not to counsel any 
one to show himself in that robber's nest, and 'to give up the horses, 
if I would not sacrifice a human being." 

'^ Is he still in bed?" asked Kohlhaas, loosening his neckcloth. 

'* For the last few days he has ffone about in tne court," she an- 
swered — '* in short, you will see t£at all is true enough, and that 
this affidr is one of the atrocities which the people at the Tronken- 
burg have lately perpetrated against strangers." 

*' That I must look into," said Kohlhaas. '' Call him here^ Lis- 
beth, if he is up." With these words he sat himself down, while 
the housewife, who was pleased to see him so forbearing, went and 
fetched the servant. 

" What have you been doing at the Tronkenburg?" asked Kohl- 
haas, as Lisbeth entered the room with him. ''I am not well 
pleased with you." The servant, in whose pale face a spot of red 
appeared at these words, was silent for a whue^ and then said— - 

*' You are right, master, for I flung into the Elbe a match, which, 
by Gbd's providence, I had with me, to set on fire the robber's nest, 
from which I was driven, as I heard a child crying within, and 
thought to myself—' God's lightning may consume it, but I will 
not' " 

" But what did you do to be sent away fix)m the Tronkenburg?" 
said Kohlhaas, much struck. 

" It was on accoimt of a bad piece of business," said Herse, wip- 
ing the perspiration from his forenead; " but no matter, ' what can't 
be cured must be endured.' I would not allow the horses to be 
ruined by field work, and told them they were still young, and had 
never been used for drawing." 

Kohlhaas, endeavouring to conceal the pertubatiom of his mind, 
observed, that Herse had not quite told the truth in this instance, as 
the horses had been in harness a little during the preceding spring. 
" As you were a kind of guest at the castle, you might have obliged 
them once or twice, when they were forced to get in their harvest as 
quickly as they could." 

** So I did, master," replied Herse, " I thought, as they began to 
make wry faces, that it would not cost us the norses, at all events. 
On the tfeird monung I put them too, and brought in three loads of 
com. 

Kohlhaas, whose heart swelled, fixed his eyes on the ground, and 
said, " They told me nothing of that; Herse." 

Tlie man, however, assured him that it was so. " My incivility," 
be said, *' consisted in this: that I would not allow the horses to be 
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yoked again, when they had scarcely taken their feed at noon, and 
that when the castellan and the bailm told me to take fodder gratis, 
and to pocket the money which had been given me, I gave mem a 
short answer, turned on my heel, and walked off." 

*' But," said Kohlhaas, *' it was not for this incivility that you 
were sent away from the Tronkenburg." 

^' God forbid !'* said the man, '* it was on account of a rascally 
piece of injustice. For in the evening, the horses of two knights, 
who had come to the Tronkenburg, were put in the stable, and mine 
were tied to the stable-door. And when I took the horses out of the 
hand of the castellan, and asked him where they were to be kept, he 
showed me a pigsty, built with boards and laths against the castle wall." 

'' You mean/' interrupted Kohlhaas, *' that it was such a bad 
place for horses, that it was more like a pigsty than a stable." 

" I mean a pigsty, master," said Herse, ** really and truly a pigsty, 
where the pigs ran in and out, and in which I coula not stand upright." 

'* Perhaps there was no other place for the horses," observed 
Kohlhaas, '' and those of the knights had, in some measure, the pre- 
ference." 

" The place," answered the servant, dropping his voice, " was in- 
deed narrow. Seven knights in all were stopping at the castle; but 
if it had been you — ^you would have put the horses a little closer to- 
gether. I said that I would try to hire a stable in the village, but 
tne castellan objected that he must have the horses imder his own 
eye, and that I must not venture to move them from the yard." 

*' Hem !" said Kohlhaas, " what did you do then?' 

" Why, as the bailiff told me that the two guests would only 
stop over the night, and would leave the next morning, I led the 
horses into the sty. But the next day passed, and nothing of the 
kind took place ; and when the third came, I heard the visitors would 
remain at the castle for some weeks." 

'* Then, in the end," said Kohlhaas, *' it was not so bad in the 
pigsty, as it seemed, when first you looked into it." 

" True," replied Herse, " when I had swept the place a bit, it was 
passable. Then I ^ve the girl a groschen to put the pigs some- 
where else, and during the day, at least, I managed to let the horses 
stand upright, for I took off tne boards at the top, when the morning 
dawned, and put them on again in the evening. They peeped out 
of the roof like so many geese, and looked after Kohlhaasenbriick, or 
some place at any rate, where they would be better off." 

^' But now," said Kohlhaas, ^^ why in the world did they send 
you away?" 

** Because, master," replied the man, *' they wanted to get rid of 
me; because, as long as 1 was there, they could not ruin the horses. 
In the yard, and in the servants' room, they always made queer &ces 
at me, and because I thought ^ you may twist your mouths out of 
joint, if you like^' they managed to find a pretext, and turned me 
out of the yard." 
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'' But the reason," said Eohlhaas, *^ ihey must hare liad some 



leason." 



** Oh, certainly,'* replied Herse, ** and a very good one too. On 
the evening of the second day which I had passea in the sty, I took 
the horses, which had become dirty, and was going to nde them 
out to water. When I was just at tne fate, and was about to turn, 
I* heard the castellan and the bailiff, with servants, dogs, and sticks, 
rush upon me from the servants' room, and shout out ' otop the thief, 
stop the hangdog T as if they were all possessed. The gate-keeper 
intercepted my passage, and when I asked him and the uproarious 
mob wiiat was the matter, the castellan, seizing the brioie of the 
two horses, cried, * Matter, indeed I Where are you going with the 
horses ? and so saying, seized me by the collar. * Why, where 
should I be ffoinff ? said I, ' I am going to water the horses.' * Oh, 
to water !' cned tne castellan, * I'll water you ! I'll teach you to swim 
on the hiffh road all the way to Kohlhaasenbriick.' Upon this, he 
and the bailiff, who had laid hold of my le^, flung me treacher- 
ously from the horse, so that I lay full length m the mud. * Mur- 
der !' shouted I, ' There are the liamess, and the horse-cloths, and a. 
bundle of linen belon^g to me in the stable.' But the castellan 
and the servants, while me bailiff led off the horses, belaboured 
me with whips, and cudgels, and kicks, till I fell down, half dead, at 
the gate. And when I said, * Where are the thievish rogues taking- 
the horses?* and got up, * Out of the castle-yard !' cried the castel- 
lan. ' Ho, there, Caesar !— Ho, Touzer ! — Ho, Pincher 1' and straight 
more than a dozen dogs flew at me. At this I broke a stick or 
something from the fence, and lay three of the dogs dead at my feet; 
but when, tortured by their fangs, I was forced to give way, * ?hew T 
went a pipe — the dogs were in the yard — bang went the gate — the 
bolt was orawn, and down in the road I fell, quite exhausted." 

Kohlhaas, thoiigh his fisice was white, affected a jocose style, and 
said, " Now, did not you wish to abscond, Herse ?' and when the 
man, colouring, looked on the groimd, he added, ^* Now confess, 
you did not like the pigsty, you thought the stable in Kohlhaasen* 
briick much better — did you not?' " Thunder of Heaven !" ex- 
claimed Herse, ** I left the harness and horse-cloths, and the bundle 
of linen in the sty. Should I not have secured the three crowns 
which I lefl in the red silk neckerchief, hid behind the manger? 
Death and the devil ! — ^When you talk so, you make me wi^ to- 
%ht that match again which 1 threw away;" '* Nay, nay," said 
Kohlhaas, *' I did not mean so ill with you, I believe every word 
you have spoken, and if there is any talk about it, I will take the 
sacrament upon it ; I am only sorry that you fared no better in my 
service. Go to bed, Herse; go to bed. Take a flask of wine and 
comfort yourself — ^you shall have justice." He then rose, asked for 
a list of the things which the man had left in the sty, specified their 
value; asked him the expenses of curing his hurt, and, after shaking 
hands with him, let him go. 
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. He then told his i?if6, Lisbeth, the whole partumlan of the ftffidr ; 
said that he was resolved to claim public ^xistice, and was pleased to 
see that in this design she fully agreed with him. For she said that 
many other traveUeriB, probably less forbearing than he, would eo by 
that castle, that it would be a pious work to stop disorders like tnese, 
and that she would soon collect enough for the expenses of the suit. 
Kohlhaas called her a dear woman, passed this and the following day 
with her and his children, and, as soon as business allowed, went to 
Dresden to make his complaint before the tribunal 

Then with the help of a lawyer of his acquaintance he drew up a 
petition, in which, after a circumstantial statement of the 'wxanft 
which the Squire Wenzel von Tronka had done both to him, ana 
his servant Herse, he claimed that he should be punished according 
to law, that his horses should be restored to their former condition, 
and that compensation should be awarded for the wrong which he 
and his servant had suffered. The case was clear enough, the fact 
that the horses had been illegally detained threw a light on all the 
rest, and even if it were assumed that they had been injured merely 
by chance, the claim of their owner to have them back in a healthy 
condition, was nevertheless just. Besides Kohlhaas had plenty of 
good friends at Dresden, who promised heartily to support his cause, 
his extensive trade in horses had gained him a numerous acquaintance^ 
and the honesty of his dealings had acquired him the good will of the 
most important men in the country. He frequently dined with hia 
advocate, who was himself a man of consequence, gave him a sum to 
defray the law expenses, and being iuQy satisfied by him as to the 
issue of the suit, returned, afler a few weeks to his wife at Eohl- 
haasenbrtick. However months passed on, and the year was nearly 
at an end, and he had not yet got from Saxony even a statement 
concerning his suit, much less the decision itself. After he had ap^ 
plied to the tribunal several times anew he asked his legal assistant 
in a confidential letter, what could be the cause of this monstrous 
delay, and learned that his suit had been entirely set aside in conse- 
quence of a high application to the siipreme court at Dresden. In 
answer to another letter from the horse-dealer, couched in terms of high 
dissatisfaction, and asking a reason for all this, the jurist repUed, that 
the Squire Wenzel von Tronka was related to two young gentlemen, 
Herm Henry and Conrad von Tronka, one of whom was attached to the 
lord cup-bearer, while the other was chamberlain. He advised him, 
without proceeding further in the suit, to try to get his horses back 
from theTronkenburg, gave him to understand that the squire, who 
was now in the capital, nad ordered his people to return them, and 
finallv entreated him, if he would not be satisfied, at any-rate not to 
give nim (the writer^ any further commissions relative to the matter. 

At this time, Kohlhaas happened to be in Brandenburg, where the 
town-governor (S^adt-kauptmann) Heinrich von Greusau, to whose 
jurisdiction Kohlhaasenbriick belonged, was occupied in founding 
several charitable institutions for the poor and sick, a considerable 
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sum, wliich had come into the possenon of the city, being appro* 
priated for that purpose. Above all he was endeavouring to convert 
a mineral spring, the source of which was in a neighbouring village, 
and concerning the virtues of which higher expectations were raised 
than were fumlled by the parties, to the use of invalids, and as 
Kohlhaas, in consequence of many transactions he had had with him, 
during his sojourn at the court, was well known to him, he allowed 
the servant Herse, who had not been able to breathe without a pain 
in the chest since the unlucky day at Tronkenburg, to try the httle 
spring, which was now enclosed and roofed over. Now it (jianced that 
tne governor was standing by the bath, in which Herse was laid by 
Koluhaas, to make certain arrangements, when the horse-dealer re* 
ceivedby a messenger, sent by his wife, the disheartening letter from his 
advocate at Dresden. The governor, who while he was talking with 
the phjrsician, saw Kohlhaas drop a tear on the letter he had just re- 
ceived and opened, went up to him in a kind manner, and asked him 
what misfortune haid happened; and when the horse-dealer, instead of 
answering, put the letter in his hand, this worthy man, to whom the 
abominable wrong, which had been done at the Tronkenburg, and 
in consequence of which Herse lay ill before him, perhaps for li&, was 
well known, slapped him on the shoulder, and bid him not to be 
disheartened, as he woidd aid him to obtain justice. In the evening, 
when the horse-dealer, in compUance with his instructions, called 
upon him at his castle, he told him that he need only draw up a 

Stition to the Elector of Brandenburg, with a short statement of 
^, attach to it the advocate's letter, and claim seignorial protection 
on account of the violence he had suffered in the Saxon territory. 
He promised to enclose the petition in a packet, which lay ready at 
hand, and thus to put it into the hands of the elector, who would 
oertainly , on his own accoimt, apply to the Elector of Saxony, as soon 
as circumstances permitted. Such a step was all that was wanted to 
obtain justice from the tribunal at Dresden, in spite of the tricks of 
Squire von Tronka and his adherents. Kohlhaas, highly delighted, 
thanked the governor most heartily, for this new proof of kindness, 
told him he was only sorry that he had not at once commenced pro* 
ceedings at Berlin, without taking any steps at Dresden, and after 
he had duly preptured the petition in tne secretary's office, and had 
handed it over to the governor, he returned to Kohlhaasenbriick bet-* 
ter satisfied than ever as to the prospects of the affair. In a few weeks, 
however, he had the mortification of learning, through a judge, 
who was going to Potsdam, about some afi&irs of the governor, that 
the elector had handed over the petition to his chancellor, Coimt 
Kallheim, and that the latter, instead of goinj^ immediately to the 
court at Dresden to examine the matter and inflict punishment, as 
seemed to be his duty, had first applied for infonnation to Squire 
von Tronka himself. The judge,* who stopped in his carriage before 



*' Geridittlierr*' means lord of the maoor with right of judicature. 



176 MICHAEL KOHLHAAS. 

Kohlhaas's door, and who seemed to have been expressly commis- 
sioned to make this commimication, could give no satisfactory an« 
swer to the question of his surprise : '* But why did they act in this 
way?* he merely said, that the governor had sent word, begging 
him to be patient, appeared anxious to pursue his ioumey, and it was 
not till the end of a short conversation, that Eohlhaas learned by a 
few stray words, that Count Kallheim was related by marriage to the 
Ton Tronka*s. Kohlhaas, who no longer took any delight in attend- 
ing his horses, or in his house and farm — scarcely m his wife and chil- 
dren — waited the arrival of the following month with the gloomiest 
misgivings, and it was quite in accordance with his expectations, that 
when the interval was passed, Herse, who had been in some measure 
reUeved by the bath, returned from Brandenburg with a letter from 
the governor, accompanying^ a paper of larger dimensions. The 
letter was to the effect that the writer was sorry he could do nothing 
for him, but that he sent him a decree of the chancery, and advised 
him to take away the horses, which he had left at Tronkenburg, 
and let the whole matter drop. According to the decree, '* he was 
a vexatious litigant, on the information of the tribunal at Dresden; 
the squire with whom he had left the horses did nothing to de- 
tain them; he might send to the castle and fetch them, or at any 
rate let the squire know where he was to send them, and at 
all events he was to abstain from troubling the court with such 
wranglings." Kohlhaas, to whom the horses were not the chief 
object — ^had it been a couple of dogs he would have been equally 
mortified— 'literally foamed with rage when he had received this 
letter. Whenever there was a noise in his farm, he looked with the 
sickening sensation which had even stirred his heart towards the gate, 
expecting to see the squire's servants, with his horses starved and 
worn out; this was the only case in which his mind, otherwise well- 
trained by the world, could find nothing that exactly corresponded 
with his feelings. Shortly afterwards he learned by means of an ac- 
quaintance, who had travelled that way, that the horses were still 
used with the squire's at Tronkenburg for field labour, and in the 
midst of his pain at seeing the world in such a state of disorder^ there 
arose a feeling of inner contentment as he found there was at least 
something like order in his own heart. He invited the proprietor* 
of the neighbouring lands, who had lon^ entertained the notion of 
increasing his possessions by purchasing the pieces of ground adjoin- 
ing, and asked him, when he had taken a seat, what he would give him 
for his estates in Brandenburg and Saxony, takinj^ house and farm 
all in the lump, with or without fixtures. His wife Lisbeth turned 
pale as she heard these words. Turning round she took up the 
youngest child, who was sporting on the floor behind her, and darted 
at the horse-dealer, and a paper which he held in his hand, glances, 
in which doubt was depicted, and which passed across the red cheeks 
of the boy, who was playing with the ribbons on her neck. The 

* ** Amtmann " means here a former of crown<4and8. 
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farmer, who observed his confiised manner, asked him what had put 
so strange a thought all at once into his head. Kohlhaas, with as 
much cheer&lness as he could assume, replied that the notion of 
seUing his farm on the banks of the Havel was not quite new, that 
they had both often discussed this matter already, that his house in 
the suburbs of Dresden was comparatively a mere ai>pendage, not to 
be considered, and finally that if he would comply with his offer and 
take both estates, he was quite ready to conclude the contract. He 
added, with a kind of forced levity, that Kohlhaasenbriick was not 
the world; that there mi^ht be purposes, in comparison with which 
that of presiding over one s household, like an orderly father, was tri- 
vial and subordinate, and that in short his mind, as he was bound to say, 
was set upon great matters, of which perhaps the farmer would soon 
hear. The farmer satisfied with this explanation, said merrily to the 
wife, who kissed her child again and again: '^ He won't want im- 
mediate payment, will he?" and then laying upon the table the hat 
and stick he had hitherto carried between his knees, he took the 
paper which Kohlhaas had in his hand to read it. Kohlhaas moving 
closer to him, explained that this was a conditional contract which 
he had drawn up, and which woidd become absolute in four weeks; 
showed that nothing was required but the signatures and the filling 
in of the two sums, namely, the purchase-money and the price of 
redemption, in case he should return within the four weeks, and again 
asked nim in a cheerful tone to make an offer, assuring him that he 
would be reasonable, and would not hesitate about trifles. The wife 
walked up and down in the room, her heart palpitating to such a 
d^ree that her handkerchief, at which the child was pulhng, seemed 
ready to fall from her shoulders. The farmer said that he had no 
means of estimating the value of the Dresden property^ whereupon 
Kohlhaas, pushing to him the documents that nad been exchanged 
when he had purchased it, replied that he valued it at one hun- 
dred gold crowns, although it appeared clearly enough from the 
documents themselves, that it cost him almost half as much again. 
The farmer, who read the contract over once more, and found that 
on his side also the liberty of retracting was specially provided, said, 
abeady half determined, that he could not make use of the stud that 
was in the stables; but when Kohlhaas replied that he did not wish 
to part with the horses, and that he also wished to keep some weapons 
that hung in the gun-room, he hemmed and hesitated for a while, 
and at last repeated an offer which, half in jest, half in earnest, he 
had made in the course of a walk, and which was as nothing com- 
pared to the value of the property. Kohlhaas pushed pen and ink 
towards him that he might write, and when the farmer, who could 
not trust his senses, asked the horse-dealer if he was really serious, 
and the horse-dealer somewhat sharply asked the farmer if he thought 
he could be in jest, the latter, with a somewhat scrupulous coimte- 
nance, took up the pen and wrote. He struck out the part relating 
to the sum to be paid, in case the vendor should repent his bargain, 

N 
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bound himself to a loan of one hundred crowns on the security of ihe 
Dresden property, which he would on no account consent to purchase, 
and left Eomhaas fuU liberty to recede from his contract within two 
months. The horse-dealer, touched by this handsome conduct, shook 
the farmer's hand very heartily, and after they had agreed on the 
chief condition, which was that a fourth of the purchase-money should 
be paid in cash down, and ihe rest at the Hamburg bank three 
months afterwards, he called for wine, that they might make merry 
over a bargain so happily concluded. He told the servant-maid, who 
entered with bottles, that his man Stembald was to saddle the 
chesnut horse, saying that he must ride to the city, where he had 
business to transact, and hintini^ that when he returned he would 
speak more openly about that wmch he must now keep secret. Then 
nlling the glasses he asked about the Poles and the Turks, who were 
then at war with each other, entangled the farmer into all sorts of 
poHtical conjectures on the subject, and finally took a parting glass 
to the success of their bargain, and dismissed him. 

No sooner had the farmer left the room, than Lisbeth fell on her 
knees before her husband. '' If," she cried, '' you still retain any 
feeling for me, and for the children which I bore you; if we are not 
already cast off — ^for what cause I know not — teU me what is the 
meaning of theae frightM preparations?' 

'' Nothing, dearest wife, that can trouble you, as matters stand," 
answered Eohlhaas. " I have received a decree, in which I am told 
that my proceeding against Squire von Tronka is mere vexatious 
wrangling; and because there must be some misunderstanding in 
this matter, I have determined to commence my suit once more, 
personally, with the sovereign of the country himsdf" 

'^ But why sell your house?' she exclaimed, as she rose from the 
groimd in confusion. 

The horse-dealer, gently embracing her, replied : '* Because, dearest 
Lisbeth, I will not abide in a country in wnich my rights are not 
protected. K I am to be trampled imder foot, I would rather be a 
dog than a man. I am certain that, on this point, my wife thinks 
with me." 

" But how do you know," she asked, wildly, " that they will not 
protect you in your rig^hts? If you approach our sovereign as mo- 
destlv as you ought, with your {petition, how do you know that it 
will be cast aside, or answered with a refusal to hear you?* 

" Well then," answered Kohlhaas, " if my fear turns out to be 
^undless, my house, at any rate, is yet unsold. Our sovereign 
himself, I know, is just; ana if I can succeed in approaching his 
person, through the people who surroimd him, I have no doubt I can 
obtain my rights, and before the week has passed, can return gladly 
to you and my old business back again. May I then," he addedf, 
as he kissed her, " remain with you till the end of my life I How- 
ever," he continued, " it is advisable that I should be prepared for 
every event, and hence I wish you to leave this place for a time, if 
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posdble, and to go, with your children, to your aunt at Schwexm, 
whom you have be^ long anxious to visit?' 

"How/* cried the wife. " I go to Schwerin? — ^I cross the border 
with my children, to go to my aunt at Schwerin?' And her voice 
was stined with horror. 

" Certainly," replied Kohlhaas, " and, if possible, immediately, 
that I may not be mipeded in the steps I am about to take in tms 
matter." 

" Oh, I tmdeistand you," she exclaimed. '* Tou want nothing 
but weapons and horses; the rest any one may take who wilL" And 
so saying, she threw herself down upon a seat and wept. 

Kohlhaas, much perplexed, said: " Dearest Lisbeth, what are you 
doing? Ood has olessed me with wife, children, and property; 
shall 1 wish, for the first time, that it was otherwise?' And ne sat 
down by her in a kindly mood, while she, at these words, fell blush- 
ing on his neck. " Tell me," he said, moving the curls from her 
forehead, " what I am to do? Shall I give up my cause? Shall I 
go to Tronkenburg, and ask the knight for my horses, mount ihem, 
and then ride home to you?" 

Lisbeth did not venture to answer •* Yes;" she shook her h^, 
weeping, clasped him fervently, and covered his breast with burning 



" Gbod !" cried Kohlhaas. " Tlien, if you feel that I must have 
justice, if I am to carry on my business, grant me the liberty which 
IS necessary to attain it." Upon this he rose up, and said to the 
servant, who told him that his chestnut horse was saddled, that the 
horses must be put in harness the following day, to take his wife to 
Sdiwerin. Suadenly Lisbeth sajring that a thought had struck her, 
raised herself, wiped the tears from her eyes, and asked him, as he 
sat down at a desk, whether he could not give her the petition, and let 
herffo to Dresden instead of him, to present it to the sovereign. 

BShJhaas, struck by this sudden turn, for more reasons than one, 
drew her to him, and said: " Dearest wife, that is impossible ! The 
sovereign is surrounded by many obstacles, and to many annoyances 
is the person exposed who ventures to approach him." 

Lisbeth replied that the approach would be a thousand times 
easier for a woman than for a man. " Give me the petition,'' she 
repeated; '' and if you wish nothing more than to know ^t it is in 
his hands, I will vouch for it." 

Kohlhaas, who had frequently known instances of her courage as 
well as of her prudence, asked her how she intended to set about it. 
Upon which she told him, hanging down her head abashed, that 
the castellan of the electoral castle had formeriy courted her, when 
she served at Schwerin; that it was true he was now married, and 
had many children, but that she mi^ht still not be quite forgotten — 
in short, she asked him leave to take advantage of this and other 
circumstances, which it would .be superfluous to name. Kohlhaas 
kissed her right joyously, told her that he accepted her proposition, 

n2 
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and that nothing more was wanted than for her to stay with the 
castellan's wife, to secure an interview with the sovereign, ^ve her 
the petition, had the brown horses harnessed, and sent her on, safelj 
stowed under the care of his faithful servant, Stembald. 

Of all the unsuccessful steps which he had taken in the affidr this 
journey proved the most unlucky. For, in a few daysv Stembald 
returned to the farm, leading slowly along the vehicle m which Lis- 
beth lay stretched, with a dangerous bruise on her breast. Kohlhaas, 
who approached it pale and terrified, could learn nothing connected 
as to the cause of this calamity. The castellan, according to the 
servant's account, had not been at home, they had, therefore, been 
obliged to put up at an inn in the vicinity of the castle; this inn 
Lisbeth had left on the following morning, and had told the man to 
remain with the horses ; it was not tiU the evening that she returned, 
in the condition in which she was seen. It appeared that she had 
pressed forward too boldly towards the sovereign, and that, without 
any fault on his part, she had received a blow on the breast, &om 
the shaft of a lance, through the rude zeal of one of the guards who 
surrounded him. At least so said the l>eople who, in tne evening, 
brought her to the inn in a state of insensibility, for she herself couH 
speak but little, being prevented by the blood that flowed firom her 
mouth. The petition was afterwards taken from her by a knight. 
Stembald said that he had wished imniediately to set out on horse- 
back and inform his master of the misfortune that had happened, but 
that; in spite of all the representations of the surgeon who had been 
called, she had insisted on being conveyed to her husband at Kohl« 
haasenbriick. The joumey had quite exhausted her, and Kohlhaas 
put her in a bed, where she laid some days striving with difficulty 
to draw her breath. Vain were all endeavours to restore her to con- 
sciousness, that she might throw some light on the events; she lay 
with her eyes fixed, and already glazed, and returned no answer. 
Only once, just before her death <£d she recover her senses. For, 
as a minister of the Lutheran religion (to which newly springing 
faith she had attached herself, through the example of her husband) 
was standing at her bed-side, and with a loud and solemn voice was 
reading to her a chapter out of the bible, she looked at him sud- 
denly, with a dark expression, took the bible out of his hand, as if 
there were nothing in it to be read to her, turned the leaves over 
and over, as if she were looking for someUiing, and at last pointed 
out to Kohlhaas, who sat by the bed, the verse: "Forgive thine 
enemies— do good unto them that hate thee !" She then pressed his 
hand, with a most significant glance, and expired. "May God 
never forgive me as I forgive the squire," thought Kohlhaas — and 
he kissed ner, while his tears were flowing fast, closed her eyes and 
rushed out of the room. The hundred golden crowns, wmch the 
farmer had already advanced him on the Dresden stables he took, 
and bespoke a funeral which seemed less fitted for Lisbeth than for 
a princess. The coffin was of oak, strongly cased with metal, the 
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cushions were of silk with ^Id and silver tassels, and the grave, which 
was ei^ht ells deep, was lined with stones and lime. He himself, 
witii his jounffest child in his arms, stood by the ^ve, and watched 
the progress of the work. When the day of bunal came the corpse 
was laid out, as white as snow, in a ix)om, which he had lined with 
black cloth. The minister had just finished a touching discourse by 
the bier, when the sovereign's decree in answer to the petition, which 
the dec€»»ed had presented, was put in the hands of Kohlhaas. The 
purport was, that ne should fetch the horses irom the Tronkenburg, 
and make no fiirther applications in this matter imder pain of im- 
prisonment. Kohlhaas put up tiie letter, and ordered tne coffin to 
be placed on the bier. As soon as tiie mound was raised, the cross 
was set upon it, and tiie quests, who had assisted at the funeral had 
been disxnissed, he threw himself down once more before his wife's 
deserted bed, and then commenced tiie work of revenge. Taking a 
seat, he drew up a decree, in which, by virtue of his innate power, 
he condemned tiie Squire Wenzel von Tronka, within three days 
after tiie sight tiiereof, to brin^ back to Eohlhaasenbriick the horses 
which he had taken, and whidi he had spoiled by field-work, and 
to feed tiiem in person in his stables until they were restored to tiieir 
good condition. This paper he conveyed by a messenger on horse- 
back, whom he instructed to return to Eohlhaasenbriick immediately 
after he had delivered it. The tiiree days having passed and no 
horses having been delivered, he called Herse to him, informed him 
of tiie notice he had given to tiie squire concerning the feeding, and 
asked him which of two tilings he would do: whetiier he would go 
witii him to tiie Tronkenburg and fetch tiie squire, or whetiier, when 
he was brought him» he would hold tiie whip over him, in case he 
should prove lazy in obeying tiie decree in tiie Kohlhaap^nbriick 
stables. Herse shouted out, ''Let us begin to-day, master," and 
flinging his cap into the air swore that he would have a tiiong twisted 
into ten knots to teach tiie art of currying. Kohlhaas sold his house, 
sent his children in a vehicle over tiie border, called, in addition to 
Herse, the rest of his servants, seven in number^ and all as true as 
steel, at the approach of night, armed them, mounted tiiem, and set 
off for the Tronkenburg. 

The third night was advancing, when witii his littie band, riding 
over tiie toll- taker and the gate-keeper, who stood^ conversing by 
the gate, he fell upon the Tronkenburg. While, amid the crackling 
of tiie outbuildings, which tiie men set on fire, Herse flew up 
the winding staircase to the castellan's tower, and cut and thrust at 
the castellim and the bailiff, who were at play, half imdressed. 
Kohlhaas rushed into the castle to find Squire Wenzel. ^ So does 
the angel of judgment descend firom Heaven, and the squire, who, 
amid peak of laughter, was reading to a party of young friends, the 
decree, which tiie horse-dealer had sent him, no sooner heard his 
voice in the jrard, tiian he cried to the rest, pale as death, " Save 
yourselves, brothers !" and vanished immediately. Kohlhaas, who, 
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on entering the hall, seized by the breast and fltrng into the comer, 
one Squire Hans von Tronka, who was advancing towards him, so 
that his brains were scattered on the stones, asked, while his servants 
overpowered and dispersed the other knights, who had taken up 
their weapons: ** Where is Squire von Tronka?' And when, as the 
astounded knights professed their ignorance, he had, with a blow of 
his foot, burst open the doors of two rooms, which led into the 
wings of the castle, and after searching the spacious building in all 
directions, still found nobody, he went, cursing down into the yard, 
that he might guard every egress. In the meanwhile, i^ted by 
the flames of the outbuildings, the castle itself, with all its win^ 
took fire, and threw volumes of black smoke to the skies, and while 
Stembald, with three active fellows, dragged together all they could 
lay hold of, and flung it upon their horses as lawful prize, the dead 
bodies of the castellan and the bailifi^, with their wives and children, 
flew out of the upper window, accompanied by the shouts of Herse. 
Eohlhaas, at whose feet, as he descended the stairs, the squire's 
gouty old housekeeper threw herself, asked her, as he paused on one 
of the steps: " Where is Squire von Tronka?" When, with a weak 
trembling voice^ she answered, that she thought he had fled to the 
chapel; he called for two servants with torches, broke open an en- 
trance with crow-bars and hatchets, for want of a key, and turned up- 
side down the altars and benches. Still no squire was found, to the 
great grief of Kohlhaas. It happened, just as he was leaving the 
chapel, that a boy— one of the servants at the Tronkenburg — ^hur- 
ried by to take the squire's coursers out of a large stone stsJl, that 
was threatened by the flames. Kohlhaas, who at this moment saw 
his own two black horses in a little thatched died, asked the boy, 
why he did not save thenij and when the latter, as he put the key 
in die stable-door, answered that the shed was already in flames, he 
tore the key out of the door, flung it over the wall, and driving the 
boy with a shower of blows from the flat of his sword, into the 
blazing shed, compelled him to save the horses amid the frightful 
laughter of the bystanders. When, in a few moments, the boy, 
pale as death, came with the horses out of the shed that fell behind 
him, Kohlhaas was no longer there, and when he joined the servants 
in the yard, and then asked the horse-dealer what he was to do with 
the an im a l sy Kohlhaas raised his foot with such violence, that it would 
have been fatal had it reached him, leaped upon his brown horse 
mthout giving any answer, went under the castle-gate, and while 
his men carried on their work, quietly awaited the dawn of day. 
When morning broke, the whole castle was burned, with the ex- 
ception of the bare walls, and no one was on the spot but Kohlhaas 
and his men. He alighted from his horse once more in the bright 
rays of the sun, searched every comer of the place, and when, hard 
as it was to be convinced, he saw that his enterprise at the castle 
had failed, his heart swelling with grief and pain, he sent out Herse 
with some of the others to obtain intelligence about the direotion 
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which the squire had taken in flight. A rich convent, called Eria* 
bronn, which was situated on we banks of the Mulde, and the 
abbess of which, Antonia von Tronka, was well known on the spot 
as a pious and benevolent lady, rendered him particularly uneasy, 
for it seemed to him but too probable that the squire, deprived as 
he was of every necessary of life, had taken reAi^e in this asylum, 
since the abbess was his airnt, and had educated hmi in his earliest 
years. Kohlhaas being informed of this circumstance, ascended the 
castellan's tower, within which he found a room that was still habit- 
able, and prepared what he called '^Kohlhaasisch Mandate," in 
which he desired the whole coimtry to give no assistance whatever 
to Squire von Tronka, with whom he was engaged in lawful war, 
and bound every inhabitant, not excepting his ihends and relations, 
to deliver up to him the aforesaid sqmre, under the penalty of life 
and limb, and conflagration of all that could be called property. 
This declaration he distributed through the country round, by 
means of travellers and strangers. To nis servant, Waldmann, he 
cave a copy with the special charge that it was to be put into the 
hands of the Lady Antonia at Erlabrunn. He afterwards gained over 
some of the Tronkenburg servants, who were discontented with the 
squire, and tempted by the prospect of booty, wished to enter his 
service. These ne armed after me fashion of infantry with daggers 
and cross-bars, teaching them to sit behind the servants on horse- 
back. Af^ having turned into money all that the troops had 
raked together, and divided the money among them, he rested from 
his sad occupation for some hours, under the gate of the castle. 

Herse returned about noon, and confirmed the gloomy suspicions, 
which he had already felt in his heart, namely, that the squire was 
in the convent at Erlabrunn, with his aimt, the lady Antonia von 
Tronka. He had, it appeared, slipped through a door at the back 
of the castle, which led into the open air, and gone down a narrow 
flight of stone steps, which, imder a little roof, went down to some 
bc«ta in the Elbe. At least Herse told him that about midnight he 
reached a vilWe on the Elbe in a boat without a rudder, to the 
astonishment of the people, who were collected together on account 
of the fire at the Tronkenburg, and that he had proceeded to 
Eilabrunn in a waggon. Kohmaas sighed deej)ly at this intelli- 

Eice ; he asked whether the horses hm had their feed, and when 
men answered in the aflirmative, he ordered the whole troop to 
moimt, and in three hours was before Erlabrunn. While a distant 
storm was murmuring in the horizon, he entered the convent yard 
with his band, lighted by torches, which he had kindled before the 
place. The servant, Waldmann, who met him, told him that he 
had given the copy of the mandate, when he saw the abbess and 
the beadle of the convent talking in an agitated manner beneath 
the portal. The latter, a little old man, with hair as white as 
snow, darting fierce glances at Kohlhaas, ordered his armour to be 
put on, and with a bold voice told the servants who stood round him 
to ring the alarm bell, while the abbess with a silver crucifix in her 
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hand, descended, white as her own garment, from the landing-place, 
and with all her maidenci, threw herself before Eohlhaas's horses. 
Kohlhaas, himself, while Herse and Stembald overcame the beadle, 
who liad no sword, and were leading him off away to the horses as 
a prisoner, asked her : ** Where is Squire von Tronka ?'* When, 
dntwing from her girdle a large bunch of keys, she answered : '^ At 
Wittenbere, worthy man,'' and in a trembling voice, added : " Fear 
God, and ao no wrong," the horse-dealer, cast back into the hell of 
disappointed revenge, turned about his horse, and was on the point 
of shouting out : *^ Set alight !" when a monstrous thunder-bolt fell 
to the earth nt his feet. Kohlhaas, again turning his horse to her, 
asked if she had received his mandate, and when with a weak and 
scarcely audible voice, she said : *' Onlyjust now, about two hours after 
my nephew had departed," — and Waldmann, on whom Kohlhaas 
cast suspicious glances, stammered out a confirmation of the state- 
ment, sajring, that the water of the Mulde had been swelled by 
the rain, and had hindered him from arriving sooner, he collected 
himself A sudden fall of rain, which extingiushed the torches, and 
rattled on the stones, seemed to ease the anguish of his wretched 
heart ; he once more turned round, touching his hat to the lady, 
and crying out : ** Brothers, follow me, — the Squire is in Witten- 
berg," clapped spurs to his hofse and left the convent. 

At nightfall he put up at an inn on the road, where he had to rest 
a day on account of the great fatigue of his horses, and as he plainly 
saw, that with a troop of ten men (such was his force now), he could 
not attack a place Uke Wittenberg, he drew up a second mandate, 
in which, after strictly narrating what had happened to him, he called, 
to use his own words, ** Upon every good Christian to espouse his 
cause against Squire von Tronka, the common enemy of all Chris- 
tians, with the promise of a sum of money down, and other ad- 
vantages of war." In a third mandate he called himself a *' So- 
vereign, free from the emj)ire and the world, subject to God alone;" 
a morbid and disgusting piece of &naticism, which nevertheless ac- 
companied as it was with the chink of money and the hope of prey, 
procured an accession to his numbers from the rabble, whom the 
peace with Poland had deprived of a livelihood. Indeed his band 
amoimted to upwards of thirty, when he turned back to the lefl 
bank of the Elbe to lay Wittenberg in ashes. With his men and 
horses he took shelter under the roof of an old ruined shed in the 
depth of a gloomy wood, that in those days surrounded the place, and 
he no sooner learned from Stembald, that the mandate, with which 
he had sent him into the town disguised, had been made known, 
than he set off with his band — ^it was Whitsun eve,— and while the 
inhabitants lay fast asleep, set a-light to the place at many comers. 
He then, with his men, plundered the suburbs, affixed a paper to the 
door-post of a church, m which he said that *' He, Kohmaas, had 
set the city on fire, and that if the squire was not given up to him, 
he would lay it in ashes in such sort, that he would not have to look 
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behind a wall to find him.'* The terror of the inhabitants at this un- 
paralleled atrocily was indescribable, and the flames, which in a par- 
ticularly calm summer's night, had not consumed more than mne- 
teen houses, including a church, being extinguished in some measure 
about day-break, the old governor (Landvoigt), Otto von Gorgas, sent 
out a companv of about fifty men, to capture the fearfiil invader. The 
captain of this companv, whose name was Gerstenberg, managed so 
badly, that the expedition, instead of defeating Kohlhaas, rather 
helped him to a very dangerous military reputation; for while he 
separated his men into several divisions, that he might, as he thought, 
surround and curb Kohlhaas, he was attacked by the latter, who 
kept his men close together at the difierent isolated points, and was 
80 beaten, that on the evening of the following day, not a single 
man of the whole band was left to face the aggressor, although on that 
band rested all the hopes of the coimtry. Kohlhaas, who had lost 
none of his own men m the encounter, fired the town anew on the 
following morning, and his criminal plans were so well laid that a 
number of houses, and nearly all the bams of the suburbs were re- 
duced to ashes. He then again posted up his decree, and that in 
the comers of the town-house, adding an account of the fate of Cap- 
tain von Gerstenberg, whom the govemor had sent out against him, 
and whom he had demolished. The govemor, greatly enraged at 
diis defiance, placed himself with sevml knights at the head of a 
band of a huncured and fifty men. To Squire von Tronka, who had 
sent him a written petition, he gave a guard, to protect him from 
the violence of the people, who wished him to be turned out of the 
city without more ado, and after he had posted guards in all the 
villages around, and also had garrisoned the walls of the city to de- 
fend it from a surprise, he set out on St. Gervas's day, to capture 
the dragon that was thus laying waste the country. The horse-dealer 
was cunning enough to avoid this troop, and after he had, by his 
clever retreats, lured away the govemor five miles from the city, and 
had made hiTTi believe by various preparations that if pressed by 
numbers he would throw himself into the Brandenburg territory, he 
suddenly faced about at the approach of the third night, and gal- 
loping back to Wittenberg for the third time to set it on fire. Hiis 
fnghtful act of audacity was achieved by Herse, who had entered the 
city disguised, and the conflagration, through the action of a sharp 
north wind was so destmctive, and extended its ravages so far that 
in less than three hours, two-and-forty houses, two churches, several 
schools and convents, and the governor's residence were levelled with 
the groimd. The govemor, who believed that his adversary was in 
Brandenburg, at break of day, found the city in a general uproar, 
when having been informed of what had passed, he returned by 
forced marches. The people had assembled oy thousands before the 
house of Squire von Tronka, which was fortified with boards and pa- 
lisades, and with the voices of maniacs were demanding that he should 
be sent out of the city. In vain did two burgomasters, named Jen- 
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kens and Otto, who appealed at the head of the whole magistracy, 
clad in robes of oflSce, show the necessity of waiting for the return 
of a courier who had been sent to the chancery to ask permission to 
send the squire to Dresden, whither he himself, for many reasons, 
wished to be removed; the mob, deaf to reason, and armed with 
pikes and staves would hear nothing, and they not only ill-used some 
members of the council, who were urging too severe measures, but 
they were on the point of tearing down the squire's house, when the 
governor, Otto von Gbrgas, appeared in the city at the head of his 
troop of horse. This venerable nobleman, whose presence alone had 
usually awed the people to respect and obedience, had succeeded in 
capturing three stragglers from the incendiary's band at the very gates 
01 the city, as if by way of compensation for the failure of his enter- 
prise; and as, while these fellows were loaded with chains in sight of 
the people^ he assured the magistrates, in a seasonable address, that 
he thought he was in a fair way to capture Eohlhaas himself, and in 
a short time to bring him in, also enchained, he succeeded in dis- 
arming the rage of the assembled multitude, and in appeasing them, 
in some measure, as to the squire's remaining amons them, till the 
return of the courier from Dresden. He ahghted from horseback, 
and with some of his knights, the palisades bein^ removed, he en- 
tered the house, where he found the squire, who was continually 
fainting, in the hands of two physicians, who, by the aid of essences 
and stimulants, were endeavouring to restore him to consciousness. 
Herr Otto von Gbrffas, feeling tnat this was not the moment 
to bandy words with the squire about his bad conduct, merely 
told him, with a look of silent contempt, to dress himself, and for 
his own security, to follow him to apartments in the prison. When 
they had put him on a doublet, and set a helmet on his head, 
and he appeared in the street with his breast half open for want 
of air, leaning on the arm of the governor and his brother-in-law, 
Count von Grerschau, the most frightful imprecations ascended to 
the skies. The mob, kept back with difficulty by the soldiers, called 
him a blood-sucker, a miserable pest to the country, the curse of 
the city of Wittenberg, and the destruction of Saxony. After a 
melancholy procession through the ruins, during which the squire 
often let the helmet drop from his head without missing it, and a 
knight as often set it on again from behind him, he reached the 
prison, and vanished into a town imder the protection of a strong 
guard. In the meanwhile, the city was thrown into new alarm by 
the return of the courier with the electoral decree. For the govern- 
ment, having hstened to the applications of the citizens of Dresden, 
would not hear of the squire taking up his abode in this the chief 
city, till the incendiary was conquered; but charged the governor to 
protect him, wherever he might be, and remember he must be content 
with such forces as he had. He, however, informed the good city of 
Wittenberg, to allay uneasiness, that a troop of five hundred strong, 
under the command of Prince Frederic, of Misnia, was advancing 
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to protect it fix)m further molestations by Eohlhaas. The governor 
plainly saw that a decree of this kind would by no means satisfy the 
people, since not only had the many little advantages which the 
norse-dealer had gained at different points before the city, caused 
most alarming reports to be spread as to his increase of strength, but 
the war which he carried on in the darkness of night, wim pitch, 
straw, and brimstone, aided by a rabble in disguise, might, unex- 
ampled as it was, completely frustrate a greater protective force 
than that which was coming with the Prince of Misnia. Therefore, 
after a short reflection, the governor resolved to suppress the decree. 
He merely posted up gainst the comers of the city, a letter, in 
which the Prince of Misnia announced his arrival. A covered 
cart, which left the prison-yard at break of day, accompanied by 
four guards on horse-back, heavily armed, passed along the street to 
Leipzig, the guards causing it to be v^uely reported that it was 
going to the Pleissenbur^. The people being thus appeased as 
to the ill-fated squire, to wnose presence fire and sword were bound, 
the governor himself set off with a troop of three hundred men, 
to join Prince Frederic of Misnia. In the meanwhile, Kohlhaas, 
by the singular position he had taken in the world, had increased 
his force to a hundred and ten persons; and as he had procured a 
good store of arms at Jessen, and had armed his band in the most 

Eerfect manner, he was no sooner informed of the double storm, than 
e resolved to meet it with all possible speed, before it should break 
over him. Therefore, on the following night he attacked the Prince 
of Misnia, by Miihlberff , in which encoimter, to his great grief, he 
lost Herse, who fell by ms side on the first fire. However, enraged 
at this loss, he so defeated the prince, who was imable to colfoct 
his force together, in a three hours contest, that at break of day, on 
accoimt of several wounds, and likewise of the total disorder of his 
men, he was forced to retreat to Dresden. Emboldened by this ad- 
vantage Kohlhaas turned back upon the governor, before he could 
have received intelligence of the event, fell upon him in an open field 
near the village of Damerow in broad daylight, and fought with ftiry 
till nightfall, suffering terrible loss, but still with equal advantage. 
The next morning imquestionably, with the remainder of his force, 
he would have again attacked the governor, who had thrown himself 
into the church-yard at Damerow, ifthe latter had not been informed of 
the prince's defeat by MUhlberg, and therefore held it advisable once 
more to return to Wittenberg, and await a better opportunity. Five 
days after the dispersion ot these two forces, Kohlhaas was before 
Leipzig, and fired the city on three sides. In the mandate which 
he distributed on this occasion he called himself, " Vicegerent of 
Michael the Archangel who had come to avenge, with fire and sword, 
the villany into which the whole world had fallen, on all who 
had taken the squire's part in this struggle." At the same time 
from the Liitzen Castle, of which he had taken possession, and 
in which he had established himself, he called upon the people to 
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join him, and bring about a better order of things. The mandate 
was si^ed, as if by a sort of madness : '' Given at the suit of our 
provisional world-government, — the Castle of Lutzen." Fortunately 
for the inhabitants of Leipzig, the fire did not catch on account 
of the continual rain, and moreover the means of extinguishing being 
used with great promptness, only a few shops about the Fleissen- 
burg burst mto names. Nevertheless the alarm of the city at the 
presence of the violent incendiary, and his notion that the squire 
was at Leipzig, was indescribable; and when a body of a hundred 
and eighty troopers, who had been sent out against him, returned 
to the city in confusion, the magistracy, who did not wish to endan- 
ger the property of the place, had no other course left them but to 
close the gates, and set the citizens to watch day and night outside 
the walls. Li vain did they post up declarations in the surround- 
ing villages, that the squire was not m the Pleissenburg; the horse- 
dealer in similar papers affirmed the contrary, and declared that 
even if the squire was not in the Pleissenburg, he would neverthe- 
less proceed just in the same manner, until they informed him where 
he actually was. The elector, instructed by a courier of the peril in 
which the city of Leipzig stood, stated that he was collecting a 
force of two thousand men, and that he would put himself at the 
head of it, to ^pture Kohlhaas. He severely reproved Otto von 
Grorgas for the indiscreet stratagem he had employed to remove the 
incendiary j&om the neighbourhood of Wittenberg, and no one can 
describe the alarm which arose in Saxony in general, and in the 
capital in particular, when the inhabitants learned that an unknown 
hand had posted up in the villages near Leipzig, a declaration that 
Squire Wenzel was with his armies at Dresden. 

Under these circumstances, Dr. Martin Luther, supported by the 
authoritv which he owed to his position in the world, took upon 
himself by the force of words to call back Kohlhaas into the path of 
order, and trusting to a suitable element in the heart of the incen- 
diary, caused a placard, worded as follows, to be set up in all the 
towns and villages of the electorate : 

" Kohlhaas — ^thou who pretendest that thou art deputed to wield 
the sword of justice, what art thou doing, presumptuous one, in the 
madness of ^y blind passion, thou who art filled with injustice 
from the crown of thy head to the sole of thy foot? Because thy 
soverei^, whose subject thou art, hath refused thee justice, dost 
thou arise in godless man, the cause of worldly good, with fire and 
sword, and break in like the wolf of the desert upon the peacefiil 
community that he protecteth. Thou, who misleadest mankmd by a 
declaration full of imtruth and craftiness, dost thou believe, sinner 
that thou art, the same pretext will avail thee before God on that 
day when the recesses of every heart shall be revealed? How canst 
thou say that justice hath been denied — thou, whose savage heart, 
excited by an evil spirit of self-revenge, entirely gave up the 
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trouble of seeking it after the failtire of thy first trivial endeavours? 
Is a bench of beadles and tipstafis, who intercept letters, or keep 
to themselves the knowledge they should communicate, the power 
that ruleth? Must I teu thee, impious man, that thy ruler 
knoweth nothing of thy affair? What do I say? Why tnat the 
sovereign against whom thou rebellest doth not even know thy 
ndme, and that when thou appearest before the throne of Godf, 
thinking to accuse him, he with a serene countenance will say: 
* Lord to this man did I no wron^, for his existence is strange 
unto my soul.* Know that the sword that thou bearest is the sword 
of robbery and murder; thou art a rebel and no warrior of the just 
Grod. Tnine end upon earth is the wheel and the gallows, and thine 
end hereafter is that condemnation which threateneth the worker 
of evil and impiety. 

" Wittenberg. " MARTIN LUTHER,'' 

In the Castle of Liitzcn Kohlhaas was meditating, in his diseased 
mind, a new plan for reducing Leipzig to ashes, paying no atten- 
tion to the notice set up in the villages, that Squire Wenzel was in 
Dresden, because it had no signature, though he had required one of 
the magistrates; when Stembald and Waldmann perceived with the 
greatest astoni^ment the placard that had been set up by night 
against the gateway of the castle. In vain did they hope for many 
days that Kohlhaas, whom they did not wish to approach for the 
purpose, would see it. Gloomy and brooding in his own thoughts, he 
merely appeared in the evening to give a few short commands, and 
saw nothing, and hence one morning, when he was about to hang 
up two of his men, who had been plundering in the neighbour- 
hood against his will, they resolved to attract his attention. He was 
returning from the place of judgment, with the pomp to which he 
had accustomed himself since his last mandate, while the people 
timidly made way on both sides. A large cherub-sword on a red 
leather cushion, adorned with gold tassels was carried before him, 
and twelve servants followed him with burning torches. The two 
men, with their swords under their arms, walked round the pillar 
to which the placard was attached, so as to awaken his surprise. 
Kohlhaas, as with his hands locked behind him, and sunk deep in 
thought, he came under the portal, raised his eyes and started; and 
as the men timidly retired from his glance, witnessing the con- 
fusion, he approached the pillar with hurried steps. But who shall 
describe the state of his mmd, when he saw upon it the paper which 
accused him of injustice, signed with the dearest and most revered 
name that he knew — the name of Martin Luther? A deep red 
overspread his face; taking off his helmet he read it twice from 
beginning to end; then with uncertain looks stepped back among 
his men as if about to say something, and yet said nothing; then 
took the paper from the wall, read it once more, and cri^ as he 
disappeared: ** Waldmann get my horses saddled, Stcfmbald follow 
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me into the castle I*' More than these few words was not wanted 
to disarm him at once among all his purposes of distinction. 

He put on the disguise of a Thuringian farmer, told Stembald 
that business of importance called him to Wittenberg, entrusted 
him, in the presence of some of his principal men, witn the com- 
mand of the band left at Lutzen, and promising to return in three 
days, within which time no attack was to be feaxed, set oS to Wit- 
tenberg at once. 

He put up at an inn tmder a feigned name, and at the approach 
of night, wrapped in his mantle, and provided with a brace of pistob 
which he had smed at the Tronkenburg, walked into Luther's 
apartment. Luther was sitting at his desk, occupied with his books 
and papers, and as soon as he saw the remarkable looking stranger 
open the door, and then bolt it behind him, he asked wno he was 
and what he wanted. The man, reverentially holding his hat in his 
hand, had no sooner answered, with some misgiving as to the alarm 
he might occasion, that he was Michael Eohlhaas, the horse-dealer, 
than Luther cried out, " Away with thee," and added, as he rose 
from his desk to ring the bell: " Thy breath is pestiferous, and thy 
appoach is destruction !" 

Kohlhaas, without stirring £rom the spot said: *' Reverend sir, this 
pistol, if you touch the bell, lays me a corpse at your feet Sit down 
and hear me. Among the angels, whose psalms you write, you are 
not safer than with me." 

" But what dost thou want?' asked Luther, sitting down. 

" To refute your opinion that I am an unjust man," replied 
Kohlhaas. " You have said in your placard that my sovereign 
knows nothing of my affairs. Well, give me a safe-conduct, and I 
will go to Dr^en, and lay it before him." 

" Godless and terrible man !" exclaimed Luther, both perplexed 
and alarmed by these words, " Who gave thee a right to attack 
Squire von Tronka, with no other authority than thine own decree, 
and then, when thou didst not find him in his castle, to visit with fire 
and sword every community that protected him?" 

" Now, reverend sir," answered Kohlhaas, " the intdligence I 
received from Dresden misled me! The war which I carry on with 
the community of mankind is unjust, if I have not been expelled 
from it, as vou assure me !" 

" Expelled from it?" cried Luther, staring at him, " What mad- 
ness is this? Who expelled thee from the communily of the state 
in which thou art living? When, ance the existence of states, 
was there an instance of such an expulsion of any one, whoever he 
might be?" 

•* I call him expelled," answered Kohlhaas, clenching his fist, " to 
whom the protection of the laws is denied ! This protection I require 
to carry on my peaceful trade; it is only for the sake of this protec- 
tion that, with my property, I take refiige with this community, and 
he who denies it me drives mo back to the beasts of the aesert, 
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and puts in my own liand, as you cannot deny, the dub which is to 
defend me." 

*' But who has denied thee the protection of the laws?' cried 
Luther, '' Did not I myself write that the complaint which was sent 
by thee to the elector, is still imknown to him? If his servants su^ 
press suits behind his back, or abuse his sacred name, without his 
mowledge, who but God shall call him to accoimt for the choice of 
such servants, and as for thee, abominable man, who has entitled thee 
to judge of him?" 

** Well," answered Kohlhaas, " then if the elector does not expel 
me, I will return back again to the community which is under nis 
protection. Give me, as I said before, a safe conduct to Dresden, 
and I will disperse the band I have assembled at the Castle of Lutzen, 
and will once more bring the suit, with which I failed, before the 
tribunal of the coimtry." 

Luther, with a dissatisfied countenance, turned over the papers 
which lay upon his table and was silent. The bold position which 
this man took in the state offended him, and thiniring over the 
decree which had been sent to the S(^uire from Kohlhaasenbriick, 
he asked *' what he wanted fiN>m the tribunal at Dresden?' 

" The piinishment of the squire, according to law," answered 
Kohlhaas, '* the restoration of my horses to their former condition, 
and compensation for the injury which has been suffered both by me 
and my man Herse, who fell at Muhlberg, through the violence in- 
flicted upon us." 

* * Compensation for injury I" cried Luther, *^ Why thou hast raised 
sums by thousands from Jews and Christians, in bonds and pledges, 
for the satisfaction of th^ wild revei^e. Wilt thou fix an amount 
if there should be a question about it r" 

'* God forbid,^' said Kohlhaas, '' I do not ask back again my house 
and fiirm, or the wealth that I possessed — no more than the expenses 
of burying my wife ! Herse's old mother will bring in an account of 
medical expenses, and a specification of what her son lost at Tron- 
kenburg, while far the damage which I sustained by not selling my 
horses, the government can settle that by a competent arbitrator." 

'' Terrible and incomprehensible man," said Luther, gazing at him. 
*' When thy sword hatn inflicted on the squire the most mghtful 
Tengeance tliat can be conceived, what can mduce thee to press for 
a sentence against him, the shaipness of which, if it should take 
effect, would inflict a wound of such sUght importance?' 

Kohlhaas answered, while a tear rolled down his cheek : " Revered 
air, the aflair has cost me my wife. Kohlhaas would show the world 
that she fell in the performance of no injustice. Concede to my will 
on these points, and let the tribunal speak. In eveiy other matter 
that may come under discussion, I yield." 

*' Look," said Luther, *' what thou askest, supposing circum- 
stances to be such as the general voice reports, is just; and if thou 
hadst endeavoured, without revengmg thyself on thine own account, 
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to lay thine affair before the elector for his decision, I have no doubt 
that thy request would have been granted, in every point. But all 
things considered, wouldst thou not have done better, if, for thy 
Redeemer's sake, thou hadst forgiven the squire, taken the horses, 
lean and worn-out as they were, mounted them, and ridden home 
upon them to fatten them in their own stable at Kohlhaasenbriick/' 
** I might or I might not," answered Kohlhaas, going to the 
window, ** Had I known that I should have to set them up with my 
own wife's heart's blood, then, reverend sir, I might have done as 

Jou say, and not have grudged a bushel of oats. But now they 
ave cost me so dear, the matter, as I think, had better take its 
course. So let the sentence be passed as is my right, and let the 
squire feed my horses." 

Luther, in the midst of contending thoughts, again returned to 
his papers, and said that he would himself communicate with the 
elector on the affair. In the meanwhile he told Kohlhaas to keep 
himself quiet at the Castle of Liitzen, adding, that if the elector con- 
sented to a safe-conduct it should be made known to him by means 
of placards. " Whether," he added, as Kohlhaas stooped to kiss his 
hand, " the elector will show mercy instead of justice, I know not, 
for I understand he has collected an army, and is on the point of 
seizing thee at the Castle of Liitzen. Nevertheless, as I told thee 
before, there shall be no want of trouble on my part." Upon this 
he arose and seemed about to dismiss him. Kohlhaas thought that 
this intercession was perfectly satisfactory, and Luther was signify- 
ing a farewell with his hand, when the former suddenly dropped on 
his knee before him, and said he had one request deep at heart. At 
Whitsuntide — ^a period when he was usually accustomed to take the sa- 
crament — ^he had not gone to church, on account of his martial ex- 
pedition, and he begged that Luther would have the kindness to 
receive his confession without further preparation, and to administer 
to him the supper of the Lord. 

Luther, eyeing him keenly, said after a short reflection: " Yes, 
Kohlhaas, I will do it. But recollect that the Lord, whose body 
thou desirest, forgave his enemy. Wilt thou," he added, as Kohlhaas 
looked confused, " likewise forgive the squire who offended thee, go 
to the TronkenbuTff , set thyseff upon thy horses, and ride home to 
fatten them at Kohlhaasenbruck? 

*^ Reverend sir,'' said Kohlhaas, cooling as he grasped his hand, 
" Even the Lord did not forgive all his enemies. Let me forgive 
their highnesses, the two electors, the castellan and the bailiff, the 
rest of the Von Tronkas, and whoever besides may have injured 
me in this matter, but let me compel the squire to feed my horses.** 

Luther, on hearing these words, turned his back upon him with 
a displeased countenance, and rung the bell. Kohlhaas, as a servant 
with a light announced himself in the antechamber, rose astounded, 
and drying his eyes, from the ground, and Luther having again set 
himself down to his papers, he opened the door to the man wno was 



MICHAEL KOHLHAAS. 193 

in vain struffgling against, on account of the bolt being drawn. 
" Show a light," said Luther to the servant, casting a rapid side- 
glance at the stranger, whereupon the man rather astonished at the 
visit took down the nouse key from the wall, and retired to the door, 
which stood half open, waiting for Kohlhaas to withdraw. " Then" 
said Kohlhaas, deeply moved, as he took his hat in both hands, ''I 
cannot receive the benefit of a reconciliation as I entreated." 

" With thy Redeemer, no !" answered Luther shortly, " With thy 
sovereign — that, as I told thee, depends upon the success of an en- 
deavour." He then motioned the servant to do as he had been or- 
dered, without further delay. Kohlhaas, with an expression of deep 
pain, laid both his hands on his heart, followed the man, who lit him 
down stairs, and disappeared. 

• On the following morning Luther sent a communication to the 
Elector of Saxony, m which after giving a severe side-blow to Herm 
Henry, and Conrad von Tronka, the cup-bearer and chamberlain, 
who nad, as was notorious, suppressed the complaint, he told him, 
with that freedom which was peculiar to him, that under such vex- 
atious circiunstances nothing was left but to accept the horse-dealer's 
proposal, and to grant an amnesty on account of the past, that he 
might renew his suit. PubUc opinion, he remarked, was completely 
on the side of this man, and that to a dangerous degree; nay, to sucn 
an extent, that even the city of Wittenbe^, which he had burned 
three times, raised a voice in his favour. If his offer were refused 
it would imquestionably be brought, accompanied by very obnoxious 
remarks, to the notice of the people, who might easily be so far led 
away that the state authority could do nothmg whatever with the 
transgressor. He concluded with the observation, that in this case 
the difficulty of treating with a citizen who had taken up arms must 
be passed over; that by the conduct towards him the man had been 
in a certain manner released from his obligation to the state; and 
that in short, to Settle the matter, it would be better to consider him 
as a foreign person who had invaded the country — which would be 
in some measure correct, as he was indeed a foreigner* — than as a 
rebel who had taken up arms against the throne. 

The elector received this letter just when Prince Christian of Mis- 
nia, generalissimo of the empire, and imcle of the Prince Frederic 
who was defeated at Muhlberg, and still very ill of his wounds, the 
high chancellor of the tribunal, Coimt Wrede, Count Kallheim, pre- 
sident of the state-chancery, and the two von Tronkas, the cup- 
bearer, and the chamberlain, who had both been friends of ^e 
elector from his youth, were present in the castle. The chamber- 
lain, who, as a privy coimsellor of the elector, conducted private 
correspondence, with the privilege of using his name and coat of 
arms, first opened the subject, and after explaining at great length, 
that on his own authority he would never have set aside the peti- 

♦ That ii a subject of another state, here Brandenburg. 

O 
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tion which the horse-dealer had presented to the tribunal against h)8 
cousin the s<juire, if he had not been induced by false representa- 
tions to consider it a mere vexatious and useless affair, — ^he can^e to 
the present state of things. He observed that neither according to 
divine nor human laws had the horse-dealer any right to take such a 
monstrous reven^e^ as he had allowed himself on account of this 
oversight. He dwelled on the lustre which would fall on the im- 
pious head of Kohlhaas, if he were treated as a party lawftilly at 
war, and the dishonour which would result to the sacred person of 
the elector by such a proceeding appeared to him so great^ that 
he said, vdth all the fire of eloquence, that he would rather see the 
decree of the round-headed rebel acted on, and the squire, his cousin, 
carried off to feed the horses at Kohlhaasenbriick, than he would see 
the proposition of Dr. Martin Luther accepted. The high chan- 
cellor of the tribunal, half turning to the chamberlain, expressed hi^ 
regret that such a tender anxiety, as he now showed to clear up 
this affair to the honour of his sovereign, had not inspired him in 
the first instance. He pointed out to the elector his objectioQ 
against the employment of force to carry out a measure which was 
manifestly unjust; he alluded to the constant increase of the horse- 
dealer's followers as a most important circumstance, observing that 
the thread of misdeeds seemed to be spinning itself out to an in- 
finite length, and declared that only an act of absolute justice, 
which should immediately and without reserve make good the false 
step that had been taken, could rescue the elector ana the govern- 
ment from this hateful affair. 

Prince Christian of Misnia, in answer to the elector's question, 
*' what he thought of it," answered, turning respectfully to the high 
chancellor, that the sentiments which he had just heard filled him 
with great respect, but that the chancellor did not consider that 
while he was for helping Kohlhaas to his riehts, he was comF^romis- 
ing Wittenberg, Leipzig, and the whole of the country, wnich he 
had laid waste, in their just claims to restitution or at least to the 
punishment of the offender. The order of the state had been so 
completely distorted in the case of this man, that a maxim, taken 
from the science of law, could scarcely set it right again. Hence 
he agreed with the opinion of the chamberlain that the measures 
appointed for such cases should be adopted, that an armed force of 
sumcient ma^tude should be raised, and that the horse-dealer, 
who had settled himself in the Castle of Liitzen, should be arrested, 
or, at any rate, that his power should be crushed. 

The chamberlain, politely taking from the wall two chairs for the 
elector and the prince, said he rejoiced that a man of such known in- 
tegrity and acuteness agreed with him in the means to be employed 
in arranging this difficult affair. The prince, holding the chair without 
sitting down, and looking hard at him, observed, that he had no 
reason to rejoice, since a measure necessarily connected with the .one 
he had recommended, would be to order his arrest, and proceed 
against him for the misuse of the elector's name. For if necessity 
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fequiied that the veil should be let down before the throne of justice, 
over a series of iniquities, which kept on indefinitely increasing, and 
therefore could no more find space to appear at the bar, that was not 
the case with the first misdeed that was the origin of all. A capital 
prosecution of the chamberlain would alone authorise the state to 
crush the horse-dealer^ whose cause was notoriously Just, and into 
whose hand had been thrust the sword which he earned. 

The elector, whom von Tronka eyed with someconfusion ashe heard 
these words, turned round deeply colouring, and approached the win« 
dow. Count Eallheim, after an awkward pause on all sides, said that 
in diis way they could not get out of the magic circle which encom- 
passed ihem. With equal ri^t mi^t proceedings be commenced 
against the prince's nephew, Jrrince Frederic, since even he, in the 
smgular expedition which he imdertook against Eohlhaas had, in 
many instuices, exceeded his instructions ; and, therefore, were the 
inquiry once set on foot about the numerous persons who had occa- 
sioned the present difficulty, he must be included in the list, and called 
to accoimt by the elector for what had taken place at Miihlberg. 

The cup-bearer, von Tronka, while the elector with doiU)tfiil 

fiances approached his table, then took up the subject, and said, that 
e could not conceive how the right method of proceeding had 
escaped men of such wisdom, as those assembled unquestionably were. 
The horse-dealer, as far as he understood, bad promised to dismiss his 
force if he obtained a fi:ee conduct to Dresden, and a renewed inves- 
tigation of his cause. From this, however, it did not follow, that he 
was to have an amnesty for his monstrous acts of vengeance ; two 
distinct points which Dr. Luther and the council seemed to have con- 
fused, '* J£" he continued, laying his finger to the side of his nose, 
** the judgment on accoimt of the horses — no matter which way it 
goes— is pronounced by the Dresden tribunal, there is nothing to pre- 
vent us from arresting Eohlhaas on the ground of his robberies and 
incendiarism^ This would be a prudent stroke of policy, which would 
unite the views of the statesmen on both sides, and secure the ap- 
plause of the world and of posterity." 

The elector, when the prince and the high chancellor answered 
this discourse of the cup-oearer merely with an angry glance, and 
the discussion seemed to be at an end, said that he would by himself 
reflect on the different opinions he had heard till the next sitting of 
the council. His heart being very susceptible to friendsliip, the pre- 
liminary measure proposed by the prince had extinguished In him the 
desire of commencing the expedition against Kohlhaas, for which 
every preparation had been made. At all events he kept with him 
the nigh chancellor. Count Wrede, whose opinion appeared the most 
feasible; and when this nobleman showed him letters, from which it 
appeared that the horse-dealer had already acquired a force of four 
hundred men, and was likely, in a short time, to double and treble 
it, amid the general discontent which prevailed in the land on ac- 
count of the chamberlain's irregularities, he resolved without delay 
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to adopt Dr. Luther's advice ; he, therefore, entrusted to Count 
Wrede the whole management of the EoUhaas afiair, and in a few 
days appeared a placard^ the substance of which was as follows: 

" We, &c, &c.. Elector of Saxony, having especial recard to the 
intercession of Dr. Martin Luther, do give notice to Michael Kohl- 
haas, horse-dealer of Brandenburg, that, on condition of his laying 
down arms, within three days after sig;ht hereof, he shall have free 
conduct to Dresden, to the end that his cause be tried anew. And 
if, as is not to be expected, his suit, concerning the horses, shall be 
rejected by the tribunal at Dresden, then shall he be prosecuted with 
all the severity of the law for attempting to obtain justice by his own 
might; but, m the contrary case, mercy instead of justice shall be 
granted, and a full amnesty shall be given to Kohlhaas and all his 
troop." 

No sooner had Kohlhaas received a copy of this notice, which was 
posted up all over the country, through the hands of Dr. Luther, 
than, notwithstanding the conditional manner in which it was worded, 
he dismissed his whole band with gifts, thanks, and suitable advice. 
All that he gained by plunder — money, arms, and implements — ^he 

fave up to the courts of Liitzen, as the elector's property, and after 
e had sent Waldmann to Kohlhaasenbriick, with letters to the 
farmer, that he might, if possible, re-purchase his farm, and Stem- 
bald to Schwerin to fetch his children, whom he again wished to 
have with him, he left the Castle of Liitzen, and went to Dresden, 
unknown, with the rest of his little property, which he held in 
paper. 

It was daybreak, and the whole city was still sleeping, when he 
knocked at the door of his small tenement in the Pima suburb, which 
had been left him throueh the honesty of the farmer, and told his 
old servant, Thomas, who had the care of the property, and who 
opened the door with amazement, that he mignt go and tell the 
Prince of Misnia, at the seat of government, that he, Kohlhaas, the 
horse-dealer, was there. The Pnnce of Misnia, who, on hearing this 
announcement, thought it right immediately to inform himself of the 
relation in which this man stood, foimd, as he went out with a train 
of knights and soldiers, that the streets leading to the residence of 
Kohlhaas were already thronged with an innumerable multitude. 
The intelligence that the destroying angel was there, who pur- 
sued the oppressors of the people witn fire and sword, had set all 
Dresden, city and suburbs, in motion. It was found necessary to 
bolt the door against the pressure of the anxious multitude, and the 
youngsters clambered up to the window to see the incendiary, who 
was at breakfast. As soon as the prince, with the assistance of the 
ffuard, who forced a passage for him, had pressed forward into the 
house, and had entered Kohlhaas's room, he asked him, as he stood 
half-undressed at a table, ** Whether he was Kohlhaas, the horse- 
dealer?" Whereupon Kohlhaas, taking out of his girdle a pocket- 
book, with several papers relating to his posrition, and handing them 
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over, respectfully said, ** Yes !" adding that, after dismissing his band, 
in conformity with the privilege which the elector had ^ranted, he 
had come to Dresden to bring his suit against Squire Wenzel von 
Tronka, on account of his black horses. The prince, after a hasty 
glance, in which he surveyed him from head to foot, and ran over the 
papers which he found in the pocket-book, heard his explanation of 
the meaning of a document given by the court at LUtzen, and re- 
lating to the deposit in favour of the electoral treasury. Then, 
having examined him by all sorts of questions about his children, 
his property, and the sort of life he intended to lead in future, and 
having thus ascertained that there was no occasion to feel uneasiness 
on his account, he returned to him his pocket-book and said that 
there was nothing to impede his suit, and that he might himself 
apply to Count Wrede, tne high chancellor of the tribunal, and com- 
mence it immediately. The prince then, after a pause, during which 
he went to the window and saw, with wonder, the immense mul- 
titude before the house, said: "You will be obliged to have a 
guard for the first days to watch over you here and when you go 
put !" Kohlhaas cast down his eyes surprised and was silent. '* Well, 
no matter!" said the prince, leaving the window, "whatever hap- 
pens you will only have yourself to blame." He then moved to- 
wards the door with the design of quitting the house. Kohlhaas, 
who had recovered, said, " Do as you please, gracious prince ! Only 
pledge me your word to remove the guard as soon as 1 desiie it and 
I have no objection to make against this measure." " That is not 
worth speaking of,^* said the prince, who after telKng the three sol- 
diers, wno were appointed as guards, that the man m whose house 
they were placed was free, and that when he went out they were 
merely to follow him for his protection, took leave of the horse- 
dealer with a condescending wave of the hand and departed. 

About noon, Kohlhaas, attended by his three guards, and followed 
by a countless multitude, who, warned by the poHce, did him no 
manner of injury, proceeded to the chancellor's. Coimt Wrede re- 
ceived him, in his anteroom, with kindness and affability, discoursed 
with him for two entire hours, and after he had heard the whole 
course of events from the beginning to the end of the affair, he di- 
rected him to a celebrated advocate in the city, who was attached to 
the court, that he might favourably draw up his complaint. Kohl- 
haas without further delay went to the advocate's house, and after 
the complaint was drawn up, which, like the first rejected one, re- 
quired the punishment of the squire according to law, the restoration 
of the horses to their former condition, and a compensation both for 
the damage he had sustained, and for what Kis servant, Herse, who 
had fallen at Muhlberg, had suffered (for the benefit of his mother), 
he again returned home, still followed by the gaping multitude, re- 
solving not to go out of doors any more unless urgent necessity de- 
manded it. 

In the meanwliile Squire Wenzel von Tronka was released from 
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his confinement in Wittenberg, and after he had recovered from H 
dangerous erysipelas in the foot, Was peremptorily summoned by the 
tribimal to appear at Dresden, and answer the complaint of the horse* 
dealer, Kohlhaas, respecting certain horses, which had been unlaw- 
fully detained and spoiled. His relations, the brothers Ton Tronka^ 
(the chamberlain and the cupbearer,) at whose house he put up, re- 
ceived him with the greatest indignation and contempt; they called 
him a wretched and worthless person, who brought disgrace on all 
his £simily, told him that he would infallibly lose tne cause, and bade 
him prepare to bring the horses, which he would be condemned to 
feed, amid the general derision of the world. The squire, with A 
weak trembling voice, said that he was more to be pitied than any 
one in the world. He swore that he knew but little of the whole 
cursed business, which had plunged him into calamity, and that the 
castellan and the bailiff were alone to blame, inasmuch as they had 
employed the horses in the harvest without the remotest knowledge 
and wish on his part, and had ruined them by immoderate work m 
their com fields. He sat down as he uttered these words, and en* 
treated his relations not to plunge him back again into the illness 
from which he had recovered, by their reproaches. On the follow* 
ing day, the brothers von Tronka, who possessed property in tho 
neighbourhood of the destroyed Tronkenburg, finding tnere was no- 
thing else to be done, wrote to their farmers and bailiffs, at their 
kinsman's request, to obtain information respecting the horses, which 
had disappeared on the day of the calamity and had not been heard 
of since. But the whole place having been laid waste, and nearly 
all the inhabitants having been slaughtered, they could learn no 
more than that a servant, driven by blows with the flat of the in* 
cendiary's sabre, had saved the horses from the burning shed, in 
which they stood, and that on asking where he was to take them, 
and what he was to do, he only received from the ruflSan a kick for 
an answer.* The gouty old housekeeper, who had fled to Misnia, 
stated, in writing, that the servant on the morning that followed that 
dreadful night had gone with the horses to the Brandenburg border. 
Nevertheless all inquiries made in that direction proved fruitle^ 
and, indeed, the intelligence did not appear correct, as the squire 
had no servant whose house was in Brandenburg or even on the road 
thither. Men from Dresden, who had been at Wilsdruf a few days 
after the conflagration of the Tronkenburg, said that about the time 
specified a boy had come there leading two horses by a halter, and 
that he had left the animals, as they were in a very wretched plight 
and unable to proceed further, in the coW-shed of a shepherd, who 
had wished to restore them to good condition. For many reasons it 
seemed probable enough that these were the horses in question, but 
the shepherd of Wilsdruf had, according to the account of people 
who came thence, already sold them to somebody — it was not known 
to whom; while a third rumour, the originator of which could not 
be discovered, was to the effect that the horses were dead and hacl 
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been buried in the pit at Wilsdruf. The brothers von Tronka, who, 
as might be supposed, considered this turn of affairs the most de*- 
Birable, seeing they would be relieved by it from the necessity of 
feeding the horses in their own stable — which they must otherwise 
have done, as their cousin, the squire, had no stables of his own — 
nevertheless wished to be thoroughly assured that the circumstances 
were correctly stated. Accordingly Herr Wenzel von Tronka, in 
his capacity of feudal lord, wrote to the courts of Wilsdruf, de*- 
scribing very fully the horses which, he said, had been lent to him, 
and had since, unfortunately, been taken away, and requesting them 
to try to discover where those animals were stationed, and to de- 
rire the present owner, whoever he might be, to deliver them up 
at the stables of the Chamberlain von Tronka, on an indemnification 
for all expenses. 

In a few days the man, to whom the shepherd of Wilsdruf had 
sold the horses made his appearance and brought them, lean and tot- 
tering, tied to his cart, to the market-place of the city. Unfor- 
tunately for Squire Wenzel, and still more so for honest Kohlhaas, 
this man was the knacker from Diibbeln. 

As soon as Wenzel, in the presence of his cousin, the chamberlain, 
heard an indistinct rumour that a man with two black horses, saved 
from the flames at the Tronkenburg, had come into the city, they 
both set off attended by some servants, whom they had hastily 

fathered toffether to the castle-yard, where he was, that in case the 
orses should turn out to be Kohlhaas's they might pay the expenses 
and take them home. But how surprised were they when they saw 
a multitude, which increfased every moment, attracted by the spec- 
tacle, and assembled about the cart to which the horses were fastened. 
The people Were shouting amid peals of laughter, that the horses 
which had caused the state to totter had come to the knackers. The 
squire, who had walked round the cart, and saw with confusion the 
miserable beasts, who looked every moment as if they longed to 
die, said that these were not the horses which he had taken from 
Kohlhaas, when the chamberlain casting upon him a look of speech- 
less rage, which, had he been made of iron, would have crushed him, 
stepped up to the knacker and asked him, as he flung back his mantle 
ana discovered his chain and order, whether these were the horses 
which had been in the possession of the shepherd of Wilsdruf, and 
which Squire Wenzel von Tronka, to whom they belonged, had re* 
quired* The man, who with a pail in his hand, was watering a stout- 
bodied horse, that drew his cart, said: ** Do you mean the black 
tines?" Taking the bit out of his horse's mouth, and setting down 
the pail he said that the animals tied to the cart had been sold to him 
by a swineherd of Hainichen, but where he got them, and whether 
they came from the Wilsdruf shepherd — ^tnat he knew nothing 
about The messenger of the Wilsdruf court, he said, as he again 
took up the pail and rested it against the pole of the cart, had told 
him that he was to bring them to Dresden to the house of the voli 
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Tronkaa, but the squire to whom he had been directed was called 
Conrad. After these words he turned round with the remainder of 
the water, which the horse had left in the pail, and flung it upon the 
pavement. 

The chamberlain, who amid the gaze of the scoffing multi- 
tude could not get a look from the fellow, who continued his 
work with the most insensible zeal, told him that he was the Squire 
Conrad von Tronka, but that the horses he had with him belonged 
to the squire his cousin, that they had come to the Wilsdruf shep- 
herd through a servant who had run away, taking advantage of the 
fire at the Tronkenburg, and that they originally belonged to the 
horse-dealer Kohlhaas. He asked the fellow, wno stood with out- 
stretched legs and hitched up his breeches, whether he really knew 
nothing about the matter; — ^whether the swineherd of Hainichen had 
not purchased them from the Wilsdruf shepherd (on which circum- 
stance all depended), or from some third party, who might have 
obtained them from that source. 

The man rudely said that he understood not a word that was 
said, and that whether Peter or Paul or the Wilsdruf shepherd 
Jiad the horses before the swineherd of Hainichen — ^it was just the 
same to him — ^provided they were not stolen. Upon this he went, 
with his whip across his broad back, to a neighbouring pot-house 
to get his breakfast. 

• The chamberlain, who did not know what in the world he should do 
with the horses, which the swineherd of Hainichen had, as it seemed, 
sold to the knadcer of Dobbeln, unless indeed they were the horses on 
which the devil rode through Saxony, asked the squire to put in a word, 
and when his kinsman, with pale trembling lips, answered that the 
most advisable plan would be to buy them, whether they belonged to 
Kohlhaas or not, he wrapped his mantle round him, and not know- 
ing what to do, retired from the crowd, cursing the father and mother 
who had given him birth. He then called to him Baron von Wenk, 
one of his acquaintance, who was riding along the street, and re- 
solving not to leave the spot, because the rabble looked at him 
scoffingly, and with their handkerchiefs before their mouths only 
seemed to wait for his departure to burst out, he bade him call on 
Count von Wrede and by nis means make Kohlhaas come to inspect 
the horses. ^ 

Now it happened that Kohlhaas, who had been summoned by 
• an officer of the court to give certain explanations as to the surrender 
of property at Liitzen, was present in the chancellor's room when the 
baron entered, and while the chancellorwith a fretful coimtenance rose 
from his chair and motioned the horse-dealer aside, the baron, to whom 
the person of Kohlhaas was unknown, represented the difficulty in 
which the von Tronkas were placed. The knacker had come nrom 
Dobbeln in accordance with a defective requisition of the Wilsdruf 
courts, with horses certainly; but their condition was so hopeless that 
Squire Wenzel could not help feeling a doubt as to their belonging 
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to KoUhaas. Hence, if they were to be taken irom the knacker, 
in order that their recovery might be attempted, an ocular inspec- 
tion by Eohlhaas would be necessary in the mrst instance to clear up 
the doubt that existed. " Have then the goodness," he concluded, 
'^ to fetch the horse-dealer out of his house with a guard, and let him 
be taken to the market-place where the horses now are." 

The chancellor, taking his spectacles from his nose, said that he 
found himself in a dilemma, since, on the one hand, he did not think 
the affair could be settled otherwise than by the ocular inspection 
of Eohlhaas; and, on the other hand, he did not conceive that he, as 
chancellor, had any right to send Kohlhaas about guarded, wherever 
the squire's fancy might dictate. He therefore mtroduced to the 
baron the horse-dealer, who was standing behind him; and while 
he sat down and again put on his spectacles^ told him to apply to 
the man himself. Eohlhaas^ who allowed no gesture to show what 
was passing in his mind, dedared that he was quite ready to follow 
the baron to the market, and inspect the horses, which the knacker 
had brought to the city. He then, while the baron turned round, 
confused, again approached the chancellor's table, and took leave of 
him, having given him from his pocket-book several papers relative 
to the surrender at LUtzen. The baron, who, with a face red as 
fire, had retired to the window, likewise took leave of the chan- 
cellor, and the two, accompanied by the guards appointed by the 
Prince of Misnia, proceeded to the palace-yard, accompanied hy a 
multitude of people. Herr Conrad, the chamberlain, who, in spite 
of the solicitation of several friends on the spot, had maintained his 
ground among the people against the knacker of Dobbeln, no 
sooner saw the baron and the horse-dealer, than he approached the 
latter, and, holding his sword proudly under his arm, asked him if 
the horses which stood behind the cart were his. The horse-dealer, 
afler modestly turning to the gentleman who questioned him, and 
whom he did not know, and touching his hat, went up to the knacker's 
cart, followed by the train of knights. At about twelve paces dis- 
tance he glanced hastily at the animals, who stood on tottering legs, 
with their heads bent to the ground, and did not eat the hay which 
the knacker put before them, and then returning to the chamber- 
lain, exclaimed: '* Gracious sir, the man is quite right; the horses 
which are bound to the cart belong to me." Then looking at the 
circle around him, he touched his hat once more, and, attended by 
his guard, asain lefl the spot. The chamberlain had no sooner 
heard what Eohlhaas said, tnan he approached the knacker with a 
hurried step, that made the plume on his helmet shake, flung him a 
purse full of gold; and while the man, with the purse in his hand, 
was staring at his money, and was combing back his hair with a 
leaden comb, he ordered his servant to detach the horses and lead 
them home. This servant, who, at his master's call, had left a circle 
of friends and relatives in the crowd, went up to the horses over a 
large puddle, with a face somewhat crimson, ocarcely, however, had 
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he touched the halter, than his cousin, Master Himboldt, with ihe 
words, '' You shall not touch that carrion,^' seized his arm and flung 
him from the cart. He added, picking his way orer the puddle to 
the chamberlain, who stood dumb with astonishment, that he must 
get a knacker's boy to perform such an office for him. The cham- 
berlain, who, foaming with rage, gazed for a moment at Himboldt, 
turned round, and called after the guard over the heads of the 
knights who were about him. As soon as, by the order of Baron 
von Wenk, an officer with some electoral troopers had made his 
appearance from the castle, he desired him, after briefly setting forth 
the shameful acts of rebellion which the burghers of the city Tex- 
tured on, instantly to take the ringleader, MjE^ter Himboldt, into 
custody. Then seizing Himboldt by the collar, he accused lum of 
flinging away from the cart the servant who, by his orders, was un- 
binding the horses, and otherwise ill-using him. Master Himboldt, 
throwing off* the chamberlain with a dexterous twist, said : ** Gracious 
sir, telling a fellow of twenty what he ought to do, is not inciting 
him to rebellion. Ask him whether, against all usage and propriety, 
he will meddle with those horses that are tied up to the cart. If he 
will, after what I have told him — why, be it so I For all that I care, 
he may flay them on the spot if he pleases." Upon this the cham- 
berlain turned round to the servant, and asked him whether he 
had any objection to fulffi his commands; namely, to untie Kohl- 
haas*s horses, and take them home. The lad, timidly slinking 
among the burghers, answered that the horses must be made 
decent before he could do any thing of the sort; whereupon the 
chamberlain darted after him, tore off" his hat, which bore the 
badge of his house, trampled it imder foot, drew his sword, and 
hunting the fellow about with ftirious strokes of the blade, made 
him at once quit the spot and his service together. '* Strike the 
ruffian to the ground I shouted Master Himboldt, and while the 
burghers indignant at the spectacle, combined together and forced 
away the guard, he knocked down the chamberlain ftom behind, 
tore off* his mantle, collar, and helmet, twisted the sword out of his 
hand, and furiously flung it to a distance. In vain did Squire 
Wenzel, saving himself from the tumult, call on the knights to 
assist his cousin ; before they could advance a step they were dis- 
persed by the pressure of the people, so that the chamberlain, who 
had hurt his head by the fall, was exposed to all the furr of the 
mob. Nothing could have saved him but the appearance of a troop 
of soldiers who happened to be riding by, and whom the officer of 
the electoral troopers called to his assistance. This [officer, after 
repelling the multitude, seized the enraged Himboldt, who was con- 
ducted to prison by some knights, while two friends picked up from 
the grouna the imfortunate chamberlain all covered with blood, and 
took him home. Such was the unlucky termination of the really 
well-meant and honest attempt to repair the wrong which had been 
done to tiie ho^-dealer. Tne blacker of Dobbeb, whose businett 
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Was over, and who did not want to stop any longer, tied the horses to 
a lamp-post as soon as the people began to disperse, and there they 
stood all day, without any one to care about them — a jest for the 
loiterers in the street. Indeed, for the want of all other attendance, 
the police was obliged to take them in hand, and towards night 
called upon the knacker of Dresden to keep them in the yard 
before the town till further directions. 

This occurrence, though the horse-dealer had really'nothing to do 
with it, awakened among the better and more temperate sort rf 
people, a feeling which was highly im&vourable to his cause. Th^ 
relation in which he stood to the state was considered quite im- 
sufierable, and both in private houses and in pubhc places, the 
opinion was expressed, that it would be better to do him a manifest 
injustice, and again annul the whole affair, than show him justice 
in such a small matter merely to gratify his mad obstinacy, espe* 
dally as such justice would only be the reward of his deeds of 
violence. Even the chancellor himself, to complete the destruction 
of poor Kohlhaas, with his over-strained notions of justice, and his 
obvious hatred of the Von Tronka family, contributed to the propa- 
gation and confirmation of this view. It was highly improbable 
that the horses, which were now in the custody of the knacker of 
Dresden, could be restored to that condition in which they left the 
stable at Kohlhaasenbriick, but even suppose art and constant 
attention could effect as much, the disgrace which imder the cii> 
cumstances fell upon the squire's family was so great, that con* 
sidering its political importance as one of the first and noblest 
families in the land, nothing appeared more suitable than to pro- 
pose a compensation for the horses in money. The chancellor 
having some days afterwards received a letter from the president 
Kallheim, who made this proposition in the name of the disabled 
chamberlain, wrote to Komhaas, advising him not to refuse such ah 
offer in case it should be made to him. Nevertheless he returned 
a short and not very civil answer to the president, in which he re- 
quested him to spare him all private commissions of the kind, 
advising the chamberlain to apply to the horse-dealer himself, whom 
he described a very honest and modest man. Kohlhaas's reso- 
lution was already weakened by the occurrence in the market-place, 
and following the advice of the chancellor, he only waited for 
overtures on the part of the squire or his connections readily to 
meet them with a full pardon for all that had past. But the 
knights' pride was too sensitive to allow them to make such over- 
tures, and highly indignant at the answer they had received from 
the chancellor, they snowed the letter to the elector, who on the 
following morning visited the chamberlain as he still lay ill of his 
wounds in his room. With a weak and plaintive voice, the in- 
valid asked him whether, when he had already risked his life to 
settle this matter according to his wishes, he should now expose his 
Jionour to the censure of the world, and appear with a request for 
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indulgence before a man, who had brought aU imaginable shame 
upon him and his family. The elector having read through the 
letter, asked CJount Kallheim, with some confusion, whether the 
tribunal would not be justified in taking its ground with Kohlhaaa 
on the circumstance that the horses could not be restored, and 
then in decreeing a mere compensation in money as if they were 
dead. The count replied, " Gracious sir, they are dead ! — dead in 
the legal sense of the word, because they have no value, and they 
will be physically dead before they can be removed from the flayer s 
yard to the knight's stables." 

Upon this the elector putting up the letter, said that he would 
speak about it to the chancellor, consoled the chamberlain, who 
arose in his bed and thankfully seized his hand, and after he had 
told him to take every care of his health, rose very graciously from 
his chair, and took his leave. 

Thus stood matters in Dresden, while another storm stiU more 
formidable was gathering over poor Kohlhaas from Liitzen, and the 
spiteful knights had tact enougn to draw down its flashes upon his 
unlucky head. John Nagelschmidt, one of the men collected by 
Kohlhaas, and dismissed after the appearance of the amnesty, had 
thought fit a few weeks afterwards to assemble anew a portion of the 
rabble who were disposed for any outrage, and to carry on the trade 
into which Kohlhaas had initiated him on his own account. This 
worthless fellow, partly to frighten the officers by whom he was pur- 
sued, partly to induce the peasantry after the ordinary fashion to 
take part in his misdeeds, called himself vicegerent to Kohlhaas, and 
spread a report with the cunning he had learned from his master, 
that the amnesty had not been kept with many men, who had re- 
turned quietly to their homes — nay that Kohlhaas himself, by a 
shameful violation of faith, had been imprisoned immediately on his 
arrival at Dresden, and had been consigned to the care of a guard. 
In placards, quite similar to those of Kohlhaas, he made his band 
of incendiaries appear as a warlike force, raised solely for the honour 
of God, with the mission of seeing that the amnesty granted by the 
elector was properly carried out. The whole affair, as we have already 
said, had nothmg to do with the honour of God, nor with any at- 
tachment to Kohlhaas, about whose fate the fellow was totally in- 
diflerent, but he merely intended under tlie protection of devices 
to bum and plunder with greater impunity. The knights, as soon 
as the news of this occurrence reached Dresden, could scarcely conceal 
their joy at the entirely new turn which it gave to the whole afiair. 
With sagacious and dissatisfied side-glances they alluded to the 
mistake tnat had been made in granting Kohlhaas the amnesty in 
spite of all their warnings, just as if for the sake of encouraging 
rascak of every kind to follow in his steps. Not contented with giving 
credence to Nagelschmidt's pretext, that he had taken up arms solely 
for die support and defence of his oppressed master, they plainly ex- 
pressed their opinion that the whole enterprise was devised by Kohl- 



MICHAEL KOHLHAAfi. 205 

haas to intimidate the government, and thus to huny on the decree 
and render it completely conformable to his obstinate will. Nay, the 
cupbearer went so far as to say to a party of hunting squires and cour- 
tiers, who, after their meal, had assembled in the elector's anteroom, 
that the disbanding of the gang of robbers at LUtzen was a mere feint; 
and while he laughed much at the chancellor's love of justice, he 
showed from many circumstances clearly combined, that the troop 
existed now just as much as before, in the woods of the electorate, 
and merely waited for a signal from the horse-dealer to break out 
anew with fire and sword. Prince Christian of xMisnia, very much 
displeased at this new turn of affairs, which threatened seriously to 
sully the fame of his sovereign, immediately went to the castle to 
see him, and clearly perceiving that it was the interest of the knights 
to crush Kohlhaas if possible on the groimd of new misdeeds, he asked 
leave to examine him at once. The horse-dealer somewhat surprised, 
was conducted to the seat of government {Gubemium) by an officer, 
with his two little boys, Henry and Leopold in his arms, for his 
man Stembald had returned the day before with his five children 
from Mecklenburg, where they had been staying, and thoughts of 
various kinds, which it would be tedious to unravel, determined him 
to take with him to the examination the two boys, who, in tears 
begged to accompany him, as they saw him depart. The prince, after 
looking kindly at tne children, whom Kohlhaas had seated beside 
him, and asking their names and ages in a friendly manner, disclosed 
to him the liberties which Nagelschmidt, his former servant, had 
allowed himself in the valleys of the Erzgebirg, and while he showed 
him what the fellow called his mandates, requested him to state 
what he could in his own justification. 

Shocked as the horse-dealer was at the scandalous papers, he 
nevertheless had but little difficulty in the presence of such an 
upright man as the prince, in showing how groundless were the 
accusations that had been brought against him. Not only, as he 
said, was he, under the circumstances, far from requiring any assist- 
ance fix)m a third party, to bring his suit to a decision, seemg that 
it was s^oincc on as well as possible, but some letters which he had 
with I^m, !nd which he pWuced to the prince, plainly showed 
the impossibility of Nagelschmidt being wnling to give him the 
assistance in question, smce shortly before he nad disbanded his 
troop, he had been going to hang the fellow for acts of violence in 
the flat country. Inaeed he had only been saved by the appear- 
ance of the electoral amnesty, which had broken off all the connec- 
tion between them, and they had parted the day after as mortal 
enemies. Kohlhaas, on his own proposal, which was^ accepted bv 
the prince, sat down and wrote a letter to Nagelschmidt, in which 
he called the pretext of supporting the amnesty, granted to him 
and his troop, and afterwards broken, a shameiul and wicked in- 
vention; and told him that on arriving at Dresden he was neither 
arrested nor consigned to a guard, that his suit was proceeding 
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quite aocordinff to hia wishes, and that he gave hm up to the fuQ 
vengeance of tne laws as a warning to the rabble around him for 
the incendiarisms he had committed in the Erzgebirg, after the 
publication of the amnesty. At the same time some ^^ments of 
the criminal proceedings, which the horse-dealer had set ou foot 
against the man at the Castle of Liitzen, for the ndsdeeds abovo 
alluded to, were subjoined to enlighten the people, as to the ffood- 
for-nothing fellow, who had been sentenced to the gallows, ana had 
only been saved by the elector's patent. The prince, satisfied by these 
acts, calmed Kohlhaas, as to the siispicion which they had been forced 
to express under the circumstances, assured him tnat so long as he 
continued in Dresden, the amnesty granted him should remain un* 
broken, once more shook hands with the boys, to whom he gave the 
fruit that was on the table, and dismissed him. The chancellor, who 
likewise perceived the danger that impended over the horse-dealer, did 
his utmost to bring the anair to a conclusion before it became en* 
tangled and complicated by new events. Strange to say, the cunning 
knights desired and aimed at the same thing, and instead of tacitly 
confessing the crime as before, and limiting the opposition to a mitiga- 
tion of the sentence, they now began with all sorts of chicanery to deny 
the crime itself. Now they gave out that the horses had merely been 
kept at the Tronkenburg by the act of the castellan and the bailiff, 
of which the squire knew litde or nothing; now they asserted that 
the beasts were sick of a violent and dangerous cougn immediately 
after their arrival, appealing to witnesses whom they promised to 
produce; and when they were beaten out of the field with their 
argimients by inquiries and explanations, they brought an electoral 
edict, in which twelve years before, on account of prevailing dis- 
temper among cattle, the introduction of horses fi:om Brandenburg 
into Saxony was prohibited. This was to prove that the squire was 
not only authorised but actually bound to detain the horses brought 
by Kohlhaas over the border. Kohlhaas, who in the meanwhile had 
repurchased his farm of the good farmer at Kohlhaasenbriick for a 
small sum, wished, as it appears, for the purpose of finally complet- 
ing this transaction, to leave Dresden for a few days, and to travel 
home ; — a resolution in which, however, we doubt not the alle^;ed 
business, important as it might be on account of the winter sowing 
time, had less part than the wish to examine his situation under cir- 
cumstances so remarkable and so critical. Reasons of another kind, 
which we leave to the surmise of every one who knows the secrets 
of his own heart, might also have operated. He therefore went to the 
hi^h-chancellor, without the guard, and having the farmer's letters 
in his hand, stated that if his presence at the court could be dispensed 
with, as indeed seemed to be the case, he wished to leave the city 
and go to Brandenburg for eight days or a fortnight, promising 
to return within that time. The high-chancellor, looking on tl5 
ground with a dubious and displeased countenance, said that his pre- 
sence was now more necessary than ever, since the coinrt, in oonse- 
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quence of tKe cvafty and quibbling objeetiona of the oppoeita party, 
would require his explanation in a thousand cases, wnich had not 
been foreseen. HowoTer, when Kohlhaas referred him to his ad- 
Yoeate, who was well acquainted with the merits of the case, and 
urgency though modestly still adhered to his request, promising to 
limit his absence to ei^ht days, the high chancellor said, after a pause, 
as he dismissed him, that he noped he would obtain passports of rrince 
Christian of Misnia. Kohlhaas, who perfectly imderstood the chan* 
cellor*s countenance, sat down at once confirmed in his resolution, and 
asked the Prince of Misnia, as chief minister, without assigning any 
reason, to give him passports to Kohlhaasenbrilck for eight days. To 
this request he received an official answer, riffned by Baron Siegfried 
yon W enk, goyemor of the castle, stating that his petition for pass- 
ports to Kohmaasenbriick had been laid before the elector, and that 
as soon as consent was obtained, they would be forwarded to him. 
Kohlhaas asked liis adyocate how it was that this paper was signed 
by a Baron Siegfried yon Wenk, and not by Prince Christian of Misnia, 
whereuponhe wasinformed that the prince had gone to his estates three 
days before, and that the affairs of office had been entrusted during 
his absence, to Baron Siegfried yon Wenk, goyemor of the castle, 
and cousin to the gentleman who has been preyiously mentioned. 

Kohlhaas, whose heart beoan to beat uneasily under all these 
circumstances, waited seyeral days for an answer to his petition 
which had been brought before the elector with singular prolixity; 
but a week passed, and another and another, and ne had neither 
got an answer nor had the tribunal come to a decision of his case, 
definitely as it had been announced. Therefore, on the twelfth day, 
fiJly determined to know the disposition of the goyemment to- 
wards him, whateyer it might be, he sent another pressing appli- 
cation to the ministry for the passport. But how surprised he wfis, 
when on the eyening of the following day (which had likewise 
passed away without the expected answer), as he stepped towards 
the window of his back room, deeply occupied in pondering oyer 
his situation, and especially on the anmesty which Dr. Luther had 
obtained for him, he did not see the guards who had been giyen 
him by the Prince of Misnia in the little outhouse which had been 
assigned as their abode. The old seryant Thomas whom he called, 
and of whom he asked what this meant, answered with a sigh, 
'* Master, all is not as it should be I The soldiers, of whom there 
are more than usual to-day, dispersed themselyes oyer the whole 
house as night adyanced. Two are standing with spear and shield 
in the street before the front door, two in the garden at the back 
door, and two others are Ij^ng on a heap of straw in the anteroom, 
where they say they intend to sleep." Kohlhaas, who changed 
colour, turned round and said it was just the same to him whether 
they were there or not, and that as soon as he got to the passage ho 
should set up a light that the soldiers might see. 

Under the pretext of emptying a yessel he opened the front shutter 
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and conTinced himself that the old man had spoken the truth; for 
the guard had just been quietly relieved, a measure which never 
had been thought of before. This ascertained he lay down in hia 
bed, little inclined to sleep, and with his mind thoroughly made up 
as to what he should do the next day. Nothing on the part of the 
government was more displeasing to him than the empty show of 
justice, while, in fact, the amnesty was broken; and in case he was 
a prisoner, about which there seemed to be no doubt, he wished to 
compel the government to declare it clearly and without ambi- 
guity. Therefore, at the dawn of the following day, he had his 
vehicle brought up, and the horses put to it by Stembald his ser- 
vant, to go, as he said, to the fanner at Lockewitz, who had spoken 
to him a few days before at Dresden as an old acquaintance, and 
had invited him to pay him a visit with his children. The soldiers, 
who were laying their heads together, and perceived the move- 
ments in the house, sent one of their number privily into the town, 
whereupon in a few minutes an officer of the government appeared, 
at the head of several men, and went into the opposite house, as if 
he had something to do there. Kohlhaas who, as he was occupied 
with dressing his boys, witnessed their movements, and designedly 
kept his vehicle before the house longer than was necessary, went 
out with his children, as soon as he saw that the police had com- 
pleted their preparations, without taking any notice, and telling the 
soldiers at the door as he passed them, that they need not follow 
him, he took the boys into the cart, and kissed and consoled the 
little crying girls, who, in conformity with his orders, remained 
with the daughter of the old servant. He had scarcely moimted 
the cart himself, when the officer came up to him with his train from 
the opposite house, and asked him where he was going. Kohlhaas 
answenng that he was going to see his friend the &rmer at 
Lockewitz, who had some days before invited him into the country 
with his tx>ys, the officer said that in that case he must wait a 
few moments, as some horse-soldiers, by the command of the Prince 
of Misnia, would have to accompany him. 

Kohlhaas asked him, smiling irom the cart, whether he thought his 
person would not be safe in the house of a firiend, who had invited him to 
his table for a day. The officer answered pleasantly and cheerfully 
enough, that the danger was certainly not great, and added that he 
would find the men by no means burdensome. Kohlhaas replied, 
seriously, that when he first came to Dresden, the Prince of Misnia 
had left it quite free to him whether he would avail himself of the 
guard or not, and when the officer expressed his surprise at this cir- 
cumstance, and referred to the custom which had prevailed during 
the whole of Kohlhaas's residence at Dresden, the horse-dealer tola 
him of the occurrence which had led to the appointment of a guiurd 
in his house. The officer assured him that the order of the Baron 
von Wenk, governor of the castle, who was at present head of the 
police, made the constant guard of his person an imperative duty, 
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and begged Hm, if it was unpleasant to be so attended, to go to the 
seat of government himself, and rectify the error which seemed to 
prevail there. Eohlhaas, darting an expressive look at the officer, 
and determined either to bend or to break the matter, said that he 
would do this, descended with a beating heart from the cart, had his 
children carried into the passage by the servant, and repaired with 
the officer and his guard to the seat of government, leaving the 
man with the vehicle in front of the house. It chanced that Baron 
von Wenk was engaged in the examination of a band of Nagel- 
schmidt's men, which had been captured in the neighbourhood of 
Leipzig, and had been brought in the evening before, and that these 
fellows were being questioned on many matters which would 
willingly have been heard by the knights who were with the baron 
when the horse-dealer and those who attended him entered the room. 
The baron no sooner saw him, than he went up to him, while the 
knights became suddenly silent, and ceased their examination, and 
asked him what he wanted. 

The horse-dealer respectively stating his project of dining with the 
farmer in Lockewitz, and his wish to leave oehind the soldiers, whom 
he did not reauire, the baron changed colour, and seeming as 
if he suppressea another speech, said uiat his best plan would be 
to stop quietly at home, and put off the dinner with the Locke- 
witz farmer. Then cutting short the conversation, and turning to 
the officer he told him, that the command which he had given 
him with respect to Kohlhaas, was to remain as before, and that 
he was not to leave the city, except under the guard of six horse- 
men. Kohlhaas asked whether he was a prisoner, and whether he 
was to beheve that the amnesty solemnly granted him in the eyes 
of the whole world was broken; whereupon the baron, suddenly be- 
coming as red as fire, turned to him, and walking close up to nim, 
looked full in his eyes, and answered, " Yes, yes, yes !" He then 
turned his back upon him, left him standing, and again went to 
Nagelschmidt's men. 

Kohlhaas then quitted the room, and although he saw that the 
only course left for him, namely, flight, was rendered difficult 
by the steps which he had taken, he nevertheless concluded he 
had acted rightly, as he now saw he was free from all obligation 
to conform to the articles of the amnesty. When he reached 
home, he ordered the horses to be taken from the cart, and accom- 
panied by the officer entered his chamber very much dispirited. 
This officer, in a maimer which greatly disgusted him, assured him 
that all turned on a misunderstanding which would soon be cleared 
up, while his men, at a sign which he gave them, fastened up all 
the outlets that led into the yard. The front entrance, as the officer 
assured Kohlhaas, was open to his use as before. 

Li the meanwhile, Nagelschmidt was so hampered on all sides by 
soldiers and officers of the law in the woods of the Erzgebirge, that 
being utterly destitute of means to carry out the part he had chosen j 
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he hit upon the thought of really drawing Eohlhaas into his interest 
He had learned with tolerable accuracy, ilm>ugh a traveller who ^aaed 
on the road, the state of the suit at Dresden, and was of opinicm, 
that in spite of the open hostilitgr which existed between them, it 
would be possible to induce the horse-dealer to enter into a new al- 
liance with him. He therefore sent a man to him, with a scarcely 
legible letter, to the etE&ct, that if he would come to the Altenbur^ 
territory, and resume the conduct of the band, who had assemUea 
there, out of the relics of the one that had been dismissed, he would 
furnish him with horses, men, and money, to assist him in flying 
from his prison at Dresden. At the same time, he promised to be 
better and more obedient in future than he had been; and to proTe 
his fidelity and devotion, he offered to come to Dresden himself and 
effect Kohlhaas's liberation. Now the fellow to whom this letter was 
entrusted had the misfortune to fall into convulsions of a dangerous 
sort, such as he had been subiect to from his youth, close to Dresden, 
and the consequence was, uiat the letter which he carried in hia 
doublet, was discovered by people who oame to assist him, and that 
he himself, as soon as he nad recovered, was arrested, and removed 
to the seat of government, attended by a numerous guard. The 
Grovemor vcm Wenk had no sooner read the letter than he hastened 
to the elector, in whose castle he found the two von Tronkas (the 
chamberlain having recovered of his wounds) and Count EaUheim, 
president of the chancery. These gentlemen were of opinion, that 
Kohlhaas should be arreted without delay, and prosecuted on the 
ground of a secret understanding with Nagelschmidt, since, as they 
attempted to prove, such a letter could not have been written, had 
not others been previously sent by the horse-dealer, and had not 
some criminal compact been formed, for the peipetration of new 
atrocities. The el^stor firmly refiised to violate the firee conduct 
wUch he had gnmted to EoUW, on the mere nound of this letter. 
Nay, according to his opinion, it rather showed, that no previous 
communication had existed between Kohlhaas and Nagelschmidt^ 
and all that he would resolve upon, and that after much delay, was 
that, according to the suggestion of the president, the letter should 
be sent to Kohmaas by Nagelschmidt'sman, just as if the fellow was 
perfectly at liberty, and that then it should be seen whether Eohl- 
haas would answer it. The man, who had been put in prison, was 
accordingly brought to the seat of government on the following 
morning, when uie governor of the castle restored him his letter, 
and, promisiiij^ that he should be free, and exempt fix>m the punish- 
ment he had mcurred* told him to give it to the horsenleaier as if 
nothing had happened. Without more ado, the fisUow lent himsdf 
to the mean stratagem, and asif by stealth, entered Eohlhaas's room 
on the pretext of selling some craos, with which the ofEloer had pro- 
vided him in the market-place. Kohlhaas, who read the letter wnile 
the children played with the crabs, would certainly, under the cir- 
cumstances, nave taken the fdlow by the collar, and delivered him 
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up to llie soldiers, who stood at Iiis door, bat as, in the present 
disposition of people towards liim, such a step might be inter- 
preted in more than one way, and he was twlj conyinced that 
nothing in the world could help him out of the cufficultj in which 
he was placed, he looked moumfolly at the fellow's well-known 
face, asked him where he lived, and ordered him to come acain in 
an hour or two, when he would communicate the resolution ne had 
taken with respect to his master. He told Stembald, who chanced 
to enter the room, to buy some crabs of the fellow he found there, and 
this having been done, and the two men havinff parted without re- 
ception, ne sat down and wrote a letter to Nagelschmidt to the 
foUowing effect: In the first place he accepted his offer of the 
command of thebandin Altenburg, and in the next told him to send 
him a waggon with two horses to the Neustadt by Dresden, to free 
him from the temporary prison in which he was placed with his 
children. Two horses more, he said, for the sake of speed would be 
wanted on the road to Wittenberg, by which circuitous route, for 
certain reasons, too lon^ to specify, he could alone oome to him. 
He renresented the soldiers who yarded him as open to bribery, but 
nevertheless, in case force should be necessary, he desired the pre- 
sence of a few, stout, active, well-armed fellows in the Neustadt. To 
de&ay the expenses of all these preparations he would send by the 
man a rouleau containing twenty gold crowns, about the expenditure 
of which he would c(une to an account with him when the affidr was 
settled. His presence in Dresden on the occasion of his liberation 
he prohibited as unnecessary, nay, he save the express order that he 
should remain in the territory of'^ Altenour^, as the temporary leader 
of the band, which could not well do wi^out a captain. When 
the messenger came towards the evening he gave him this letter, and 
rewarding him liberally, exhorted him to take the greatest care of it* 
His design was to proceed to Hamburg with his five children, and 
there to embark for the Levant or the East Indies, or as fitr as the 
sky might cover other men than those he knew, for his soul, which 
was now bowed down with grief, had given up the notion of 
getting the horses, to say nothing of his repugnance to make a com- 
mon cause with Nagelscnmidt. 

Scarcely had the fellow delivered this answer to the castellan than 
the high onancellor was removed, the president. Count Eallheim, was 
appointed chief of the tribunal in his stead, and Kohlhaas, being 
arrested by a cabinet order of the elector, was thrown into the city 
prison, heavily laden with chains. Proceedings were commenced 
apdnst him on the ground of the letter, which was posted up at all 
the comers of the town; and when, before the bar of the tribimal, to 
the question of the counsel, who presented him this letter, whether he 
reoomised the handwriting, he answered '^ Tes," but to the question 
wheiwer he had any thing to say in his defence, he with downcast 
eyes answered **No." He was condemned to have his flesh torn with 
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xed-hot pincerSi and his body quartered and burned between the 
wheel and the ^eJIows. 

Thus stood matters with poor Kohlhaas in Dresden, when the 
Elector of Brandenburg appeared to rescue him from the hands of 
arbitrary power and claimed him as a Brandenburg subject in the 
electoral chancery, through a note sent for that purpose. For the 
brave Captain Heinrich von Greusau had told him, during a walk on 
the banks of the Spree, the history of this strange and not utterly 
abandoned man. On this occasion, urged by the questions of the 
astonished elector, he could not avoid mentioning the wrong which 
had been done to his own person, through the improper acts of the 
high chancellor, Count Siegfried von Kallheim. The elector, being 
highly indignant at this, demanded an explanation of the high chan- 
cellor, and finding that his relationship to the house of Tronka had 
been the cause of all the mischief, dismissed him at once with many 
signs of displeasure, and appointed Heinrich von Geusau chancellor 
in his place. 

Now it happened that the kingdom of Poland* while for some 
cause or other it was in a hostile position against Saxony, made re- 
peated and pressing demands to the Elector of Brandenburg to imite 
against Saxony in one common cause. This led the High Chan- 
cellor Geusau, who was no novice in such matters, to hope that he 
could fulfil his sovereign's wish of doing justice to Kohlhaas at any 
price, without placing the general peace in a more critical position than 
the consideration due to an individual would justify. Hence the 
high chancellor, alleging^ that the proceedings had been arbitrary, 
and alike displeasing to God and man, not only demanded the im- 
mediate and unconmtional delivery of Kohlhaas, that in case he was 
guilty he might be tried according to Brandenburg laws, on a com- 
plaint which the court of Dresden might make through an attorney 
at Berlin, but also required passports for an attorney whom the elector 
wished to send to Dresden, to obtain justice for Kohlhaas against 
Sqtdre Wenzel von Tronka, on account of the wrong which had 
been done the former, on Saxon soil, by the detention of his horses 
and other acts of violence which cried aloud to Heaven. The cham- 
berlain, Herr Conrad, who on the change of office in Saxony had 
been nominated president of the state chancery, and who for many 
reasons did not wish to offend the court of Berlin, in the difficulty in 
which he now found himself, answered in the name of his sovereign, 
who was much dejected at the note he had received, that the im- 
firiendly and unfair spirit in which the right of the court of Dresden 
to try Kohlhaas, according to law, for offences committed in the 
country, had been questioned, had created great astonishment,eroecially 
when It was well known that he held a krge piece of ^ound in the 
Saxon metropolis, and did not deny that he was a Saxon citizen. Never- 
theless, as Poland to enforce her claims had already collected an army 
of 5000 men on the borders of Saxony, and the high chancellor, 
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Hmrich von GeuBau, declared that Eohlhaasenbtiick, &e place 
from whicli the bone-dealer took his name, lay in the Brandenburg 
territory, and that the execution of the sentence of death that had 
been declared vould be considered a violation of the law of nations, 
the elector, by the advice of the chamberlain, Herr Coniad himself, 
who wished to retreat out of the affair, colled Prince Christian of 
Misnia from his estates, and was induced by a few words from this 
intelligent man to deliver Kohlhaas to the court of Berlin, in com- 
pliance with the request that had been made. 

The prince, who, although he was little pleased with the late un- 
seemly proceedings, was obliged to undertake the prosecution of the 
Kohlhaas affiiir, m compliance with the wiah oi his embarrassed 
sovereign, asked him on what ground he meant to prosecute the 
horse-dealer, in the chamber council at Berlin. To the fatal 
letter to Nagelschmidt reference could not be made, so doubtful 
and obscure were the circumstances under which it was written, 
neither could the early plunderings and incendiarisms be men- 
tioned on account of the placards ul which they had been par^ 
doned. 

The elector, therefore, resolved to lay before the Emperor of 
Vienna a statement of the aimed attack of Kohlhaas upon Saxony, 
to' complain of the breach of the public peace, which he had esta- 
blished, and to request those who were Dound by no amnesty to' 
prosecute Kohlhaas in the Berlin court through an imperial prose- 
cutor. 

In eight days the horse-dealer, chuned as he was, was placed in a 
cart and transported to Berlin wiUi his five children (who had been 
got together again out of the orphan and foundling a^lums) by the 
knight Friednch von Malzahn, whom the Elector of Brandenburg 
had sent to Dresden with six troopers. 

Now it chanced that the Elector of Saxony, at the invitation of 
the seneschal (Landdrott) Count Aloydus von Kallheim, who held 
consderable property on the borders of Saxony, had gone to Dahme 
to a great hunt, which had been appointed for his recreation, accom- 
panied by the chamberl^, Herr Conrad, and his wife the Lady 
Heloise, daughter of the seneschal and sister of the prerident, besid^ 
other fine lames and gentlemen, hunting-attendants, and nobles. All 
this party, covered with dust &om huntmg, was seated at table und^ 
the cover of some tents adorned with Sags, which had been set up 
on a bill right across the road, waited upon by pages and young 
nobles, and recreated by the sound of cheerful music, which pro- 
ceeded !r, attended by 
hie am t Dresden. 
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unooveied, and his plumed hat adorned with fir-twigs, sat by the 
Lady Heloise — ^his first love in the days of early youth — said, eleyated 
by the pleasure of the feast, diat sparkled rouna him: '^ Come let us 
give the unfortunate man, whoever he may be, this cup of wine !" 
The Lady Heloise, casting a noble glanoe at him, arose at once, and 
laying the whole table \m^ contribution, filled a silver vessel, yiiidch 
E page handed to her, with fruit, cakes, and bread. The whole 
party, with refireshments of all kinds^ had already thronged firomthe 
tent, when the seneschal met them with a confused countenance 
and bade them stoo. To the elector, who asked with surprise 
what had happened thus to confound the seneschal, the lattet 
answered, stammering and with his head turned towards the cham- 
berlain, that Eohlhaas was in the cart At thispiece of inteili^enoe, 
which astonished every body, as it was generally known ihat A^ohl- 
haas had set off ox days before, the cnamberlam, Conrad, took his 
goblet of wine, and turning towards the tent poured it into the dust 
The elector, deeply oolourmg, placed his on a salver, which a page 
presented to him for that purpose, at a hint firom the chamberlain; 
and while the knight Friedrich von Malzahn, respectfully greeting 
the company, whom he did not know, passed slowly thorough the 
tent-ropes that ran across the way, in the direction of Dahme, the 
party, at the invitation of the seneschal, returned to the tent without 
taking further notice. 

As soon as the elector was seated, the seneschal privately sent to 
Dahme to warn the magistracjr there to make the horse-dealer pass 
on immediately; but as the knight had declared his wish of passmg 
the night in the place, on the plea that the day had already aavanoea 
too fiur to allow df further travel, they were obliged to luing him 
without noise to a fium which belonged to the magistracy, and 
which stood by the road-side concealed by bushes. 

Towards eveniiu;, when the elector's party had forgotten the whole 
affidr, their thoughts having been dii»ipated by the wine, and the 
pleasures of a luxurious supper, the seneschal proposed that they 
should once more start for a herd of deer which had made its appear^ 
ance. The whole party seised on the proposal with delight, and 
armed with their rifles went in pairs over hedges and dit^es into 
the adjoining forest, and the conseq^uence was mat the elector and 
the Lady Heloise, who hung on his arm to witness the spectade, 
were to their surprise inmiCMiiately conducted by a messenger, who 
had been appointed to attend them, through the court of me very 
house at which Eohlhaas and the Brandenburg troops were 
Btopjping. 

Tne lady, when she heard this, said: ^^Come, gracious sove- 
rdgn, come Y* adding, as she playfiilly concealed in his doublet the 
cham which hung &om his neck, '' let us slip into the farm, befote 
our troop comes up, and see the strange man who is passmg the 
ni^t there." 

The elector, diangbg colour, seissed her hand and said : <^ Heloise, 



MICHAEL KOHLHAAS 215 

yrlmt notioii has pofiseflsed you?* But when, peroeiTm^ his mirprise, 
flthe answered that no one would lecognifle him in his hunting dress, 
and also, at the very same moment, two hunting attendants, who 
had aheadj satisfied their curiosity, came out of the house and said, 
that in consequence of an arrangement of the seneschals, neither 
the knight nor the horse-dealer jcnew of whom consisted the partj 
assembled near Dahme, the elector, smiling, pressed his hat over his 
eyes, and said: *^ Folly, thou rulest the world, and thy throne is the 
mouth of a pretty woman." 

Kohlhaas was sitting on a heap of straw, with his back against the 
wall, feeding the child that had fidlen sick at Herzber^, with rolls 
and milk, when his noble visitors entered the fiurm-house. The 
lady, to introduce the conversation, asked him who he was, what 
was the matter with the child, what crime he had committed, and 
whither they were conducting him under such an escort. He dofied 
his leather cap, and, without ceasing from his occupation, gave her 
a short, but satisfactory answer. 

The elector, who stood behind the huntsman, and observed a little 
leaden case that hung fix>m Michael's neck by a silken thread, asked 
him, as there was nothing better to talk about, what this meant, and 
what was kept in it. 

<' Ah, your worship," said Kohlhaas, detaching it from his neck, 
opening it, and taking out a little slip of paper fiistened with a 
wafer, "there is something very peculiar about this case. It is 
about seven months ago, on the very day after my wife's burial, 
when I had set out from Kohlhaasenbriick, as perhaps you know, to 
seize the person of Squire von Tronka, who had done me much 
wrong, that for some negotiation, unknown to me, the electors of 
Saxony and Brandenburg had a meeting in Jiiterboch, a market 
town, through which my way led me. When they had settled 
eveiT thing according to their wishes, they w^at through the streets 
of tne town, conversing in a friendly manner, that they might see 
the fair, which was held with due merriment. Presently they came 
to a gipsy wcHnan, who sat xtpan a stool, and uttered prophesies to 
Ae people who surrounded h^, out of an almanack. 

''This woman they asked, jestingly, whether she had any thing 
pleasant to tell them. I, who had put up at an inn, with all my 
band, and chanced to be present at the spot when this occurrence 
took fdiaoe^ stimding at the entrance to the church, could not hear, 
dirough the crowd, what the Strang woman said to the electors. 
When the people whispered, laughingly, in each other's ears, that 
she would not commumcate her science to any body, and crowded 
thickly together on account of the spectacle uiat was preparing, I 
got upon a bench, which had been hewn out in the entrance to the 
ehurcn, not so much because I was curious myself, as because I would 
make way for those that were. Scarcely had I, from this elevation, 
taken a tvM survey of the electors and the woman, who sat before 
them on the stool, and seemed to be scribbling sometbingi than she 
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suddenly raised herself on her cratches, and, looking round the peo- 
le, &xed her eyes upon me, who had not spoken a single word to 
er, and had never cared for such sciences in my life. 

*« Pressing towards me, through the dense crowd, she said: ' Ah, 
if the gentleman wishes to know, he had better ask you.* Then, your 
worship, with her dry, bony hands she gave me this slip. All the 
people turned roimd to me, and I said, perfectly astonished, ' Why, 
mother — ^what sort of a present is this? After all sorts of unintd- 
ligible stuff, among which, to my great surprise, I heard my own 
name, she repUed, ' It is an amulet, thou horse-dealer, Kohlhaas, 
keep it well, it will one day save thy life.' And so saying, she 
vanished. Now !" continued Kohlhaas, good humouredly, ** to teU 
the truth, sharply as matters have been ^oing on in Dreaden, they 
have not cost me my life; and as for Berlm, the Aiture will show me 
how I j^et on there, and whether I shall come off welL" 

At these words the elector seated himself on a bench, and, although 
to the inquiry of the astonished lady, what was the matter with him, 
he answered, ** Nothing, nothing at all" — ^he, nevertheless, fell sense- 
less upon the ground, before she had time to run up to him and 
catch nim in her arms. 

The Knight von Malzahn, who, on some business or other, en- 
tered the room at this moment, said: *' Good God, what ails the 
gentleman?" while the lady cried out, "Water, bring water !" 

The huntsmen raised the elector from the ground and carried him 
to a bed in an adjoining room, and the consternation of all reached 
its height, when the chamberlain, who had been fetched by a page, 
declar^, after many futile endeavours to restore the elector to his 
senses, that there were all the signs of apoplexy. 

The seneschal, while the cup-bearer sent a messenger on horse- 
back to Luckau to fetch a physician, caused the elector to be placed 
in a vehicle, as soon as he opened his eyes, and to be taken, slowly, 
to his hunting castle in the neighbourhood. The consequence of 
this journey was two fainting fits after his arrival at the castle, and 
it was late on the following morning, when the physician from Luc- 
kau had arrived, that he recovered in some degree, still with the 
decided symptoms of an imi)endin^ nervous fever. As soon as he 
had regained lus senses he raised himself in his bed, and his first in- 
quiry was for Kohlhaas. 

The chamberlain, who misunderstood his question, said, seizing 
his hand, that he need no longer trouble himself about this terrible 
man, since, as had been designed, he had remained at the farm at 
Dahme, guarded by the Brandenburg escort, after the sudden and 
incomprehensible mischance which had occurred. Assuring him of 
his warmest sympathy, and also that he had reproached his wife 
most bitterly for her unwarrantable heedlessness in bringing him in 
contact with the man, he asked what there was so strange and mon- 
strous in the conversation to strike him thus. 

The elector said he could only confess that the sight of a worth* 
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less slip of paper, worn by the man in a leaden case, liad been the 
cause of the unpleasant occurrence. In explanation of this circum- 
stance he uttered much which the chamberlain did not understand, 
suddenly assured him, as he pressed his hand, that the possession of 
this slip would be of the utmost importance, and finally entreated 
him to mount on horseback without delay, to ride to Dalheim, and 
to purchase the slip &om Kohlhaas at any price. 

The chamberlam, who had difficulty in concealing his embar- 
rassment, represented to him, that if this slip was of any value to 
him, it would be absolutely necessary to conceal the fact from 
Kohlhaas, since, if he got a nint of it through any heedless expres- 
sion, all the wealth of the elector would be msufficient to get it out 
of the hands of a fellow so insatiable in his vengeance. To calm 
him, he added that some other means must be devised, and that 
perhaps it would be possible to gain the slip to which he attached 
so much importance, by cunning and through the medium of a third 
indifferent party, as the criming did not set any value on it. 

The elector, wiping the perspiration from his forehead, asked 
whether it woidd not be possible with this intent to send to Dahme, 
and to delay the further transport of the horse-dealer imtil the sHp, 
in some way or other, was secured. 

The chamberlain, who could not trust his senses, replied that in 
all probability the horse-dealer had unfortunately left Dahme al- 
reaay, and was already over the boundary and on Brandenburg 
soil, where every endeavour to impede his progress, or to turn him 
back, must lead to the most unpleasant and lengthened difficulties — 
such difficulties, indeed, as it might be impossible to get over. 

When the elector, with a gesture of utter despair, threw himself 
back on his cushion in silence, the chamberlain asked him what it 
was that the slip 'contained, and by what strange and inexplicable 
chance he knew that the contents concerned him. 

Casting equivocal glances at the chamberlain, whose willingness 
to oblige him he doubted, the elector made no answer, but lay quite 
stiff, yet with heart uneasily beating, while his eyes were fixed on 
the comer of the handkercnief, which, immersed in thought, he 
held in his hands. All at once he ordered him to call into the 
chamber the himting-pa^e [Jagd-junker) Von Stein, an active and 
sharp-witted young genUeman, whom he had often employed on 
secret affairs, on the pretext that he had business to settle with 
him of quite a different nature. 

After he had set forth the whole a£&ir to this pa^e, and had in- 
formed him of the importance of the slip, now in me possession of 
Kohlhaas, he asked him whether he was willing to earn an eternal 
claim to his friendship by getting this slip before Kohlhaas reached 
Berlin. 

The page as soon as he, in some degree, understood the afiair, 
strange as it was, declared liiat all his powers were at the service of 
the elector, whereupon the latter commissioned him to ride afler 
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Kohlhaas, and in case moaej would not soffioe, afi probably it would 
not, to ofier bim in a prudently mani^ged disooune, life and liberty 
as the price of the slip; nay, if he insisted irpon it, to supply him at 
once, tnough cautiously, with hones, people, and money, to assist 
him in escapinfffirom the hands of the Brandenburg troopers who 
escorted him. The pace, having obtained firom the e^ctor a written 
authority in his own nand, set off with some attendants, and not 
allowing his horses any breathing time, he had the good luck to 
overtake Kohlhaas at a village on we border, where, wim the Knight 
von Malzahn and his five children, he was partaking of a dinner, 
that was spread before the door of a house m the open air. The 
Knight von Malzahn, to whom the page introduced himself as a 
foreigner, who wished to see the remukable man on his joumejr, 
even anticipated his wishes, as he compelled him to sit down to the 
meal, at the same time introducing mm to Kohlhaas. As the 
knight had afl&irs to mind, which caused him to absent himself 
every now and then, and the troopers were dining at a table on the 
other side of the house, the page soon found an opportunity of 
telling the horse-dealer who he was, and explaining me partioular 
object of his mission. 

The horse-dealer, who had already learned the name and rank of 
the person who had fidnted in the &rm-house at Dahme at the s^ht 
of the case, and who wanted nothing more to complete the astonish- 
ment which the discovery had caused, than an insight into the 
secrets of the case, which for many reasons he had determined not to 
open out of mere curiosity, — ^the horse-dealer, we say, mindful of the 
unhandsome and imprinoely treatment which he had experienced at 
Dresden, in spite of nis readiness to make every possible sacrifice, de- 
clared that he intended to keep the case. To the question of the 
page, what could induce him to utter so singular a refusal, when 
nothing less than life and liberty was offered him, Kohlhaas replied: 

*^ Sir« if your soverei^ came here in person and said tome, ^ I will 
destroy myself with uie troop of those who help to widid the 
sceptre;' although such destruction is the dearest wish of my soul — 
I would still remsehim the case, which is even more valuable to him 
than existence, and would say, ' to the scaffold you can bring me, 
but I can injure you, and I wilL* '* And immediately, with death 
in his face, he called for one of the troopers, ordering mm to take a 
ffood portion of the repast which still remained in the dish. For 
the remainder of the hour, which he passed in the village, he never 
turned towards the page, but treated him, although he sat at the 
table, as if he was not present, until, when he ascended tiie cart, he 
turned round and gave nim a &reweU look. 

The situation of the elector, when he learned the news, grew woise 
and worse; indeed to such a degree, that the physician, during three 
portentous days, was in the greatest anxiety for his life, which seemed 
attacked from more sides than one. However, bjr the force of his 
naturally strong constitution, after keeping his bed for several pain^ 
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fiJIy passed weeks, he reoovered sufficiently to be T^noved to a 
carriage, and thus, with an ample store of cuiuiions and coverlets, to 
he conYeyed to Dresden to the affiiirs of his government. As soon 
as he had reached the city he sent for Prince Christian of Misnia, 
and asked him how matters were going on with respect to the mission 
of the Councillor Eibenmeyer, who was to be sent to Vienna as 
attorney in the Kohlhaas affitir, to complain to the emperor of the 
breach of the imperial peace. The prince told him that this coun- 
cillor had set on to Vienna, in conformity with the instructions, 
whidi he had left when he went to Dahme, immediately after the 
arrival of the Jurist Zauner, whom the Elector of Brandenburg had 
sent as attorney to Dresden, to prosecute the suit about the horses 
against the Sqmre Wenzel von Tronka. 

The elector, who, deeply colouring, withdrew to his writing- 
table, expressed his astonismnent at this haste, since he had, to his 
knowledge, declared that the departure of Eibenmeyer was to 
wait for nearer and more definite mstructions, a reference to Dr. 
Luther, who had procured the amnesty for Kohlhaas, beinff first 
necessary. With an expression of suppressed anger, he turned over 
and over the documents that lay upon the table. The prince, aftier 
staring at him for some time in silence, said, that he should be sony 
if he ^d not conducted this sSaii to the satiisfaction of his sovereign, 
adding, that in the state-council not a word had been said about a 
reference to Dr. Luther; and that although perhaps at an earlier part 
of the proceedings it would have been proper to refer to this reverend 
gentleman, on account of his intercession for Kohlhaas, it was now 
no longer requisite, since the amnesty had already been broken in the 
eyes of the wnole world, and Kohlhaas had been arrested, and de- 
hvered up to the Brandenburg tribunal for judgment and execution. 

The elector admitted that we mistake in senaing Eibenmeyer was 
not so gjreat, but expressed his wish that he should not appear at 
Vienna in his official capadtv of prosecutor tiU he had received 
ftirther instructions, and told the prmce to communicate this to him 
accordingly through an express. The prince replied that this com- 
mand came unfortunately a da^ too late, since Eibenmeyer, accord- 
ing to a notice which had arrived that veiy day, had appeared in 
the quality of attorney, and had proceeded to bring the compldnt 
before the state-chancery in Vienna. 

When the elector asked with astonishment how this vras possible 
in so short a time, he answered, that three weeks had already elapsed 
since Eibenmejer's departure, and that by the instructions which he 
had received, it was incumbent upon him to despatch the business as 
soon as possible after his arrival at Vienna. The prince further re- 
marked, that a delay would, under the circumstances, be so much the 
more imjustifiable, as the Brandenburg representative, Zauner, was 
proceeding against Squire Wenzel von Tronka with the boldest 
energy, and had already moved the court, that the horses, as a pre- 
limijmy measure, should be taken out of the hands of the flayer, with 
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a view to their future recovery, and had succeeded in carrying this 
point in spite of all the objections of the opposite party. 

The elector, rioting the bell, said, *' Well, no matter !" and after 
putting some indinSsrent questions to the prince, such as '^ how matters 
stood m Dresden," and '' what had been going on in his absence," 
he shook hands with him, unable any longer to conceal the state of 
his mind, and dismissed him. On tne very same day he sent to him 
a written request for all the documents relating to the Eohlhaas 
affidr, under the pretext that he would take the management of it 
into his own hands on account of its political importance. The 
thought of destroying the man £rom wnom alone ne could leam 
the mysteries of the slip was to him insupportable, so he addressed 
to the emperor a letter m his own hand, in which he requested him 
in the most pressing manner, for certain important reasons, which 
he would perhaps explain more definitely m a short time, to set 
aside the complaint which Eibenmeyer had brought against Kohl- 
haas, until some further conclusion had been arrived at. 

The emperor, in a note which he despatched through the state 
chanceiy , replied that he was greatly astonished at the change in the 
elector's sentiments, which seemed to have occurred so suddenly, 
adding, that the information laid before him on the part of Saxony, 
made the matter of Kohlhaas an afiair of the whole sacred Roman 
empire, that he, the emperor, as the head of that empire, was bo\md 
to appear as prosecutor m this suit with the House of Brandenburg; 
that now the court-assessor, Franz Miiller, had sone to Berlin as 
imperial attorney, for the express purpose of bringmg Kohlhaas to ac* 
count there for a violation of the impenal peace, it would be impossible 
to set aside the complaint, and that therefore the affair must take its 
course according to the laws. The elector was completely cast down 
by this letter; and when, to his utter confusion, he shortly after- 
wards received private letters from Berlin announcing the com- 
mencement of the proceedings before the chamber-council, and 
stating that Kohlhaas, in spite of all the endeavours of his advocate, 
would probably end his days on a scaffold, the imhappy prince re- 
solved to make one attempt more, and he therefore wrote a letter 
himself to the Elector of Brandenburg, begging for the horse-dealer's 
life. He pretended that the amnesty which bad been promised to 
the man, would render improper the fulfilment of a capital sentence; 
assured him, that in spite of the apparent severity of the proceed- 
ings affainst Kohlhaas, it had never been his intention to put him 
to death; and stated how inconsolable he should be if the protection 
which seemed to be granted him from Berlin, should by an unex- 
pected turn prove more to his disadvantage than if he had remained 
m Dresden, and the affair had been decided according to Saxon 
law. 

The Elector of Brandenburg, who perceived much that was ob- 
scure and ambiguous in this request, replied by stating that the 
urgency with which the imperial advocate proceeded would not allow 
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bim to depart from the strict injunctions of the law to accede to his 
(Saxony's) wishes. Atthesametuneheremarkedthattheanxietyofthe 
Slector of Saxony in this matter seemed to be carried too far, since 
the complaint against Kohlhaas, which was now before the Berlin 
chamber-council, and which concerned the crimes pardoned in the 
amnesty, did not proceed from him who granted it, but from the 
head of the empire, who was not in any manner bound by it. He 
also impressed upon him how necessary it was to make a terrible ex- 
amnle, seeing that the outrages of Nagelschmidt still continued, and 
witn unparalleled audacity nad advanced even to the borders of 
Brandenburg; and requested him, if he would pay no regard to these 
reasons, to address himself to his imperial majesty, since^ if an edict 
-was to be pronounced in favour of E^ohlhaas, it could come from 
that quarter alone. 

Theelector, extremely grieved and vexed at all these futile attempts, 
fell into a new illness, and when one morning the chamberlain visited 
him, he showed him the letters which he had addressed to the courts 
of Vienna and Berlin, for the purpose of obtaining a reprieve for 
Kohlhaas, and thus at least of gaining time to possess himself of the 
slipwhich he had with him. 

xhe chamberlain threw himself on his knees before him, and re- 
quested him by all that was dear and sacred to tell him what this slip 
contained. 

The elector said, that he might bolt the room and sit down upon 
the bed, and after he had taken his hand, and pressed it to his heart 
with a sigh, he began as follows: '' Your wife, as I understand, has 
already told you mat the Elector of Brandenburg and I, on the third 
day of the meeting, which we had in Juterboch, met a gipsy. When 
the elector, who is of sportive disposition, resolved by a jest to de- 
molish in the sight of the people tne fame of this extraormnanr wo- 
man, whose art nad been the subject of unseemly conversation at 
table, and asked her, on account of the prophecy which she was about 
to utter, to give him a sign that might be tested that very day, 
alleging that he could not otherwise believe what she said, were 
she the Roman sybil herself. The woman, taking a cursory view 
of us from head to foot, said that the sign would he this: tnat the 
great roebuck, which the gardener's son reared in the park, would 
meet us in the market where we stood before we lef^ it. You 
must know that this roebuck, being intended for the Dresden kitchen, 
was kept imder lock and bolt, in a partition fenced round with high 
laths, and shaded by the oaks of the park. As on account of other 
smaller game and birds the park and the garden besides were kept 
carefully closed, it was not easy to see how the animal, in accordance 
with the strange prediction, would come to the place where we stood. 
Nevertheless tne elector, fearing some trick, and resolved to put to 
shame all that the woman might say, for the sake of the jest, sent to 
the castle, with orders that uie roebuck should be killed at once, 
and got ready for the table at an early day. He then turned back to 
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the woman, Who had spoken about this matter aloud, and said: 
' Now, what have you to tell me about the Aiture?' llie woman, 
looking into his hand said: ' Hail to my lord the eleotorl Yourgraoa 
will long reign, the house from which thou desoendest will long en- 
dure, and thy descendants will become great and glorious, and attain 
power above all the princes and lords of the world.' The elector, 
after a pause, during which he eyed the woman thoughtftdlv, said 
half' asiae, and steppmg up to me, that he was almost sorry he had 
sent a me»en«er to annihliate the prophecy, and when «lu» money, 
from the hands of the knights who followed him, poured into tho 
woman's lap, amid loud huzzas, he asked her, putting his hand in 
his pocket, and giving a piece of gold, whether the greeting she 
would give to meTiad such a rilvery sound aa his own. ^hewomwi, 
after she had opened a box which stood beside her, had very delibe* 
ratdy put the money in it, arranging it according to description and 
quantity, and had closed the lid again, held her hand before the 
sun as if the light annoyed her, and looked at me. When I repeated 
the question, and said jestingly to the elector, while she examined 
my hand, ' It seems that she has nothing very pleasant to tell me/ 
she seized her crutch, rose slowly from her stool, and approaching 
me with hands mysteriously held out, whispered distinctly into my 
ear, * No I'— ^ So r said I, somewhat confrised, and I receded a step 
back from the figure, who with a glance as cold and lifeless as that 
from eyes of marble, again seated herself on the stool which stood 
behind her. *• Pray from what side does danger threaten my house?* 
The woman taking up a bit of charcoal and a shp of paper, and 
crossing her knees, asked me whether she should write it down; and 
when I, with some confrision, because under the circumstances there 
was nothing else left to do, answered ' Tes, do so,^ she repUed: 
* Very good, I will write down three things — the name of the last 
ruler of thy house, the year when he will lose his Idngdom, and the 
name of Inm who wiU take it by force of arms.' Having finished 
her task in the sight of the whole mob, she fastened together the slip 
witha wafer, whion she moistened with her withered mouthand pressed 
upon it a leaden ring which she wore upon her middle finger. I 
was curious beyond expresrion, as you may easily conceive, to take 
the slip, but she said: ' By no means, your highness,' adding as she 
turned round and raised one of her crutches, ' m>m that man yonder, 
who with the plumed hat is standing behind all the people on the 
bench in the entrance of the church, you may get the paper if yxm 
choose.' And at once, while I was standing perfectly speechless with 
astonishment, and had not rightly made out what she said, she left 
me, and packing up the box which stood behind her and flinging it 
over her back, mingled with the surrounding crowd, so that I was 
unable to see her. It was a ^reat consolation to me at this moment 
that the knight, whom the dector had sent to the castle, now re* 
turned and told him laughing, that the roebuck had been killed 
and dragged into the Htchen by two hunters before his eyes. 



^' The elector, xnemly puttiiig his arm into mine, widi the inten-* 
tion of leading me from the spot, said: ' Good ! the prophecy turns 
out to be a mere common-place trick, not worth the time and money 
which it has cost us.' But how great was our astonishment, when, 
at the yery time he was speaking these words, a cry was raised, and 
all eyes were turned towards a great butoher's dog which came run-^ 
ning £rom the castle-court, and which, having seized the roebuck in 
the kitchen, as good spoil, had borne it off by the nape of the neck, 
and now dropped it about three paces &om us, followed by a troop of 
senrants, male and female. Thus was the woman's prophecy, wnich 
die had uttered as a guarantee for all the rest that she predicted, com- 
jdetely fulfilled, as ue roebuck had indeed met us m the market- 
place, although it was dead. The Hghtning which falls firom heayen 
on a winter's day , cannot strike with more annihilating effect than that 
which this sight produced on me ; and my first attempt, after I had freed 
myself from the persons about me, was to find out the man with the 
plumed hat, whom the woman had desi^^ted; but although my 
people were employed for three days unmterruptedly, in seeking 
information, not one of them was in a condition to giye me the 
slightest intelligence on the subject. Now, friend Conrad, a few 
weeks ago, in the farm at Dahme, I saw the man with my own 
eyes." 

Haying finished this narrative, the elector let die chamberlain's 
hand fall, and sank back on his couch, wiping off the perspiration. 
The chamberlain, who thought every attempt to oppose or correct 
the elector's view of the case would be finiitless, entreated him to try 
some plan to obtain possession of the slip, and then to leave the fellow 
to his fate; but the elector replied, that he could see no plan at all, 
although the thought of going without the paper, and of seeing all 
knowledge of it perish with Eohlhaas, made him almost desperate. 
To his mend's question^ whether he had made any efforts to dis- 
cover the gipsy herself, he answered that the government {Guber^ 
mum), in pursuance of a command which he had sent forth under a 
false pretext, had in vain sought for the woman to that day, in all 
the public places in the electorate, while, from other reasons which he 
declined to communicate more explicitly, he expressed his doubts 
whether she was to be found in Saxony. It chanced that the cham- 
berlain wished to travel to Berlin for the sake of some considerable 
property in the Neumark, to which his wife had become entitled by ^e 
bequest of the High Chancellor Eallheim, who died soon afler he 
was displaced; and, therefore, as he really was much attached to the 
elector, he asked him, after a short deliberation, whether he would 
let him act quite at liberty in this matter. 

The elector, pressing the chamberlain's hand with warmth against 
his breast, answered: *' Consider that you are myself, and ^ the 
paper;" and, therefore, the chamb^lain, having entrusted his oflice 
to other hands^ hastened his journey by a day or two, and, leaving 
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his wife beliind, set off for Berlin, accompanied only by some 
servants. 

Kohlhaas, who, as we have aLready said, had in the meanwhile 
arrived at Berlin, and by the special order of the elector had been 
put in a state prison, made as comfortable as possible for the recep- 
tion of him and his five children, was, immediately after the appear- 
ance of the imperial attorney from Vienna, brought before the 
chamber coimcil charged with a breach of the imperial peace. Al- 
though he said, in answer, that he could not be prosecuted for his 
arm^ attack in Saxony, and the violence he had there committed, 
by virtue of the agreement made with the Elector of Saxony, at 
Liitzen, he was informed that of that agreement the emperor, whose 
attorney conducted this complaint, coula take no cognizance. When 
the matter was explained to him, and he heard, besides, with re- 
ference to his affair at Dresden, that he would have ample justice 
against Squire Wenzel von Tronka, he readily submitted. The very 
day on which the chamberlain arrived, sentence was passed against 
Kohlhaas, and he was condemned to be put to death with the sword; 
— a sentence which, seeing how complicated was the state of afiOurs, no 
one believed would be executed, notwithstanding its mildness; nay, 
the whole city, knowing the good feeling of the elector towards 
Kohlhaas, firmly hoped that the capital punishment, by a special 
edict, would be commuted into a long and severe imprisonment. 

The chamberlain seeing at once that no time was to be lost, if he 
would fulfil his sovereign s commission, went to work, by appearing 
one morning, sedulously attired in his usual court-dress, before Kohl- 
haas, who was innocently watching the passers-by &om the window 
of his prison. Conclumng, firom a sudden movement of his head, 
that the horse-dealer had perceived him, and particularly observing, 
with great delight, how the latter clutched, involuntarily, at the part 
of his breast, where the case was situated, he judged, that what nad 
passed in the mind of Kohlhaas at that moment, was a sufficient pre- 
paration to advance one step further in the attempt to gain possesion 
of the paper. 

He, therefore, called to him an old rag-woman, who was hobbling 
about on crutches, and whom he had ol^rved in the streets of Ber- 
lin among a host of others, who were trafficking in the same com- 
modity. This woman, in age and attire seemed to bear a pretty 
close resemblance to the one whom his elector had described, and as 
he thought that Kohlhaas would have no clear recollection of the 
features of the gipsy, who had only appeared for a moment when 
she gave him the case, he resolved to pass off this old woman for the 
other one, and if possible to let her take the part of the gipsy be- 
fore Kohlhaas. To put her in a proper position to play this part, he 
informed her, circumstantially, of all that had passed between the two 
electors and the gipsy at Jiiterboch, not forgettix^ to tell her the 
three mysterious articles contained in the paper, as he did not know 
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how far ihe gipsy mi^ht have gone in her expknalions to Kohlhaas. 
After explaining to her what she must let fall in an incoherent or 
unintelligible manner, for the sake of certain plans that had been 
devised to obtain the paper, either by force or stratagem — a matter 
of grea€ importance to the Saxon court — ^he charged her to ask Kohl* 
haas for it, under the pretext <^ keeping it for a few eventful days, 
as it was no longer sa^ in his possession. The woman, on the pro- 
mise of a considerable reward, part of which the chamberlain, at her 
request, was forced to give beforehand, at once imdertook to perform 
the required office; and as the mother of the man, Herse, who had 
£Ulen at Muhlberg, sometimes visited Kohlhaas, with the permission 
of the government, and this woman had been acquainted with her 
for some months, she succeeded in visiting Kohlhaas at an early day, 
with the help of a small present to the gaoler. 

Kohlhaas, as soon as she entered, thought that by the seal-ring, 
which she wore on her finger, and the coral chain which hung from 
her neck, he recognised the old gipsy who had given him the can 
at Jiiterboch. Indeed, as probability is not always on the side of 
truth, so was it here; for something happened which we certainly 
record, but which every one who chooses is at liberty to doubt. 
The &ct is^ the chamberlain had committed the most monstrous 
blunder, the old woman whom he had picked up in the streets of 
Berlin to imitate the gipsy, being no other thaii the mysterious 
^psy herself whom he widied to be imitated. The woman lean- 
mg on her crutches, and patting the cheeks of the children,. who, 
struck by her strange aspect, clung to their father, told him that she 
had for some time left oaxony for Brandenburg, and in consequence 
of a heedless questicm asked by the chamberlain in the streets of 
Berlin, about the gipsy who was in Jiiterboch in the spring of the 
past year, had at once hurried to him, and tmder a false name had 
oiBfered herself for the office which he wished to see fulfilled. 

The horse-dealer remarked a singular likeness between this 
woman and his deceased wife Lisbeth : indeed he could almost have 
adced her if she were not her grandmother; for not only did her 
features, her hands, which, bony as they were, were still beautiful, 
and especially the use which she made of these while talking, re- 
mind mm of Lisbeth most forcibly, but even a mole by which his 
wife^s nedc was marked, was on the gipsy's neck also. 

Hence, amid strangely conflicting thoughts, he compelled her to 
take a seat^ and aske^ her what posable business of the chamber- 
lain's could bring her to him. 

The woman, while Kohlhaas's old dog went sniffing about her 
knees, and wagged his tail while she patted him, announced that 
the comimission which the chamberlain had given her, was to tell 
him how the paper contained a mysterious answer to three questions 
of the utmost importance to the Saxon court, to warn him against 
an emissary who was at Berlin, with die design of taking it, and to 
ask for the paper herself, imder the pretext that it was no more 

Q 
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safe in his own bosom. The real design of her coming was, how- 
ever, to tell him that the threat of depriving him of the paper, by 
force or cunning, was completely idle, that he had not tne least 
cause to feel any apprehension about it, under the protection of the 
Elector of Brandenburg — nay, that the paper was much safer with 
him than with her, ana that he should take great care not to lose 
it, by delivering it to any one under any pretext whatever. How- 
ever, she added by saying, that she thought it prudent to use the 
Saper for the purpose for which she had given it to him at the 
uterboch fair, to listen to the offer which had been made to him 
on the borders by the page, von Stein, and to give the paper, which 
could be of no further use to him, to the Elector of Saxony, in ex- 
change for life and liberty. 

Kohlhaas, who exulted in the power which was given him, of 
mortally wounding his enemy's heel, at the very moment when it 
trampled him in the dust, replied, ** Not for the world, good mother; 
not for the world !" and pressing the old woman's hand, only desired 
to know, what were the answers to the important questions con- 
tained in the paper. 

The woman, taking in her lap the youngest child, who was crouch- 
ing down at her feet, said, " No— not for the world, Kohlhaas the 
horse-dealer ; but for the sake of this pretty little fair-haired boy." 
So saying, she smiled at him, embraced him, and kissed him; while 
he stared at her with all his might, and gave him with her dry 
hands an apple, which she carried in her pocket. 

Kohlhaas said, in some confusion, that even the children, if they 
were old enough, would commend him for what he had done^ and 
that he could not do any thing more serviceable for them and their 
posterity than keep the paper. He asked, besides, who, after the 
experience he had already made, would secure him against fresh 
deception, and whether he might not sacrifice the paper to the elector, 
just as uselessly, as he had formerly sacrificed the troop which he 
collected at Lutzen. " With him who has once broken his word," 
said he, '* I have nothinjs; more to do, and nothing, good mother, 
but your demand, definitively and unequivocally expressed, will 
cause me to part with the shp by which, in such a remarkable 
manner, satisfaction is given me for all that I have suffered." 

The woman, setting the child down upon the ground, said, that 
he was right in many respects, and could do and suffer what he 
pleased ; and, taking her crutch again in her hand, prepared to go. 

Kohlhaas repeated his question respecting the contents of the 
strange paper; and when she answered him hastily, that he might 
open it, it only out of curiosity, he wished to be informed about a 
thousand things more before she quitted him; such as who she was; 
how she acquired her science; why she had refused to give the won- 
derful paper to the elector, for wnom it was written, and had just 
selectea him, who had never cared about her science, among so 
many thousand persons. 
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At this very moment a noise was heard, made by some police 
officers, who were coming up stairs, and the woman, who seemed 
suddenly afraid lest she Siould be found by them in these arort- 
ments, answered: '* Farewell till we meet ajzain, Kohlhaas ! When 
we meet again, you shall have knowledge of all this." Turning to- 
wards the door, she cried, " Grood-bye, children, good-bye !" and 
kissing the little folks one after the otner, she departed. 

In the meanwhile the Elector of Saxony, entimy given up to his 
melancholy thoughts, had summoned two astrologers named Olden- 
holm and Olearius, who then stood in high repute in Saxony, and 
had consulted them as to the contents of the mysterious paper, which 
was of such high import to himself and the whole race of his posterity. 
When these men, after a deep inquiry, which had continued for three 
days in the castle at Dresden, could not agree whether the pro- 
phecy referred to distant a^es or to the present time, while perhap 
the crown of Poland, the rdations with which were so warlike, might 
be pointed at, — the uneasiness, not to say the despair of the unhappy 
prince, far from being lessened by the learned dispute, was rendered 
more acute, and that to a degree perfectly insupportable. About 
the same time, the chamberlam charged his wife, who was on the 
point of following Him to Berlin, to point out to the elector before 
ner departure, how doubtftil^ after the failure of the attempt he 
had made with the old woman, whom he had never seen since— 
how doubtful was the hope of obtaining the paper now in the posses- 
sion of Kohlhaas, since the sentence of death naid already been sLmed 
by the Elector of Brandenburg after a careful examination of the 
documents, and the execution was already appointed for the Monday 
afler Palm-Sunday. 

At this intelligence, the Elector of Saxony, whose heart was 
rent with grief and remorse, shut himself up m his room for two 
days, during which, being weary of his life, he tasted no food. On 
the third day, he suddenly disappeared from Dresden, giving a short 
notice to the Grubemium that he was going to the Prince of Dessau to 
hunt. Where he actually went, and wheuier he did turn to Dessau, 
we must leave undecided, since the chronicles from the comparison 
of which we obtain our information, are singularly contradictory 
upon this point. So much is certain, that the Prince of Dessau, 
unable to hunt, lay dck at this time, with his unde, Duke Henry, in 
Brunswick, and uiat the Lady Heloise on the evening of the fol- 
lowing day, accompanied by a Count Konigstein, whom she called 
her cousin, entered the room of her husband, the chamberlain. 

In the meantime, the sentence of death was read to Kohlhaas 
at the elector's request, and the ^pers relating to his property, 
which had been refiised him at Dresden, were restored to him. 
When the councillors, whom the tribunal had sent to him, asked 
him how his property should be disposed of after his death, he pre- 
pared a will in favour of his children, with the assistance of a notary, 
and appointed his good friend the farmer at Kohlhaasenbriick their 
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guflniian. Nothifig toisM equal the peace and conte&tmeDi of his 
ksi days, fot by ft special order of die elector, the jmson in which 
he was kept was tniown open, and a £ree approach to him was 
granted to all his friettds, ot -wii&m manj resiaed in the diy. He 
had the forther satis&ction of seeing the dirine, Jacob Freymag, as 
a delegate from Doctor Lutfa^,^ enter his dongeott, with a letter in 
Luther's own hand (which was doubtless very remarkable, but has 
since been lost), and of leceiving the holy sacrament firom the 
hands of this re^rerend gefirtdemuE, in the presence of two deans of 
Brandenburg. 

At last the portentous Monds^ arrived, on which he was to atone 
to the world lor his too hasty attempt to procure justice, and still 
the city was in general commotion, not bemg able to give up the 
hope doat some decree would yet come to save him. Acccmipanied 
by a strong gaaiti, and with has two boys in his arms— a &vour he 
had expready asked at the bar of the tribunal — he was stepping 
£iom the gate of his prison, led by Jacob Frejrsing, when, through 
the midst of a mournful throng of acquaintance who shook hands 
with him and bade hks &TOweu, the castellan of the electoral castle 
pressed forward to him with a disturbed countenance, and gave him 
a note which hesaid he had received jBxHn an old woman. Kohlhaas, 
while he looked upon the man, who was little known to him, with 
astonishment, (^)€ned the note, &e seal of which, impressed on a 
wafer, remindea him of the well-known gipsy. Who can describe 
his astonishment when he read as fdlows: 

^* Kohlhaas, — ^The Elector <^ Saxony is in Berlin. He is gone 
belorethee to the placeof exeGutk)n; and thou mayest know him, if, 
indeed, it concerns thee, by a hat with blue and white feathers. I 
need not teU thee the purpose for which he comes. As soon as thou 
art buned, he will dig up ihe case, and have the paper opened which 
it contains. 

" Tht Elixabbth." 

Kohlhaas, turning to 1^ castellan in the ffreatest astonishment, 
asked him if he knew the wonderful woman wno had given him the 
note. 

"The castellan began to answer: " Kohlhaas, the woman " 

but he stopped short in the mid«Be of his speech; and Kohlhaas, 
being carried along by the train, whidi proceeded at this moment, 
could not hear what me man, who seemed to tremble in every limb, 
was saying to him. When he came to the pkce of execution, he 
found the Elector of Brandenburg on horseback there, with his 
train, amon^ whom was the Chancellor Heinrich von Oeusau, in 
the midst of an immense concourse of people. To the right of the 
elector stood the imperial advocate, Franz Muller, with a copy <^ the 
sentence in his hand, while on his left, with the decree of the Dresden 
Court chamber, was his own advocate, the jurist Anton 2iauner. In 
the midst of ike half^open circle formed by the people, w)ui a herald 
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with a bundle of things and the two horses, now sleek and in good 
condition, beating the ground with their hoofs. For the Chancellor 
Henry had carried every point of the suit, which, in the name of 
his master, he had commenced at Dresden s^ainst Squire Wenzel 
von Tronka; and consequently the horses^ aner they had been re- 
stored to honour by the ceremony of waving a flag over their heads, 
had been taken out of thehands of the flayer, and, havingbeen &ttened 
by the squire's men, had been handed over to the advocate in the 
Dresden market, in the presence of a commission appointed for the 
purpose. Therefore, the elector, when Kohlhaas, attended bv the 
guard, ascended the court to him, said: ^' Now, Kohlhaas, this is 
the day on which you have justice. Here I give you back all 
which you were forced to lose at the Tronkenbuig, your horses, 
handkerchief, money, linen, and the expenses for meoicsd attendance 
on your man, Herse, who fell at Mtthlberg. Are you content with 
mc^ 

Kohlhaas, while with open, sparkling eyes, he read over the de- 
cree which was put into his hands, at a hint from the chancellor, put 
down the two children whom he carried, and when he found in it an 
article, by which Squire Wenzel was condemned to be imprisoned 
for two years, quite overcome ty his feelings, he threw himself down 
before the elector, with his hands crossed on his breast. Joyfully 
assuring the chancellor, as he arose, and laid his hand on his bosom, 
that his highest wish on earth was fulfilled, he went up to the horses, 
examined them, and patted their fat necks, cheerfully telling the 
chancellor, as he returned to him, that he made a present of them to 
his two sons, Henry and Leopold. 

The chancellor, Henry von Geusau, bending down to him from 
his horse with a friendly aspect, promised him in the name of the 
elector, that his last bequest should be held sacred, and requested him 
to dispose of the other things in the bundle according to his plea- 
sure. Upon this Kohlhaas cdled out of the mob Herse*s old mother, 
whom he perceived in the square, and giving her the thin^, said, 
" Here, mother, this belongs to you," adding, at the same time, the 
sum which was in the bundle, to pay damages, as a comfort for her 
old days. 

The elector then cried, " Now, Kohlhaas, the horse-dealer, thou 
to whom satisfaction has been thus accorded, prepare to give satis- 
faction thyself for the breach of the public peace.* 

Kohlhaas, taking ofl* his hat, and throwing it down, said, that he 
was ready, and givmg the children, after he had once more lifted them 
up and pressed them to his heart, to the farmer of Kohlhaasenbriick, 
he stepped up to the block, while the farmer, silently weeping, led 
the children from the place. He then took the handkerchief from 
his neck, and opened his doublet, when taking a cursory glance at 
the circle of people, he perceived at a short distance from himself, 
between two knights, who nearly concealed him, the well-known man 
with the blue and white plumes. Kohlhaas, bringing himself close 
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to him by a sudden step, which astonished the sorioimding guard, 
took the case from his breast Taking the paper out, he opened it, 
read it, and fixing his eye on the man with the plume, who bepm to 
entertain hopes, put it into his mouth and swallowed it. At this 
sight, ^e man with the blue and white feathers fell down in con- 
vmsions. Kohlhaas, while the man's astonished attendants stooped 
down and raised him fix>m the ground, turned to the scaffold, where 
his head feU beneath the aze of the executioner. Thus ends the 
history of Kohlhaas. 

The corpse was put into a coffin, amid the general lamentations of 
the people. While the bearers were raising it to bury it decently in 
the suburban church-yard, the elector called to him the sons of the 
deceased, and dubbed them knights, declaring to the chancellor, that 
th^ should be brought up in his school of pages. The Elector of 
Sax<my, wounded in mina and body, soon returned to Dresden, and 
the rest concerning him must be sought in his history. As for 
Kohlhaas, some of his descendants, brare, joyous people, were hy- 
ing in Meddenburg in the last century. 



THE KLAUSENBURG. 

BY LUDWIG TIECK. 

[The fuUowing Gespenster-Geachichte, or Ghost Story, as Heck himself has 
caUed it, is relat^ to a circle of friends l^y a gentleman. Baron Blamberg, who was a 
friend of the unfortunate sulgect of the story. The ruins of the Klausenhurg are» 
according to the words of the narrator, near the house where they are assembled. 
The story is often interrupted by the company, but their conversation has no con- 
nection with it, and has therefore been omitted. — C. A. F.] 

It is aboutfiftj years since that a ricli family lived among the moun- 
tains a short distance off, in a castle^ of which only the ruins are 
now to be seen, since it was partly destroyed by thunder and light- 
ning, and the remainder was demolished in war. It is now onl^ 
occasionally visited by huntsmen and travellers who have lost their 
way, and it is called the ruins of the Klausenburg. Proceeding up 
the solitary footpath through the pine wood, and then climbing the 
pathless crag, you stand facing its entrance, which is cut out of the 
living rock and secured by an ancient and strongly barred gate. On 
the outside is an iron roa with a handle apparently communicating 
-vidth a bell on the inside. Having once wandered there while 
hunting, I pulled this handle, but received no answer to my sum- 
mons from within. As this spot can only be approached with much 
difficulty, and it is almost impossible to climb tne chasms and rocks 
on the other side, there are many legends and tales current among the 
vulgar about this singular Klausenburg the remains of which present 
an ^most spectral appearance. 

Among other stories, it is reported that more than a century 
ago, there resided within its walls a very wealthy, benevolent, and 
mdustrious man, who was much beloved by his mends and tenants. 
He had early in life retired from the state service to devote himself 
to the management of his estates, of which he possessed many, in- 
cluding mines, and glass and iron foimdries which he was aSle to 
work to great advantage, having abimdant fuel from his extensive 
forests. Although beloved by nis tenants, he was yet hated and 
envied by many of his equals, the more reasonable of whom dis- 
liked him because he avoided them, and they readily perceived that 
he despised them for their want of industry ; while the more foolish 
believed, and even openly declared, that Count Moritz was in 
league with Satan, and was therefore successful beyond expectation 
in all he undertook. 

However absurd the report, it was calculated at this early period 
to injure the character of this persevering man ; as it was not many 
years after the time when people were burnt at the stake for witch- 

R 



232 THE KLAUSENBURG. 

craft and for being in league with the evil one. Hence it was that 
the count in disgust retired from the world to the solitary castle of 
Klausenburg, and was only happy when conversing on his affairs 
with intelligent miners, machine makers, and learned men. Know- 
ing the distrust with which he was looked upon by the old priests 
who held the livings in his different parishes, he but rarely appeared 
at church, a circimistance which but little contributed to raise his 
reputation in the neighbourhood. 

It happened once that a band of gjipsies, who at that time roved 
about in Germany with little molestation, came to these parts. The 
nobles of the country as well as the government were undecided 
and dilatory in checlang this nuisance, and the boundaries of several 
states meeting here, the tribe could carry on their depredations 
with impunity and even unnoticed. Where they did not receive 
any thing, they robbed; where they were resisted they came at ni^ht 
and burnt the bams; and in this manner the fire on one occasion 
rapidly spreading, two villages were burnt to the ground. Count 
Moritz was induced by this circumstance to unite with some reso- 
lute neighbours, and to pursue and punish, on his own authority, the 
lawless tribe. Imprisonment, scourging, flogging, and starvation^ 
were awarded by nim without reference to any authority, and only 
some who were convicted of arson were sent to the town for what 
was called the gipsy trial, and were then legally condenmed to suffer 
camtal punishment. 

The count considering himself the bene&ctor of his country, 
could not help feeling mortified when his enviers and calumniators 
used this very circumstance to accuse him of the blackest crimes^ 
and the most atrocious injustice. To this Ingratitude he opposed 
nothing but cahn indignation, and a contempt which was perhaps too 
magnanimous; for if a nobleman always preserves silence, calumny 
and falsehood will be more readily believ^ by the foolish and those 
who have no character to lose. If he could not prevail on himself 
to meet his opponents and to relate the circumstance in detail, he 
felt himself quite disarmed on discovering how much he was mis- 
understood in his family, and by the being^o was nearest to his heart. 
He had married late in life, and his wife having a few days before 
presented him with a son, was still confined to her room. In her 
present weak state he could not dispute or urge with any force the 

{ustice of his proceedings, when she reproached him with the cruelty 
le had exercised towards these poor innocent men, who rather 
deserved his compassion than sucn hard persecution. When on 
leaving her chamber some old cousins told him the same thing in 
plainer terms, he could no longer suppress his rage, and his replies 
were so wrathful, his curses so vehement, the gestures of the irritated 
man so superhuman, that the old prattling women lost their com- 
posure and almost swooned. To prevent his sick wife from learn- 
ing all this, he immediately sent them by main force to another of his 
estates and then rode to a solitary part of the mountains, partly to 
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divert his thoughts and strengthen himself by the sublime aspect of 
nature, and pamj to resume the pursuit of the gipsies. But what 
was his astonishment when he learned £rom his ranger that those 
noblemen who, in conjimcticm with him, had undertaken the war 
against these vagabonds had dispersed and retired to their seats 
TOthout giving hun notice! 

Without bemg disconcerted at this, he again succeeded in appre- 
hending some of them who were guil^ of heavy crimes, and oraered 
them to be boimd and thrown into a secure dungeon. When after 
having dismissed his attendants, he rode thougntfullj back alone 
towards the Elausenburg, the aged castellan on his arriving at the 
gate gave him a packet which bad been sent by the government. 
This he opened witli anticipating vexation, and was so surprised by 
its contents that his anger rose, and he became infuriated almost 
to madness. The purport of the letters it contained was no less than 
a penal accusation for murder and hijgh treason in consequence of 
the count's having, on his own authonty, and as leader of an armed 
troop, seditiously opposed the government. Almost senseless, he 
dropped these preposterous letters, and then, recovering by a sudden 
effort, went to^dB apartment to read the impeaclnnent more calmly, 
and to consider how he could defend himself. Passing the countess's 
chamber and hearing strange voices within, he hasmy opened the 
door, and beheld — ^wnat he certainly did not expect, two dirty old 
gipsies dressed in rags, sitting by the bedside of the invalid, and 
ibretelling her fiite, while they nightfully distorted their hideous coun- 
tenances. As might be expected, the countess was horror-struck at 
beholding her husband enter, for what he now did was truly bar- 
barous, in his fury he scarcely knew what he did, and seizing the 
old prophetesses by their long gray hair, he dragged them out of 
the room and threw ihem down the staircase. Heuien conmianded 
the servants, who came crowding round, to secure them to a stone 
pillar in the yard, to bare their Imcks, and chastise them with whips, 
as long as the strength of the ministers of his cruelty would hold 
out. His orders were executed. 

Having locked himself in his room, he was horrified, on becoming 
calmer, as he reflected on the barbarities he had committed. From 
these thoughts he was aroused by a loud knocking at the door. He 
opened it, and a servant in evident terror entered, saying, '' Oh ! 
gracious count, I was afraid you were ill, or perhaps dead, for I 
have been knocking for a long time, without receiving any answer 
from your lordshijp." " What do you want?" ** Ihe eldest of 
these nideous witches," replied the servant, '* insists on speaking to 
you for a minute before she leaves the castle. She will not be re- 
fused, and the most severe threats and curses avail nothing with the 
old woman." The count ordered the ill-used woman to be led to 
his room. The appearance of the poor creature was frightful, and 
the count himself^started back with norror, when she presented her- 
self covered with blood, her face and arms lacerated, and a deep 
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wound in her head, which was still uncovered. ** I thank jou, 
she said, '' kind brother, for the Christian kindness that jou Have 
shown me in your palace. You are, indeed, a virtuous man, a 
persecutor of vice, an impartial judge, and a pimisher of crimes; 
and I suppose you would call yourself an avenging angel in the ser- 
vice of your God. Do you mow then, tender-hearted man, why 
we were sitting by the bedside of your wife ? We had, indeed, told 
her fortune, but the real object of our visit was to speak to you, and 
you were not in your hospitable house. It was our wish to separate 
from the gang, and seek a humble and honest living. We know the 
haunt where the leader conceals himself, that notorious incendiary 
whom you have so long sought in vain, and intended to deliver him 
into your hands ; but you are worse than the most atrocious of our 
gang, and as you have shown us to-day so much kindness, a curse 
for it shall light upon you, your family, and your offspring, to the 
third and fourth generation. ' 

The count, who had now repented of his hasty wrath, wished to 
appease the awful woman, by speaking kindly to her, and offering 
her, by way of reconciliation, his purse well filled with gold. She 
cast an evil, though covetous look at the gold, and, grmding her 
teeth, threw the purse at the count's feet. " That mammon," she 
cried, " would have made me and my poor sister happy, but after 
the meal you have given us, I would rather gnaw the bark of trees 
than receive the wealth from your accursed hands." Various and 
many were the curses she continued heaping on him, and the tor- 
ments and misfortunes she denounced against him and his house. 
When she had finished, she tottered down the stone staircase, all the 
servants fleeing from her as from a spectre. 

From this moment the count was a changed man. His ener- 
gies were crushed. He lived as in a dream, having no wish, and 
being incapable of forming a single resolution. Those around 
him could not learn whether he was deeply shocked by the death 
of his consort, who died the night after that fatal day. Since 
that time he was scarcely ever heard to speak or to utter a sound, 
sigh, or complaint. He no longer concerned himself about any 
tmng, and seemed perfectly indifferent when the government confis- 
catea his largest estate to punish him as a rebel and violator of 
the laws. In his present state of mind, he abandoned himself to 
the guidance of tnose very priests whom previously he had so 
pointedly avoided ; he frequented the church often, and was fer- 
vent in his devotions. He never looked round when people behind 
him called out, " There sneaks the old sinner, the traitor, the mur- 
derer, and rebel, back again into God*s house." Now, likewise, some 
relatives profited by his listlessness so far as to deprive him by a lawsuit 
of another large estate, and there was every appearance that of all the 
large possessions of his ancestors, nothing would be left, for his only 
heir, a beautiful boy, had not a prudent guardian of the child done 
all in his power for him. From the unconcern of his father, the young 
count became daily more impoverished, leaving to his offspring but a 
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small portion of the large'property to wluch he had succeeded ; but, not- 
withstanding these misfortunes, and also the breaking out of war, 
the next proprietor of the Klausenburg, and his family, main- 
tained their rank, and were respected in the neighbourhood. By his 
industry, his success, and his marri^e with a wealthy lady, he partly 
retrieved his fortune, and succeeded in his endeavours to revive and 
maintain the former splendour of his castle for some fifty or sixty 
years, so that his friends and relatives resorted to it as formerly, 
with delight, and he, at his death, left to his only son his re- 
maining estates in good condition, besides large sums of money. 
Thus the curse of the gipsies appeared totally removed, the count 
and his son having completely forgotten former events, or, having, 
perhaps, never heard of the curse. 

I was a spirited boy when I made the acquaintance of Francis, 
the last heir of the Klausenburg. This Francis, who was about a 
year my senior, was cheerful, amiable, and handsome, and the pride 
of his father, the persevering man who had partly restored the splen- 
dour of his ancestors. My plajrmate grew up to be, not merely 
the delight of his father, but of all aroimd. He was manly, witty, 
and engaging, an accomplished dancer, and expert horseman, 
and in fencing, had not his equal. After being presented at court, 
he soon gained the prince's favour, by his natural vivacity, and in a 
few years was raised to the office of counsellor. Few men on earth 
had fairer prospects of a happy life. All mothers and aunts in the • 
neighboiurhood saw, and hoped to find in him, the future husband 
of their daughters and nieces, and at the assemblies in the capital 
he was the adored and chosen hero of the ladies, as he was the ob- 
ject of envy and persecution among the young fashionables. No one 
could conceive wny he so long deferred his choice, and, for a long 
tame, people would not credit the rumours that were circulated, that 
he had formed an engagement with the young princess. It was 
confidently whispered that the lovers waited only for some favour- 
able chance, or occurrence, to acknowledge publicly their mutual 
affection and wishes. However, nothing of the kind happened, and 
years passed, and with them faded the rumours, and various inter- 
pretations of sage politicians. 

Suddenly, when the affair seemed forgotten, my youthful friend 
was banished the court and capital in disgrace. All his former 
friends forsook him, and what was still worse, an intrigue counte- 
nanced by the government, involved him in a dangerous lawsuit, 
which threatenea the loss of his fortime. Thus then this courted, 
admired, and universally caressed Francis, saw himself in the very worst 
position, and was obliged to confess that his career was closed, and 
that all his splendid prospects were darkened for ever. 

About this time 1 saw him again ; he bore his misfortune man- 
fully. He was still as youthful and handsome as ever, and the sere- 
nity of his temper had suffered but little. We were travelling in 
this neighbourhood, and the Klausenburg having gone to ruin, he 
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built a pleasant house not far distant, on the slope of a hill, from 
whence he enjoyed a beautiftd prospect. 

He avoided speakic^ of former circumstances, but one even- 
ing, he was deeply afitected by a letter announcing the decease 
of the young princess, who had died of a broken heart, or, as was 
afterwards said, had voluntarily sought death, because she could no 
longer bear the burden of her embittered life. 

It was evident to me that a deep-seated melancholy had taken pos- 
session of my friend, and often showed itself ; his mind, however, was 
not so affected as to display any symptoms of weariness of life, which 
made me hope that his misfortune and the evil &te that had attended 
him, would serve to purify his character, and give him that genuine 
deportment which is essential even to those who are not tried 
by calamity, and much more to those who have to pass through 
heavy triafe. 

There lived in the neighbourhood about that time a wild old 
woman who was half crazy, and who went begging from village to 
village. 

The higher class called her jokingly, the Sibyl, the common people 
did not hesitate to call her a witch. The place of her residence was 
not exactly known ; probably she had no certain place of resort, as 
she was constantly seen on the hi^h-roads, and roaming in every di- 
rection in the coimtry. Some old rangers maintained that she was 
a descendant of that notorious gang of gipsies whom Count Moritz 
many years before had persecuted and cSspersed. 

W alking one day in a beautiful beech-wood, and engaged in con- 
versation which made us forget the world without, we suddenly saw, 
at a turn of the footpath, the old hideous Sibyl before us. Being both 
in a cheerful mood, we were rather astonished, but in no way startled. 
Havmgdismissed the impudent b^gar by giving her some money, she 
hastily returned, saying : " Will not you have your fortunes told 
for what you have given to me ?' 

*' If it IS something good that you can tell me, you may earn a few 
more pence." 

I held out to her my handat which she looked at very carefully, and 
then said, scornfully : '* My good sir, you have a miserable hand which 
would puzzle even the best fortune-teller. Such a middling person, 
neither one thing nor the odier, as you, I have never seen in all mj 
life; you are neither wise nor stupid, neither bad nor good, neither 
fortunate nor unfortunate; without passions, mind, virtue, or vice ; 
you are what I call a real A. B. G. scholar of Heaven's blockheads, 
and you will not in all your life have the slight merit of ever per- 
ceiving your own insignificance. From your paltry hand and 
unmeaning countenance nothing at all can be prophesied; a dry ftin- 
gus, without it is first prepared and macerated, cannot even receive a 
spark. Therefore, Jack Mean-nothing, your dull nature will never live 
to see any thii^ worth telling." 

My ftiend Francis did not laugh at the old woman's opinion 
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and description of my cliaracter, but being attached to me, his 
anger arose, and he reproved her in strong terms. She listened very 
calmly to what he saia, ani then repUed: " Why are you so an^y ? 
If you will not give me something more for my trouble and wisdom, 
let me go quietly. No doubt men do not like to have their inner- 
most heart exposed to the daylight. Is it my fault that there is no- 
thing better in your friend's character ? He is neither my son nor dis- 
ciple." Thus the prophetess meant to justify and atone for her inso- 
lence by repeating it anew. M;^ friend was pacified, and gave her a 
ducat, sayinff : " Make merry with that, — where do you hve ?' 

" Where do I live?" she replied; " my roof changes so often that 
I cannot tell or describe it to you; not unfrequently it is open, and 
my companion is the howling storm; where men have not built 
houses they usually call it nature. But I thank you, and must re- 
quite your kindness." Quickly and forcibly taking the unwilling 
hand of my fiiend, she held it firmly between her bony fingers and 
considered it for some time ; then letting the arm drop, with a 
eigh, she said in a tone of voice expressive of deep sorrow, " Son, 
son; you descend firom wicked blood, are an evil scion of evil ances- 
tors; but fortunately you are the last of your race, for your chil- 
dren would be more evil stilL What begins in evil must end in 
evil. Ah ! ah! your physiognomy; your expression; your whole 
countenance; I feel almost as if I saw a murderer before me. Yes ! 
yes ! — ^you have killed a young, beautiful, and noble maiden. On her 
dying bed she long stn^gled with grief and anguish. O ye wicked 
xnen^ can you not be faithful and keep your oaths. It is not only 
daggers, swords, and guns, that cut and Kill; looks and sweet wor<u 
will also do it. Oh, those seductive words, and all that pretended af- 
fection ! Now this splendid frame that first dazzled your fooHsh eye, 
breaks, and is consigned to corruption. Beauty ! oh thou fatal gift of 
Heaven ! and besides, murderer, you are handsome enough to kill 
others. The curses of your father follow you now whether you 
dwell in the forest or in your finely tapestried rooms. See you not, 
feel you not, how, coming &om the very heart, they wafl misfor- 
tune and misery towards you as the stormy wind scatters the dry 
leaves in the valleys between the mountains ? Where is your 
peace, your happiness, your confidence ? All scattered Uke the 
orifting sand in the barren plain ; no fruit can there strike root.*^ 

Suddenly the crazy woman shouted aloud and ran shrieking and 

? celling discordantly into the thickest part of the wood. When I 
ooked round I was terrified on seeing my friend become pale as 
death. He shook so violently that he could not support himself, but 
sank on a hillock beside him. I sat down by him and endeavoured 
to comfort and quiet him. 

"Is this madwoman," he exclaimed; "inspired by truth ? does 
she really see the past and the future, or are those only mad sounds 
which she utters in brutish thoughtlessness, and if it be so, have not 
such random words been perhaps the genuine oracles in all ages?" 
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He now gave way to tears and loud lamentations; he called 
loudly in the air, what hitherto he had so carefully and mysteriously 
locked up in his heart. 

*' Yes I" he exclaimed ; " accursed be every talent, speech, grace, 
and all the gifts with which a malicious fate endowed us to ruin 
ourselves and others ! Could I not have avoided her first kind 
look? Wliy did I suffer myself to be infatuated, to exchange 
glance for glance, and then word fot word? Yes ! she was lovely, 
noble, and graceful; but in my heart there arose together with 
better feelings, the vanity that even she, the most exalted, distin- 
guished me. I approached her nearer, more boldly, more decidedly, 
and my pure exalted sentiments surprised and won her. She gave 
me her confidence. Her heart was so virtuous, so noble; all her 
youthful feelings were so tender and fervent; it was a paradise that 
opened to our view. Childishly enough, we thought that no higher 
happiness on earth could be offered us, the present iieavenly moment 
sufficed. But now passion awoke in my heart. This she ex- 
pected not, she was terrified and withdrew. This goaded my self- 
love, I felt unhappy, crushed, and ill. Her compassion was moved, 
and she no longer avoided me. By means of an attendant in our 
confidence, we were able to meet without witnesses. Our inter- 
course became more tender, our love more defined and ardent; but 
as these feeUngs were embodied in language, and expressed more 
definitely, the paradisiacal breath, the heavenly bloom was fled for 
ever. It was happiness, but changed in character; it was more 
earthly, more kindly, more confiding, but was not surrounded by that 
magic which had transported me formerly, so that I could fre- 
quently ask myself when alone, ' are you really happy?' Alas ! my 
friend, as we saw each other so often, how many foolish and mad 
projects were then conceived ! 

** We talked, we conversed of the future of which those who ar- 
dently love never think in the early period of their ecstacies. Once 
an opportunity of an aUiance liKcly to add to the lustre of her 
house presented itself. What fury and bitter rancour were aroused 
in me f For only appearing favourably disposed towards this illus- 
trious alliance, she suffered much from my anger. My passion was 
ignoble, as she deeply felt, more fix)m her love to me, thwi from the 
sufferings it caused her. Oh ! she was never able to erase from her 
soul this picture of my madness. To alleviate my sufferings and com- 
pletely to reconcile me, she stooped to my mean and rude nature. Our 
nearts harmonised again, but from the lowering clouds that now sur- 
rounded me, I looked back with yeaminffs to that heavenly serenity 
that first shone dazzlingly upon me so. In imagination we lived as* 
though aflSanced, and dreamt of our imion, of unexpected bliss, of 
varied pleasures and turns of fate never to be reahsed. But these 
were misty visions, and we considered the greatest improbabilities 
as near and natural. The habitual thoughts of our love gradually 
destroyed necessary precaution. The looks of spies were watch- 
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ful, and were sharpened by our imprudence. Rumours were cir- 
culated, which perhaps never would have reached the prince him- 
self, had not his own glance suspected and discovered our connec- 
tion. He now learnt more from his questions than he desired 
to know, and far more than was in accordance with truth. One even- 
ing he sent for me to attend him alone in his closet, and displayed 
to me in this serious interview all the nobleness of his great mind. 
Without reproaching me, he ascribed to himself alone the imme- 
diate cause of my presumption, saying that he had treated me with 
too much confidence, nay, almost like a son ; that he had deviated 
too much from his rank and the laws of etiquette ; that he had fool- 
ishly rejoiced in the thought of his daughter being able by inter- 
course with me to improve her mind. As he became more serious, 
I assured the axjitated father by my honour, and by all that is 
sacred, — ^which indeed was in accordance with the truth, — that our 
mutu^ passion had never led us astray, and that our better genius 
had never forsaken us. At this he became tranquil, and only replied 
by prohibiting as I had anticipated. I was not allowed to meet 
his daughter again privately. I was to endeavour by degrees to 
heal the wounds which our separation caused, to eradicate the affec- 
tion, which I had so rashly kindled, by my good sense and demeanour, 
and thereby to make mjrself worthy to regain the confidence and 
love of the prince. 

" Suddenly I felt as if the veil had fallen from my eyes," conti- 
nued Francis, " indeed, I may say, that by this interview, I was 
quite a changed being. Truth and reality had now, at length, with 
victorious power, asserted their ascendancy over me. Many periods 
of life may be compared to a vivid fantastic dream ; we awake to 
sober consciousness, but still feel the reality of the vision. 

" But, ah ! my friend, this truth created a hell within me. My 
mind yielded to the noble father in every thing. He was right in 
the fullest sense of the word. If I admired Juliet, and recognised 
her worth, if she was my fnend, and I sufficiently important to 
elevate her mind, what had that to do with our passion and my 
efforts to possess her? With this conviction I was now penetrated, 
and the feeling exerted a benign influence over me. But how dif- 
ferent were her feelings ! When such changes occur, women usually 
suffer from the consuming fire of passion. What letters did I re- 
ceive from her, when I had communicated to her my resolution and 
the advice that we must submit to necessity ! I almost repeated the 
words which I had heard from her beautiful lips when I urged 
my ardent attachment. She now listened in a spirit different from 
that which harassed her formerly ; deaf to all advice, unsusceptible 
to every kindness, inaccessible to conviction, she only listened to the 
wild suggestions of her ardent affection. My reason seemed to her 
cowardice, my resignation baseness. She alone was exclusively to 
be considered in the question that agitated my heart. In short, she 
now played the same part that I had done formerly. Looking back 
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upon my former conduct with repentance and shame, I hoped I 
should be able, by calm perseverance, to bring her gradually to the 
same conviction. But she frustrated my hopes, it was singular 
that I was made xmhappy by possessing, in the fiiUest measure, what 
I had formerly considered my supreme felicity ; and that my most 
fervent desire extended no further than to be able to restore her to 
tranquiUity, nay, even to produce coldness and indifference. 

'^ So whimsical are the fi^ods frequently towards us in the bestowal 
of their dfts. S "=4 J' 

** My Tetters grieved her deeper and deeper, as she showed by 
her replies. Thence it was that I could not but wish myself once 
more able to obtain a tSte-a-tete with her in some evening hour, such 
as I had formerly enjoyed over and over again. By bribery, en- 
treaty, and humiliation, I succeeded. 

" ^ut, oh. Heavens ! how different was this Juliet fix>m her who 
once had so enraptured and inspired me. With her grief, her mortified 
feeUngs and her offended pride she resembled a raving Bacchante. On 
approaching her, I said to myself: * To this state then has my love, 
vanity, and eloquence, reduced her ! Oh ! ye men, who, by your 
power, are able to elevate these tender beings to angels, or change 
them to wild furies!* But these reflections came too late. If her let- 
ters were violent, her words were raging. Nothing in the whole 
world she desired, except my love. She cared for nothing ; everything 
seemed right and desirable, — flight into the open world, sacrifice of 
station. mortiBcation of her father and family. I waa terrified at 
this distraction, that seemed to fear and dread nothing. The more 
persuasive my manner, and the more desirous I was to convince her 
of the unavoidable necessity of 8ubmittin£c, the more furious in 
words and features she beime. She wo^d fly with me imme- 
diately. I felt it required nothing more than to express the wish, 
and she would have surrendered herself, in this disteiction, totally 
and unconditionally. I was wretched fix>m my inmost heart, in- 
deed, all my energies were annihilated. 

'^ I learnt that the prince had only spoken to her in hints; the truth 
was known to her only from our correspondence^. She blamed me, 
her father, and fate, and only became dim. after a flood of tears. I 
was obliged to promise to see her again in a few days in order to dis- 
cuss the means of her flight Thus my fiselings were so changed that 
I feared this once adored Juliet, and, indeed, could not help despising 
her. And yet she was the same, and only the unhappy passion that 
I had infused from my heart into hers had rendered her thus infatuated. 
I trembled again to see her. I was at a loss what to say, what 
pretext for delay, or what excuses to invent Thus some weeks 
passed, during which we only exchanged letters. To ccmdude, I saw 
her a^ain. ohe seemed ill, but still in that excitement which would 
not listen to reason. She had provided a carriage, jMcked up her 
jewels, made the necessary preparations on the Irontier, procured 
passports, and powerfiil protections in distant countries ; in short she 
nad done all that madness of an unbounded love could;iindertake. I 
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treated her as an inyalid who does not know her own state, humoured 
all her extravagances, and praised her most whimsical plans. Thus 
she thought we agreed, and in a week w6 were to fly during a mas- 
querade while all were busied, and no one could be recognised. To 
satisfy her for the moment I agreed to every thing, but proposed in 
my own heart to quit the court and the town. While we were thus 
discussing our highly reasonable projects I suddenly perceived behind 
us the prince, who had been for sometime listening to our conversation. 
The scene which then took place I will not attempt to describe. The 
father's anger overstepped all bounds on finding me untrue to my 
promise, since he was convinced that I quite agreed to all the wild 
plans of his daughter. She cast herself at his feet totally unlike the 
beautiful being she was formeriy, she resembled an automaton 
moved by powerful springs, a figure only manifesting life in con- 
vulsive gestures. It is astonishing that we ever outlive some moments. 
I was banished, obliged to fly into solitude, and for a long time heard 
nothing of the city or what occurred there, as I avoided all inter- 
course with men. When I in some measure recovered my tranquil- 
lity of mind, and was able to bear the sight of friends, I heard 
that she was sufiering from an incurable disease, and that her life was 
despaired of by the physician. How whimsically does fate sport 
with man and all human intentions ! I was informed that her father 
in the extremity of ffrief; would wilHngly have given me his beloved 
child had he been able thereby to save ner ; that he would have de- 
mised the opinion of the world, and the objections of his family, could 
he by these means have saved his Juliet, by whose illness he nad first 
learnt how much he loved her, and how much his life was bound up 
in hers. All was in vain, — she died in agonies, calling for me, and 
the disconsolate father hefq>ed execrations upon me that will overtake 
me, ay, — as surely as her own.'* 

' These are, as nearly as possible, the afiecting confessions of my im- 
happy friend. He SMided, in condusion, that the whole of his pro- 
perty would be lost, unless he discovered a certain document for which 
ne mid long been searching, but which he could find nowhere. 

There are suflerings during which it is foolish to make even the 
attempt at offering consolation. Such sufferings must be Hved 
through, they are peculiar to human nature, and he who is not over- 
whelmed by them out survives them, will afW?raids see that to pass 
such a severe reprobation was essential to his happiness. 

^* I am convinced," said my Mend a few days aflarwards when I 
took leave of him, '' that these execrations and the prophesies of the 
old fiiry will visit me. iSj life will be consumed in illness, misery, 
delirium, and poverty. ±he spirit of the departed will tr^id in my 
footsteps and sow poison, where, perhaps, some joy might otherwise 
have sprung." 

I began to comfort him, calling to my aid, hope and consolation 
i&om every source, because such apprehensions are^enerally imaginary, 
and may be combated. Hope is at least more infinite than the an- 
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engrossing sensation of such visionary fear. We separated, and for a 
long time I heard nothing of my mend Francis. I lived in foreign 
countries and returned some years after the period in question. 

We had not kept up any correspondence. I was therefore sur- 
prised and deUghted by his first letter which I received in my own 
comfortable home. Ttnere was no allusion to his former sufferings ; 
all was forgotten. Time and fortune had transformed my friend into 
a truly new being. He wrote to me of his approaching marriage. 
The most beautiful jgirl of the country, young, cheerful, and innocent, 
had bestowed her affections upon him ; and on the very day on which 
their vows were exchanged, he had, after years of fruitless search, dis- 
covered the important document which would complete their nuptial 
happiness. The melancholy time, he informed me, had vanished 
from his mind, his youth seemed renewed, and now only he began 
to live. In a week his marriage was to be celebrated, and he urged 
me to come and be a witness of his happiness. 

It would have delighted me to have complied with his invita- 
tion, had not my uncle, who lived forty miles distant, and was then 
lying on his death-bed, called me from home. The prince, who bit- 
terly hated and persecuted my friend, had died in the meanwhile, 
so that, in all human probability, theye was the prospect that every 
thing ominous, menacing, and fatal, would fade away and be for- 
gotten, and that spirits of fortune and delight would henceforth 
draw my friend's car of life. 

My stay with my uncle, who was dyinff, was protracted. His 
EuffeHngs Wd longer than his phydcums Had expected, and I was 
^lad that my presence was so consoling and beneficial to him. 
jofrer his death, I had various business to transact, to execute his 
will, to make arrangements with the remaining relatives, part of his 
fortune being left to me, and to settle all to our mutual satisfaction. 
As journeys were required for these matters, nearly eighteen months 
elapsed before they were completed. The journeys had carried me far 
from our neighbourhood, ana I must confess that these circumstances, 
and the pressure of business, had almost caused me to forget my 
friend Francis. He had not written to me, nor had I he^ any 
thing of him, and I was, therefore, convinced that it was well with 
him ; that he was married and happy in his new condition. Being 
soon afler near Switzerland, I maae a tour to that country, and then 
visited a watering place on the Rhine, to which my me<ucal adviser 
had long before recommended me. 

Here I abandoned myself to amusements, enjoyed the beauties 
of nature during my rambles, and felt happier thaji I had been for 
some time. B^^ one day at the table d*hdte, I accidentally looked 
over the list of visiters, and foimd that my friend Francis, with his 
wife, had been a week in the town. I wondered he had not found me 
out, as my name must have struck him in the list. However, I ac- 
counted for his not doing so, by saying to myself that he had not 
looked over the leaves attentively, tliat he had not heard my name 
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mentioned, or that possibly he might be seriously ill and would see no 
company. Satisfiea so far, I caUed upon him, and was told he was 
not at home. I hoped to meet him in my walks, but perceived him 
nowhere. Calling the following day, I received the same answer, 
that he had gone out. I left my card, requesting he would pay me 
a visit or tell me when he would receive me. I heard nothing from 
him. The next morning early, I called again, and the servant again 
replied, with a troubled countenance, that his master was already 
from home. 

Now I plainly saw, that Francis did not choose to see me, and had 
denied hmiseli. I endeavoured to call to my memory, whether I 
had at any time given him offence ; but, after the strictest scrutiny, 
could not find the least spot on my conscience respecting him. I 
therefore, wrote him rather a severe letter, requiring him to see me, 
and that not merely from friendship to me, but from the respect he 
owed himself 

When I called again, I was admitted, and having waited for 
some time in the room, I saw a stranger approaching from the ad- 
joining chamber, not like a human being, but a tottering, trembling 
skeleton, with a pale, simken countenance, which, but for the fiery 
eye, one might have taken for the face of a corpse. " Great GrodI" 
I exclaimed with horror, as I recognised in this spectre my friend 
Francis, that once handsome, noble fellow. 

I sank terrified into a chair, and he sat down by me, took my 
hand between his withered fingers, and said, " Yes ! my friena, 
thus we again meet, and you now understand why I wished to spare 
you this sad sight. Yes ! friend, all those curses have been realised^ 
and calamity hias overtaken me, however actively I endeavoured to 
escape it ; my life is exhausted by disease, as well as that of my 
Touthful Yrife, once a paragon of teauty ; I am a beggar, and aU 
hope is gone for ever. 

Still Icould not recover from my astonishment ; the first chilling 
terror was succeeded by the deepest compassion and inefiable sym- 
pathy in my soul, and my unfortunate friend saw my tears flow. 

'' But how has all this been possible?" I exclaimed, '^ Speak; 
confide all to your friend." 

" Spare me," he said, in a faint voice, " let us throw a veil over 
these calamities, for what good can it do you to know the why and 
wherefore ? You would not comprehend nor believe it, and still 
less could your advice or consolation avail any thing." 

I could make no reply, his distress seemed so great, that he 
was, perhaps, right in what he said. Words, details, and com- 
plaints, are often only stines to the deadly wound. I requested him 
to introduce me to his wife. He led her in. She seemed to suffer 
equally with himself, but still showed evident traces of beauty. She 
was of a tall, noble figure, her blue eye was of a piercing clearness, 
and her sweet-toned voice was full of soul. After some convcrsa- 
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idon, the physician entered, and I took my leave, making It a condi- 
tion, that in future he would not refuse to see me. 

I re(]juired rest to collect myself, and, therefore, sought the 
most sohtary spot to arrange my thoughts and feelings. How strange,, 
in these moments, app^red hmnan life, fnendsliip, death, and 
health ! In these, my dreams, I was interrupted by a friendly Toice 
addressing me. It was the physician, an elderly, good-natured man, 
who sat down beside me. " 1 have learned," he began, ** that you 
are a youthful friend of our poor patient, and have sought you to 
consult with you, respecting his lamentable and enigmaticai state. 
I have never met with a similar illness, I do not understand it, and, 
therefore, am but groping in the dark with my remedies ; nor do I 
know whether the waters here are salutanr to him or his sick wife, who 
seems wasting away from the same complaint. I have no name for this 
wasting fever, which defies all known remedies. Sometimes I could 
almost imamne them insane, did not reason absolutely manifest itsel£ 
But even should their minds be unimpaired, they are, doubtless, 
hypochondriacs. And the worst is, the count wiU not communicate 
£reely, but, on the contrary, anxiously avoids aU questions respecting 
his condition, and all inquiries as to its cause and commencement. 
I do not wish to irritate him, though my inquiries and questions 
have more than once had that effect, and yet it seems necessary to 
learn from himself the history of his complaint. I therefore request 
ou, dear sir, to exert your influence with him, as his friend, that 
e may confess to us the origin of his illness. If I onceknewthis, 
it might, perhaps, be possible to afford relief to both of them. If 
the disease is mental, of which I feel almost convinced, the physi- 
cian must be in their confidence to afford relief ; but if this is with- 
held, he may cause even death, not only by his prescriptions, but 
by an unguarded word. I therefore conjure you to do all in 
your power to make him confide every thing to you." I promised 
all he desired, for I had long entertamed the same opinion. But 
when, on the following day, 1 remonstrated with my fhend, I found 
the task more difficiut than I expected, as he was inaccessible on 
ihat point. He did not yield until I united tears to my entreaties, 
and his suffering wife joined with me, as the hope arose within her 
that the physician might be able to afford relief to her husband. 
He stipulated that whatever he should communicate should be com- 
municated in private to me alone, imdisturbed, and without even 
thepresence of his wife, who would be much pained at the relation. 
Thus was it arranged. My little room looking on the garden 
was so quiet and retired, that no intrusion was to be feared, and 
after a migal supper I dismissed the servant, enjoining him not to 
admit any one. The invalid countess was left with her attendants, 
and a laay of my acquaintance kindly read some amusing work to 
her during her husband's absence. 

We sat then in my well lighted little room, while the summer 
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breezes murmnied sweetly through the trees without Mj sick 
friend was on the sofa, and the phydcian and myself were opposite, 
when Francis be^an slowly and with many pauses, (as speaking 
seemed painful to nim) the following narrative: 

** Yes, my friend, you see me again, ill and dying, and my wife, 
who but two years since was a paia^n of health and beauty, is no 
less afflicted. The Klausenburg which more than once sheltered us 
so hospitably is become a desolate ruin; storms and fire have 
destroyed it, and whatever useful material remained was wrested 
from it by my cruel creditors in derision, and sold for a mere trifle. 
You know, my fnend, the belief or rather superstition that followed 
me, but with this I will not weary our good physician, as it had 
no sensible influence on my immediate fate. I have moreover, so 
much of the marvellous to tell in the recent events that have befallen 
me, that it will be more than sufficient fully to convince the learned 
doctor that I am insane. 

*^ Young as I was I had already resigned life, since I considered it 
completely at a close. But as it frequently happens that the power 
of a beautiful spring will revive a tree apparently lifeless, so that 
its branches again become verdant, and at last one blossom springs 
from them, so it happened with me. Travelling about in a misan- 
thropical mood I stopped in a small town situate in a delightful 
country, and through my introductions made acquaintance with some 
interesting people. One of these, a distant relative, who received me 
most kindly, introduced me to his family, where, for the first time 
I saw my beloved Elizabeth, and at the second visit I had lost my 
heart and peace of mind. But wherefore dwell on charms that are 
fled? Suffice it to say that I was enraptured, and flattered myself 
lliat my feeling were imderstood, and mi^ht perhaps in a short time 
be returned. JSlizabeth was residing with an aged aunt; they were 
neither of them wealthy though they belonged to an ancient family. 
I was superior to the talk and astonishment of the townspeople, and I 
stayed a long while in this insignificant place, where tnere was 
neither a theatre to amuse, nor large assemblies, balls, and fes« 
rivals to engage me. I was so happy that I only lived for, and 
enjoyed, the present moment. The mmily was very musical, and 
Elizabeih a truly accomplished performer on the piano forte. Her 
voice was highly cultivated, full-toned, and beautiful, and she agree- 
ably surprised me by Joining in my perhaps one-sided taste for 
ancient composition. Harmony, skill, and Irind looks from her 
beautiful eyes, — all this so charmed me that weeks vanished like days, 
and days hke hours in the poerical intoxication. 

" I spoke of the family. The aunt too was musical, and accom- 
panied us when we sang. I also found myself benefited by be- 
coming again conscious of the talents which I had so long neglected 
to exercise. Yes, indeed, talents, amiability, social gifts, and pleasing 
manners, &c." — continued Francis after a pause, during wnich he 
seemed lost in thought—** the vanity of possessing these graces have 
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rendered me and others unhappy. Speaking of the family, I must 
now mention Ernestine, an elder sister of my wife's. Their parents 
had died early in life. They had Uved at a distance from that small 
town, in what is called good style. This they did without considering 
their fortune, and the consequence was that tibey became impoverished 
and involved in debt. Where this confusion breaks in, where the ne- 
cessity of the moment ever absorbs the security of the dajrs and 
weeks, few men possess sufficient energy and resolution firmly to hold 
the rudder amid the tumult of a returning storm. And thus the 
wildest and most confused management had broken into this ruined 
household. The parents not only diverted themselves in banquet- 
ing, dress, and theatres, but, as it were, even with new and sinralar 
misfortunes. The latter were more particularly caused by their eldest 
daughter, Ernestine. This poor bemg had, when only three years 
old, during the confusion and bustle of a banquet, unnoticed by 
any one, taken up a bottle of strong liquid, and drinking it, 
became intoxicated by it, and thus had unconsciously fallen down a 
high staircase. 

"The accident had scarcely been observed, and was lightly thought 
of when discovered. The physician, a jovial friend of the family, 
instead of appl3ring the proper remedies, joked on the occurrence, and 
hence it was that those consequences soon appeared in the child, which 
she could, in after years, justly attribute to want of affection in her 
parents. The chest-bone and spine were dislocated, so that as she 

(w up, she became more and more deformed. Being rather tall, 
le double hump was more striking, her arms and hands were exces- 
sively lon^ and thin, and her lean body quite out of proportion to 
her long legs. Her face had a singular expression, the Uttle lively 
and cunning eyes could hardly peep forth from beneath the bony 
vault of her forehead and the broaa, flattened nose, the chin was 
peaked, and the cheeks were sunken. Thus this imfortunate being 
was a remarkable foil to her sister Elizabeth. Their aunt, when she 
heard the total ruin of the family, had interfered and assisted them as 
far as her limited means permitted. Thus the younger daughter was 
saved and continued healthy, since the father s sister had taken the 
children upon the death of their parents, for the purpose of educating 
them. The physical care of Ernestine came too late, but her mina 
was cultivated, and her talents were awakened. She showed herself 
intelligent, learned with ease, and retained what she had once ac- 
quired, evidently surpassing her sister in wit and presence of mind. 
Being fond of reading philosophical works, she exercised her judg- 
ment and showed so much acuteness, that she often startled even men 
by her bold and abrupt opinions ; not being united to her own sex 
by beauty and grace, she not imfrequently exercised a more than 
masculine power. But what almost seemed to border on the mar- 
vellous was her great talent for music. Never had I heard the 
piano forte played m such a perfect manner; every difficulty vanished 
Defore her, and she only laughed when difficult passages were men- 
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tioned to her. No doubtthe extraordinary span of her hand and 
fingers assisted her in excelling all that can be done by an ordinary 
hand. Being also well versed in the art of composition, she com- 
posed with ease long pieces of music which we often executed to 
her delight. 

'* Could not such a being be happy independent of others ? Cer- 
tainly, if she had resided herself to ner lot, if she could have foi^otten 
she was a woman. tJnfortunately for her, all men forgot it who ap- 
proached her, but she could never raise herself beyond the limit so 
as to belong to the other sex, or to none. 

<^ This singular being attracted me in a peculiar manner, both by her 
excellencies and her repulsiveness. When they performed and I sang 
her compositions, there beamed in moments of excitement from her 
small eyes, a wonderful, poetic spirit, liked a veiled angel humbled in 
the dust, with benign yet terrifymg splendour. This frequently made 
me forget that she was the sister of my Elizabeth. 

^ Ehzabethhadbeforerefusedsome suitors who had earnestly courted 
her. Entering once the anti-chamber unannounced, I heard both sisters 
engaged in a Uvely conversation, in which my name was mentioned. 
* You will not accept him, I hope,' cried Ernestine ; * he suits 
neither you nor us ; they say he is not very rich, but he is so proud, so 
self-sufficient, so convmced of, and so penetrated with, nis own 
excellence, that he excites my indignation whenever he comes near 
us. Tou call him amiable, noble ; but I tell you he is dogmatical and 
obstinate; and, believe me, his mental gifts are not so great as you 
seem to think.' 

" With a gentle voice Elizabeth undertook my defence, but her 
sister discussed all the bad traits in my character so much the more, 
and passed all my &ults in review. Finding that I was the subject 
of so much discussion, I would not surprise them by entering imme- 
diately, and thus I discovered, against my expectation, the dislike the 
eldest sister entertained for me. I therefore resolved to reconcile this 
unfortunate being, for whom life had so few charms and joys, by kind- 
ness and benevolence. When they had ceased I entered, and the 
aunt also joining us we immediately commenced our musical exer- 
cise?, by which mjeans I could test conceal my embarrassment. 

** After a few visits I actually succeeded in disposing Ernestine more 
kin(ily towards me. When it happened that we were alone, we were 
deeply engaged in serious conversation, and I could not help admiring 
both her mmd and acquirements. I could not but agree with her, 
when she ofi«n spoke with contempt of those men who only esteem 
and love in woman the transient and mutable charms that pass away 
with their youth. She was also fond of railing at those girls who so 
frequently pass themselves off as phenomena, and only, as it were, 
wish to please as dolls of fashion and well-dressed blocks. She re- 
vealed without affectation the wealth of her mind, her deep feeling, 
and her lofty thoughts, so that, in admiration of her mighty soul, I 
hardly remembered her deformed person. She press^ my hand 
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kindlj, and seemed perfectly hapl>7 when we had thus chatted 
an hour away. I was not less re}<^ced when I perceived how her 
fiiendship for me apparently increased every day. 

'^ It struck me as a weakness in my bcaoved, that she was dis- 
pleased at our intimacy. I did not understand this petty jealousy, 
and censured it when alone with her, as showing too much female 
weakness. On the other hand, I was pleased when Ernestine save 
me evident proofs of her friendship, when my appearance delisted 
her, when «ie was ready to show me a book or piece of music, or 
told me how she had prepared herself for a conversation with me 
on some important subject This genuine friendship seemed to me 
so dedrable, that I anticipated great delight at the thought that she 
would, in our married state, complete the measure of our love by 
mutual confidence. Their aunt approved of my engagement with 
Elizabeth, and our vows were exchanged. On this occasion Ernes- 
tine was not present, being confined by illness to her chamber. 
I did not see her on the day £3llowin^, and when I wished to call 
on her, my betrothed said, *' Do not disturb her, dear fiiend, she is 
not quite herself, and it ia better to let her pasaon subside.' ' What 
has happened? I asked, astonished. ' It is strange,' replied Eliza- 
beth, ' that you have not, long ere this, remarked how ardently she 
loves you T I was struck dumb with terror and astonishment at this 
information, which startled me the more, since, strange to say, I had 
considered this intellectual being totally incapable of love ; as thou^ 
passion did not always run counter to possibility, truth, nature, and rea* 
son, if these opposed themselves, as, indeed, I had myself experienced 
in my own life in a similar manner. ' Tes,' continued Elizabeth, 
' almost at the very time you entered o\ir house, I remarked her par- 
tiality to you, but her predilection mimifested itself more decidedly, 
when you began to show a preference for me, when you became 
more mendly, and tiius gained my confidence. For a long time, 
she concealea her affection under a pretended dislike, which, how- 
ever, did not deceive me. Oh ! beloved, the mind and feelings, the 
enthusiasm and passions of this singular being possess such extraor- 
dinary power and intensity, that I have been compelled ever since 
I comprehended her character, to admire her as much as to fear her, 
and to stand in awe at her gigantic intellect. When, some years 
ago, I took lessons in music, and made rapid progress, according to 
the testimony of my instructor, she only riaiculed my childlike satis- 
faction as she called it. She had never before thought of learning 
music, and now devoted herself with all h^ energy to this aocom- 
phshment. She practised day and night, and her master no longer 
satisfying h^, she availed herself of the presence of a celebrated 
composer, and became his pupiL I could not o(»nprehend the 
mental as well as physical energy, with which she devoted herself 
unceaangly, almost without sleep and refreshments, and with un- 
wearied zeal to tiie practice of this art It was then die learned 
composition and gained her master's praise and admiration. It was 
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not long, however, before she found fault with him, fencjdng his 
execution not sufficiently fieiy and enthusiastic, his compositions not 
sufficiently original and impassioned. He submitted, and agreed 
with her. All men, die used to say, lie constantly in a half-sleep- 
ing state, being almost always, as it were, in a stupor, similar to the 
plant which grows, blooms, and is beautiful, dinusins odour, and 
possessing powers, without conscioiisness. What would men accom- 
plish were they truly awake in their wakeful state ? And so she de- 
voted herself to jJbilosophy, reading works on medicine, anatomy, 
and other subjects, which are usually too abstruse and distasteful to 
her sex. We, as well as her acquaintance, could not help being 
astonished at her. And thus, dear Francis, she will certamly be- 
come insane in this passion of love, and destroy her own peace of 
mind.' 

*' Elizabeth now also described to me all the extravagances she 
committed when she heard of our engagement; at first, she in- 
tended to destroy both herself and sister ; then again she said she 
knew how to conquer me, so that I should love ner and abandon 
Elizabeth, whom she excelled both in goodness and intellect. 

" I was naturally grieved at this news, feeling full well how im- 
prudently I had acted in making such friendly advances to Ernes- 
tine, in my endeavours to reconcile her. I was somewhat relieved, 
when, a few days afterwards, Elizabeth told me that her sister had 
apologised with tears for what she had spoken in anger, that she had 
conjured her not to communicate to me any thing of these aberra- 
tions, and only implored her to be allowed to accompany us to our 
future reddence, as she could not possibly live without the company 
of her sister and myself, vrithout our conversation and our music. 

'' Now ^ans and preparations were made, and the aunt accompanied 
us to the Klausenburg, to celebrate, with a few fiiends, our nuptials 
in quiet, as Elizabeth had always b^n excessively averse from pomp 
and display. I had had a few apartments and the ball-room j)re- 
pared, as &r as it was possible, tne greater part of the castle being 
m ruins. But Elizabetn had a poetical predilection for old casties, 
solitary mountainous countries, and the historical legends connected 
with th^n. Afler the wedding, we intended to take up our resi- 
dence in a new house not far distant, and only occasionally to spend 
a few days or hours in the Klausenburg. 

" We arrived; the gate was opened to us, and the first object tiiat 
met our view in the court-yard, from amidst the ivy that twined the 
high walls, was the old mad Sibyl, whom you, my friend, knew 
some years ago. My wife was ternfied, and I shuddered. * Wel- 
come f Welcome V cried the old hag, jumping about with wild 
festures; ' tiiere comes the destroyer, the woman murderer, and 
rings hifl two brides with him, whom he wiU murder also.' 'How 
do you come here ?* I exclaimed. The porter replied, ' She must 
have cHmbed down the other side of tiie cliffs, which form the ex- 
treme wall of the small garden, and must have concealed herself 
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among the slirubs and ruins/ * You are right, you are right/ 
screamed the old hag, ' it is pleasant to live there.' Terrified aa 
we were, Ernestine seemed merry, for she did not cease laughing. 

** During the days on which we celebrated the festival, Ernestine 
did not appear ; she had vanished ; and being anxious about her, 
we despatcned people in search of her, when, on the third day, she 
returned on foot, merry and in high spirits. She told us she bad 
not been able to witlistand the inclination to roam about in the 
mountains, as she always had had a desire to do so. ^ But thus 
alone, without informing us ? said Elizabeth. * Alone !* she re- 
plied, * No ! I have kept constant company with that old pro- 
phetess whom you so unkindly sent away. There I have learnt 
many things qmte new, that I never even read of, and we have be- 
come veiy eood friends.; 

** We looked at her with astonishment. I formed an idea without 
expressing it, that Ernestine was mad. So awful and ominous was 
her return to our residence, such sad forebodings crowded in our 
minds, that, in spite of my happiness, I felt no confidence on life^ 
and Elizabeth could not regain ner cheerfulness. 

" In other respects we were reconciled, and enjoyed the present 
moment, and the beauty of the surrounding woods and mountains. 
Our few guests, as well as the aunt, had left us, and we might have 
lived contented and in happy union in this delightful solitude, had 
I not observed that my wife avoided her sister as much as circum- 
stances permitted. When I asked her the reason of this, she 
ansAverea after some hesitation: ' Dearest, I am terrified at Ernes- 
tine; she has become quite malicious, though formerly she had not 
the least disposition tnat way. Whenever she can vex me, spoil 
any thing, or even expose me to danger, so that I may be .«tartled, 
stumble, or even fall; or if any stones fall in my way she shows the 
most malicious joy, as she did when she lately set the curtains of mj 
bed on fire by bnnging the candle too near them. She has told me 
laughing, that the coimtry people talk of travellers and rangers 
having seen two spectres by moonlight, or in the morning-dawn in the 
lonely parts of the forests, whom they describe as terrible hideous 
beings; that these were herself and the old gipsy, and that she only 
wished that the circumstance might appear in prmt, in order that she, 
with her own signature, Ernestine Fraulein von Jertz, might contra- 
dict the story of ghosts, and state that she was one of the imagined 
spirits. Is not allthis terrible?* 

*' ' Dear child,' said I, * I must now tell you, in confidence, that I 
believe she is mad.' 

'* * Is any malice, when it becomes a passion, any thing but mad* 
ness?' remarked Elizabeth, very naturally. 

" On the approach of autumn we left the Klausenburg to take pos- 
session of our new house, for, to my terror, I discovered a disposition 
to melancholy in my wife, for which our solitude seemed any thing 
but benefici^u. W hile we were once walking through the ancient 
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apartments and tlie gothic haU, which was in tolerable preservation, 
and our footsteps echoed in the solitary room, mj wife started with a 
sudden shudder. I asked the reason. 

" * Oh ! it is awful here/ she replied, trembling ; * I feel as if 
invisible spectres haunted this place.' I was terrified, and the 
thought that my wife's mind, like that of her sister, might perhaps 
have suffered, stared at me hke a monster. 

** When residing in our new house, we often missed Ernestine, and 
on inquiry, foimd that she staid in the Klausenburg and the ruins of 
the Old castle. Although we had been living on an unpleasant, 
footing, still my wife, as well as myself, could not help wishing her 
with us when she was away. But how different was my life from 
that which I had once pictured to my^lf when I courted Ehzabeth ! 
" Other domestic calamities united with our sufferings to increase 
our grief That document, which really constituted my fortune and 
supported my existence, which proved that large sums were paid, 
and some still owing to me, as weU as all the deeds and papers 
which had been produced as proofs after the death of Count Moritz, — 
all these important papers which I had discovered after a long 
troublesome search, and had in my hands but a short time before, 
had again disappeared. I had always kept them carefully locked up, 
and it was my intention to travel to town and dehver them to my 
soHcitor in person, as on them the recovery of my estates depended. 
They were gone; and much as I meditated and reflected, I could not 
discover, nor even find a trace of the way in which they had been 
purloined. When at length I communicated my anxiety to my 
wife, she did not seem surprised, and told me calmly, ' Can you still 
doubt? I have no doubt as to what has become of them. Ernestine 
has profited by some moment of your absence when you might have 
left your escrutoire open, or some other forgetfulness, to take the 
papers away.' 

" * Not possible I' I cried with horror. * Possible?* she repeated. 
* What is impossible to her? ' 

" As these documents were wanting, our long standing law-suit pro- 
ceeded but slowly, and I felt sure that I must lose it whenever it was 
decided. I thereifore availed myself of an opportunity which the court 
afforded me, by proposing to quash it, that 1 might defer the decision 
to some future period. otiU I could not help questioning Ernestine 
and informing her of my suspicions. I was horrorstruck at the man- 
ner in which she heard me communicate a suspicion, which would 
have shocked any innocent mind. When I had overcome my embar- 
rassment and haa concluded, she burst out in such laughter that I lost 
all composure. Recovering again, I urged her to reply, but she only 
said, with a sarcastic coldness, ' My dear brother-in-law, there are here 
only two cases possible, as you must yourself see, notwithstanding 
your short-sightedness, namely, that I am either guilty or innocent. Is 
It not so ? If I have committed the robbery, I must have been in- 
duced by weighty reasons, or goaded to such an act by maUce, or 
something else. And then I ought to say: yes! I have done it, 
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pray do not take it amiss. Now you must confess that this would 
be more than stupid. If I were a iool I might have done it without 
any particular intention, — ^may be to light the kitchen fire with 
them ; or because I was pleased with the red seals, and might now say : 
there, take these pretty papers back, considering they have some 
value for the dear count. But a fool I have not been up to this mo- 
ment; and if I am malicious, I am of course not silly enough to 
confess the deed. Or again, assuming the second case that I am in- 
nocent, then you, sir brother-in-law (pray don't contradict me), are 
the simpleton for putting: such unbecoming questions to me.' 

'* I could not answer the spectral being. When I saw that Eliza- 
beth no longer took any pleasure in playing the piano that I 
procured from abroad in our retirement, and asKed the reason of it, 
she said, sadly, ' Dearest, if I do not wish to incur deadly vexation, 
I must no longer play.' * How so ? * Because Ernestine has 
flatly forbidden me. She says that in a house where there lives 
such an accomplished pianist as herself, she could not allow any one 
else even to strike a note.' This presumption was too much for my 
patience. I ran to her chamber and asked her ironically to play me 
something, since she would not allow any one else to touch the in- 
strument. She followed me, laughing loudly; and truly ^e plaj^ed 
in such a masterly style, that my anger was turned into admiration 
and rapture. * Well !' she said, gravely, when she had finished, 
* one may have in one's own house all enjojrments for which con- 
noisseurs would travel fifty miles, and yet one can be satisfied with 
such bungling and such nammering up and down the kejrs with 
clumsy finffers. Oh ! fools and idiots, who, rogues as they are, talk of 
art and only mean vapour; they can only sip the nectar, and the won- 
derful becomes but trash in their rude hands. If I did not feel a 
constant disgust for life, if men were not repulsive to me, I should 
never cease laughing.' From that time she often joined in our 
music, at most permitting Elizabeth and myself to sing, though she 
maintained that we possessed neither school normethoo. Thus the 
winter passed away. I was already poor, and with the prospect of 
being reduced quite to beggary ; Elizabeth was sickly, and the s^* 
renity of my life was gone. 

*' It was almost to be called a relief to our existence, when on the 
approach of spring, Ernestine became ill, and was shortly so much 
worse that she could not leave her bed. She grew more irritable as 
her illness increased, and nothing vexed her more than that she could 
not visit the Elausenbur^, of which she had become so fond. One 
warm day I sent her in the carria^, she searched long in the rooms, 
loitered among the shrubs and nuns, and returned much worse than 
before. It was now evident that she could not recover. The phy- 
sician said that he could not imderstand her disease, nor the state of 
the sufferer, for the vital powers were so stroi^ in her that all the 

Smptoms usually indicatmg death did not £ow themselves, and 
ere was a probability of her speedy recovery ; in a few days, how- 
ever, he gave up all hope. 
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" We now really looked forward to a quieter future. Although we 
felt pity for the uimappy being, yet we could not deny that she had a 
disturbing efiect on our life and the happiness of (Hir loTe. We heard 
that she was near death, but as she had ananged with her doctor 
and nurse that we should not disturb her we md kept away. All 
of a sudden she much desired to see me, but requested that Elizabeth 
should not be present I went and said as I entered : ' Dear &iend, 
you will doubtless be kind enough to give me back the documents 
which you took from my escrutoire to vex me.* She looked at me 
significantly with her dying eyes, which now seemed lar^ and 
sparkled brighter than formerly. There was something so smgular, 
bright and glaring in her look, that any one havinff witne^ed it 
would never wi^ to see any thing more terrible and mconceivable. 
After a pause she said: ' Brother, do these fooli^ trifles still occupy 
your head ? Yet it is no wonder, every one lives as he can. Sit 
down, my friend,' she continued, with an air of contempt; I com- 
plied and sat down by her bed. 

*' ' You fancy,* she now began in a repulsive, cutting tone, * you 
will get rid c^ me ; but do not deceive yourself by flattering your- 
self too soon with such an idea. Death, life, non-existence, continua- 
tion! what useless, unmeaning words! When I had scarcely 
passed my childhood, I could not help laughing at men, if I saw 
them fretting about continued existence mer death. They 
drag in and heap up like towers, proof after proof, probabilities 
and wishes, entreaties, prayers, and the mercy of the Almighty ; they 
talk of many fine talents which cannot on tnis side of the grave, as 
they call it, be possibly perfected, much less brought to maturity, — 
and. all these preparations are but to hush their base cowardice and 
fear of death. Poor wretches I K I collect myself, become conscious 
of my various energies in every direction, and then call to eternity, 
to the Creator and the millions of spirits of the past and the ftiture, 
I will be immortal ! I will/ — ^what more is necessary, and what om* 
nipotaice can interfere to destroy my eternal, almighty will ? What 
ftirther security of being immortal and eternal does the man want 
who has any conscioumess ? How, and in what manner, that is ano- 
ther question. What farce we shall then play, what mask, what 
party-coloured wig, what gibbous labjrrinth of entrails we shall then 
possess, what etiquette and court taste of ugliness and beauty will 
then be introduced, is xmcertain. But, my good friends, as my own 
power, without any thin^ more, preserves me immortal, the same 
energv and firee-will may brin^me oack toyou whaiever and as often 
as I like. Believe me, ye fools, the spectres, as you call them, are 
not exactlv the worst or weakest spirits. Many a one would fain re- 
turn, but he has as little individual character there as here, and hence 
the impofisibilitT of doin^^ so. And to you, — ^you paragon, roffue, 
vain, amiable character, foil of talents, you bud of virtue, you oar- 
terer of beauty, whom I was compelled to love so intensely, yea, 
compelled despite of my inmost soul, which told me that you aid not 
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deserve it, — ^to jou, smooth skinned, straight grown, human animal, 
I shall ever be quite near, believe me. For this love and jealousji 
this rage after you and jour breathing, and conversation, will urge 
me to the earthy and this will be, as the pious would sav, my purga- 
tory. Therefore, no leave-taking ; we shall meet again ! * Thus say- 
ing she offered me her cold, dead hand. 

" When life was extinct I returned to Elizabeth, but took care not 
to communicate any thing of the frantic ravings of the deceased, as 
her nerves were already excited by great anxiety, and she often 
suffered from spasms. 

" We now hved in still retirement in a rural solitude which, in 
spite of our reduced finances, might have become delightful had I 
not remarked that the morbid and melancholy mood of Elizabeth 
was on the increase. She became pale and wasted, and I often found 
her weeping when entering her cnamber unexpectedly. When I 
asked her me reason of this, she told me she knew not herself what 
was the matter with her, that she always felt sorrowful without being 
able to say why; that when she was alone she felt quite awed, it 
seemed so terrible to her that her sister had been obUged to end her 
existence in such a frantic passion, and that of);en when enterii^ or 
sitting alone in her chaml^r it was as if Ernestine stood near her; 
she fancied she heard her singing, felt her breath, and her looks ap- 
peared to force themselves through the empty air. 

" I quieted her, left her rarely by herself, r^ to her, we took walks 
together, and sometimes paid visits to our acquaintance in the neigh- 
bourhood. As she became calmer she recovered by degrees her na- 
turally beautiful complexion. Feeling once unweU and Ijing com- 
fortably stretched out on the sofa, while she was reading an mteresting 
story to me, I said, how beautifld and melodious is your voice; will 
you not sinff again for once? For a lonff time you have not opened 
your music Dooks, your instrument is lodced, and your beautiful fin- 
gers will at length become quite stiff. 

" ' You know,' she replied, * that a few months ago my sister flatly 
forbade me to practise music; we were obliged to concede to her ill 
health and thus I have become quite out of practice.* 

*' * Sing now,' I cried, ' the delight will be the greater to me for 
its novelty.' 

*' We looked out a cheerful, pleasing piece of music, to avoid any 
thing melancholy, and Elizabeth poured forth, with a truly heavenly 
voice, the clear fight tones, which thrilled bliss into my heart. Sud- 
denly she stopped, and was again seized with that violent hysteric 
fit of weeping which had so often terrified me. ' I cannot,' she 




anger 
well as hers was destroyed. 



* It IS not impossible that this extraordinary speech may be intended for an ex- 
position of the doctrine of Fichte.— J. O. 
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** Our physician, a veij Judicious man, and a friend of ours, when 
she ccmfessed all these feehngs, her trembling, and the anxiety which 
almost incessantly preyed on her and undermined her health, apphed 
eyery remedy to calm her, physically and mentally. This honest and 
judicious persuasion had a good effect, and his medicines proved 
salutary. When summer came we were much in the open air. We 
were once taking a drive to the estate of an acquaintance who told 
us that he intended to give a musical festival, composed of friends 
and some virtuosi. My wife's great talent for music being known, 
we were invited, and she promised to play and sing; being then 
surrounded by strangers, flattered by both sexes and in a cheerful 
mood. I was the more rejoiced at this as our physician made it a 
part of his advice that she should forcibly combat these gloomy feel- 
mgs and this hjrpochondriacal anxiety. She determined to foUow his 
advice. Very pleased and rejoiced, we returned to our humble re- 
sidence. Eli^aoeth with spirit went through the difficult pieces of 
music, and the idea that she might in this way, perhaps, recover her 
youthful vigour delighted me. 

'' A few days after this, while I was reading a letter, that had just ar- 
rived, the door was suddenly burst open, and Elizabeth rushed in, 
deadly pale, and fell as if dead in my arms. * What is the matter?' I 
cried, seized with horror. Her eye wandered wildly round, her heart 
palpitated almost to bursting, and she was some time before she 
regained her voice and breath. 

" ' Oh ! heavens,' she at len^ exclaimed, every word being expres- 
sive of horror, *in there, wmle I practised — in a cheerful mooa — ^I 
acddently cast a look in the glass— and I saw behind me Ernestine 
looking at me with that strange smile, and having her withered arms 
folded across her chest I £now not whether she is still there, I 
har^ know how I reached here.' 

'* 1 gave her in charge of her maid ; she retired, and the doctor was 
immediately sent for. I went into the other room, and found 
the music books scattered under the instrument. Elizabeth must 
have thrown them down in her fright. 

*' ' Of what avail are reasoning, joke, and consolation, diet and 
medicines against perfect madness,' said I to myself, and yet I could 
not help thinKng of the words with which her dying sister had 
threatened us. 

** The news of my wife having been taken ill reached our friend's 
ears, and was likely to prevent the musical festival taking place. 
His wife came a few days afterwards with a female singer to in- 

auire after EUzabeth's health. Not having said any thing, even to 
le doctor, of the apparition which my wife imaged she nad seen, 
we of course did not mention this singular circumstance to our 
visiters. To all appearances my wife haying quite recovered from 
her fright, we ii^lkd in our small garden with oiu: friends conversing 
about the festival, and the baroness and the singer at length pro- 
posed to practise some music in my wife's presence, that they nu^ht 
DfLre her opinion, though . she might not perhaps be able to join. 
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'* We therefore returned tothe cbawing-rcxym, and asit became dark, 
candles were lighted. The singer sat at the instrument to acocHnpainr 
herself, on her right was the baroness,! was just behind, and my wi& 
wasonherleft. We could not help admiring the voioes and the style 
of the singers. The mumc by d^rees became more animated and 
impassioned, andlhadonce akeady omitted turning the page, when, 
just as the next leaf was played, a long bony finger appealed on it, 

Juickly turned the leaf at the right time, ana the melody proceeded, 
looked roimd and beheld the terrible Ernestine stanmng dose by 
me behind the baroness ; I know not how I kq)t my composure, biidt 
I looked searchingly and almost immoved at tne terrific i^paiidon« 
She smiled at me with that malicious expression which, eren when 
living, made her count^Diance repelling. She wore her usual dress, 
her eyes were fiery, and her face was white as chalk. I felt abnoet a sa- 
tisfaction in the gloomy sensation of awe, remained silent, and was glad 
that Elizabeth did not perceive the spirit Suddenly there was a slmek 
of terror, and my wife fell fainting on the ground, while the withered 
finger was just going again to turn the page. The music of course 
ended, my wife was in a fever, and our Sknds who had not seen 
the spectre returned home." 

Here the invalid paused. The physician looked significantly at 
me, shaking his head. 

'* And you have," he at length said, '^ never before told your present 
doctor any thing of that apparition." 

" No," replied Francis, " you may caU it shame, or fear of his cold, 
searching understanding ; you may oJl it weakness or what you please ; 
suffice it to say I could not prevail on myself to make this confession.'' 

^' But it was very necessary," said the ^ysician, ^* for how could 
he judge correctly of your illness without that information?" 

^* From that time," resumed Francis in a faint voice, *' we deter- 
mined to quit the neighbourhood in hopes that the furious spectre 
would not follow us beyond the mountains. But while we continued 
in our house we often saw her, mostly in the music^room. Our 
doctor being with us one morning, he sat down to the instrument 
and played some passages extempore. Suddenly the t^iible spectre 
again stood by my wife's chair, and kid her cold withered hand on 
her shoulder. Bfysterics and faintings again followed." 

" And did your doctor see it also r' 

''No," said Francis, ''she appeared behind him, but I saw 
her distinctly then, as I often did afterwards by broad day- 
Ught. We had only to touch the keys of me instrument 
when she immediate^ appeared, so that to strike a note was a 
summons. When I once revisited the and^it Elausenburg, I 
found her sitting upon a stone staring at me. Thus persecuted, 
terrified, and in constant fear and anxiety, we have become ripe for 
death, and the physician despairing of our recovery advised us at 
last to visit this watoring-place, as a last resource for restoring our 
shattered health. But muerto we have not found any benefioal 
xesolt. And who can assure us that the spectxemay not hexe haval 
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ti9 also. She mtends to destroy us, and tKe most inconceivable 
things are possible to her strong wilL I believe we need only sing 
an air, or play a sonata even at this distance, and she would make 
her appearance." 

^' I will answer for that, count," cried the doctor in a firm voice, 
*' our faculty knows how to keep such malicious spirits at a distance." 

Here our conversation ended; we sent the patient home in a sedan 
chair to his hotd, and I accompanied the physician. 

While walking in the quiet of night through the dark avenues of 
trees, he said to me, *' Dear sir, we are too much excited to sleep, 
favour me with your company to my lodging; a powerful aromatic 
cardinal* will keep up our spirits, and I wiU there tell you my opinion 
xe^>ecting our two mvali^, of whose recovery, after what I have 
heard, I no longer doubt. I would almost promise that in two 
months I shall send them home in. tolerably good health." 

I was astonished at this, as I had given up all hope of the reco* 
very of my fidends. Our strongly-spiced beverage much enlivened 
us; and the doctor continued: ** The mental disease of your fiiend 
is to me one of the most interesting psychological phenomena that 
has ever passed under my observation. He, as well as his wife, are 
labouring imder a singular madness; and if we once succeed in 
attacking it rightly, then, in weakening, and finally in eradicating 
it altogether, the physical recovery will follow of itself. Though I 
did not know your friend forme^y, yet, from his coinmnnica?on8. 
I can exactly and truly construe his character and late. He is natu- 
rally good and tender, the latter rather preponderating; and, like 
most men of this disposition, is more subject to vanity than those of 
firmer character. He has been handsome and amiable^ possessed of 
talents, and persuasive manners, and has, therefore, been everywhere 
well received, so that, being a general fitvourite, and naturally 
idiant, he may have turned the head of many a pretty girL Meet- 
mg, at last, with his beautiful wife, he determined to change his 
omdition, and her naturaUy sensitive and nervous nature was de- 
Hghted to caU so amiable a gentleman her husband. And, as usually 
happens to enthusiasts, so is it in this case; they do not find in ma- 
trimony that transcendant felicity which they anticipated; a slight 
discord takes possession of the tender cords of the nerves^ which im- 
patiently look forward to new vibrations. The ugly, deformed sister 
felt, like most persons of the sort, jealousy and envy against die 
preferred, flattered, and fondled wife. She plainly showed her in- 
dignaticm, and confessed that she hated the count. This amiaUe 
conqueror of hearts now employed aU his art to overcome this 
hatred. He succeeded, and the poor deluded creature even fimcied 
that she had excited his affection, while his vanitv exulted in the 
triumph. This heardessness could not but mortify and shock the 



* A bererage usually prepared of wine, brandy, rogar, and pine-iq;ip]e8, or other 
fruit. 
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unfortunate Ernestine. An inward rage consumed her, she fell a 
victim to her unfortimate passion; and, dying, she uttered the 
menace to persecute them in every possible way. This is plainly 
madness, this madness, as has o%%een obseiyed, isher^tai/, 
and relations, brothers, sisters, and children, are seized -with it when- 
ever it is manifested in a member of the family. So in the case of 
your friend. Perhaps the affectionate count has not been (juite silent 
on the subject to his wife; and she, being already in a dehcate state, 
has indulged these fancies, and with anxious curiosity pursues the 
gloomy feelings produced by her nerves. Thus, what is more natural 
tnan that she should soon find an occasion on which she fancied she 
really saw her sister? The fears of his wife were communicated to 
him, anguish of mind at his misfortunes heated his imagination, and 
he also sees the apparition. Thus they go on, until both have nearly 
destroyed themselves by a mere phantom. If we can dissipate this 
phantom, they may be restored to health." 

" Dear doctor," I replied, " I know not whether I have a par- 
ticular propensity for superstition, but your reasons do not satisfy 
me. Much that has been handed down, both by tradition and 
writing, on this curious subject, cannot be mere fancy or invention, 
however much our reason may be opposed to it. There are, no 
doubt, states of the mind and of the nerves^ as well as diseases, 
during which certain persons see what is veiled from all others. 
What is spirit? What notions does this word suggest? Do we 
know the nature, talent, or power, which these millions of differently 
constituted souls possess, after having shaken off their earthly frame? 
Do we know by what possibility this or that strong mind, by the 
power of his will, or anxious repentance, or a secret tormenting 
yearning after home, forms from his imagination a visible frame, 
such as he used to wear?* 

" And supposing you to be quite r^ht, what would you profit by 
it?" exclaimed the zealous doctor. ** If any one who is in a discon- 
tented mood, or state of excitement, sees any thing, it is, indeed, 
only and always his own fancies, his own internal phases, which 
appear before his bodily eye. This may happen to any one at 
times. We have in the morning a vivid oream; we certainly 
awake, and still, for a moment, we see the child for whom we 
yearned, the lily or rose which delighted us, or an old friend who is 
a hundred miles distant Perhaps it never yet happened that, to 
one of the many ghost-seers, his aged father or grandmther appeared 
as a youth or briaegroom, the murderer as a boy in his innocence, 
the wild spectre of an aged prisoner as a blooming virgin. Why, 
then, do not these spectres, for once, change their £aper* 

*' Because," rejoined I, '' they perhaps can express their imagi- 
nation onlv in the last state immediately preceding their change." 

*'Ah ! this is idle,'* exclaimed the doctor, impatiently; " yield the 
point quietly rather than vainly endeavour to refute me. Assist 
me rather in restoring your friend.*' 
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** In what way can I do so?* 

''It is only by some violent means that a happy beginning can 
be made. Believe me, in the deepest recesses of our minds there ate 
still growing some weeds of vanity, concerning which we fondly 
deceive ourselves, by fancying that the external surface is the 
proper soil for them to luxuriate in. Even in moments of 
terror, in the horror of death, or during tormenting disease, we are 
tickled by the consciousness that, notwithstanding these, we ex- 
perience something apart — that we see apparitions which awaken 
anxiety. Nay, we go further; we wish them back again, and as it 
were call them forth; our plastic and pliant nature, and our almost 
inconceivable fancy obey, and again such a bugbear is conjured up. 
Assist me then in persuading and disposing our invaUd to have 
music in the count's or your own apartments ; let us procure an instru- 
ment, and as the countess cannot sin^, she will at least play. That 
they may not cause an excitement, should they again be seized by 
this mania, no one but yourself and I must be present, or at most 
her attendant in case of a relapse. But it will not happen in my pre- 
sence, as I shall have my quick eyes everywhere. By these means 
our patients will gain confidence and tranquillity, and by a daily re- 
petition, and the use of stronger remedies we snail cure their wild 
fancies." 

" And if not?' I replied, with anxious doubt. 

" Well then, by heavens!" he replied, with a loud laugh, " if I, 
without having previously taken too much, see any thing, then — " 

"Thenr 

" Then, baron, you shall call me a fool, which, viewed in the proper 
light, we are all by nature." 

Thus we parted, and it required much persuasion to prevail upon 
my afflicted friend to consent to our experiment. His wife, to my 
astonishment was more easily persuaded. She said, not without 
reason, ** I feel it, my life is drawing to a close, all help is vain, the 
nearer death is, the better. So much the better if a new terror can crush 
me like a stroke of lightning. And if the event which I antici- 
pate does not take place, then my last days will at least be free from 
this fear and anxious horror; I shall be aUe to amuse and divert my- 
self, and it remains in the hand of Omnipotence whether I and my 
husband shall have further hope of recovery." 

The third day was fixed upon for music, and a late hour in the 
evening was appointed, because the countess, like most persons suf- 
fering from fever felt it strongest at that time, and would thereby 
shorten the night, as she seldom slept till morning. An instrument 
had been placed in the room ; more lights than were required were 
burning, and the adjoining chamber likewise was brilliantly lighted, 
in order that no doubtful shadow might be produced in the dark. 
Besides the easy chair and sofa in the sitting-room, there was a couch, 
on which the countess reposed in the day. The piano was placed 
against the wall, between two windows, looking over the garden 
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and some vineyards beyond. After tea, the door being locked, the 
waiter and servant were dismissed; no one remained but the coun- 
tess's attendant, a strong young woman, whom we begged to keep 
up her spirits. 

The countess took her seat at the instrument The doctor stood 
beside her, in order to observe her, as well as to overlook both rooms, 
while I sat and stood altematelv on the other side. Francis, in his 
morning-gown and slippers, walked slowly up and down behind us, 
and the attendant leaned against the open chamber-door. 

At first the countess played faintly, tmcertainly, and timidly. But 
by degrees the beauty of the composition, and the consciousness of 
her talent inspired her, and she played with precision and fire a 
humorous ana melodious fantasia. Her eyes sparkled, her cheeks were 
flushed, and a smile, full of soul, played upon her once beautiful 
mouth. The doctor cast a triumphant glance at me, and by the 
strong light, the mien and feature of every one in the room were 
distinctly visible. All praised the performer, and the doctor gave 
her something to revive her. She was as if inspired with new life, 
and confessed that she had not felt so well for the last vear. Poor 
Francis was in raptures, and his tearful eyes were fiiU of hope. 

With the same arrangement we proceeded to the second piece, 
while she played still more confidently, and with less exertion. 
Bravos and applause accompanied her — when suddenly — a terrible 
shriek was heard — how shall I describe it? Never were my ears 
rent by such terrific sounds — ^it was some time after that I perceived 
that Francis had uttered it — the candles burned with a blue flame, 
but yet there was light enough. — And what a spectacle !— Francis, 
with foaming mouth, and eyes starting from their sockets, was 
clasping a horrible «)ectre; and wrestled with the withered hideous 
form. " You or I,* he now cried, and it clasped him with its bony 
arms so firmly, pressed its crooked deformed body so strongly against 
his, and its pale fiice so firmly against his chest, that we all heard 
how in this struggle his bones were crashing. The attendant had 
hastened to assist the countess, who had £unted. The doctor and 
myself approached the count, just as he threw the spectre with gi- 
gantic force on the couch, which creaked imder her. He stood 
erect. It lay on the couch Uke a cloud, like a dark cover, and as 
we approached, it was gone. 

Francis now felt all his bones broken, his last strength was an- 
nihilated. In three dajrs he was no more, and the physician found 
his body much bruised. The countess never recovered fix)m her 
state of delirium, and two days af);erwards she followed her beloved 
and unfortunate husband to his early grave. 

C.A.F. 
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THE MOON. 

BY JEAN PAUL FBIEDRICH BICHTER. 

When, Oh Eugenius and Rosamond, — ^you, whom I may no 
longer designate by yourriffht names. — I was first about to tell your 
short history, my mends and I walked into an English garden* We 
went by a new-painted coflSn, on the foot-board of which was written : 
" I pass away." Above the verdant garden rose a white obelisk, 
with which two sister-princesses had marked the spot where they 
now met and embraced, and the inscription on which was : " Here 
we have found each other again." The point of the obelisk 
was glittering in the full moon, and here I told my simple story. 
But do thou, gentle reader, draw — which is as much as coffin and 
obelisk — draw, I say, the inscription on the coffin into the ashes of 
oblivion, and write the letters of the obelisk with pure human heart's 
blood in thy inmost self. 

Many souls drop from heaven like flowers; but, with their white 
buds, thej are troaden down into the mud, and lie soiled and crushed 
in the prmt of a hoof You also were crushed, Eugenius and Rosa- 
mond. Tender souls like yours are attacked by three robbers of 
their joys — the mob, whose rough gripe gives to such soft hearts no- 
thing but scars; destiny, which does not wipe away the tear from a 
fair soul full of brilliancy, but the lustre should pensh also, as we do 
not wipe a wet diamond, lest it should grow dmi ; your own hearts 
which renoice too much, and enjoy too httle, have too much hope, 
and too little power of endurance. Rosamond was a bright pearl, 
pierced by anguish — ^parted from all that belonged to her, she only 
quivered m her sorrows like a detached twig of the senritive plant 
at the approach of night — ^her life was aquiet warm rain and that of 
her husband was a bnght lost sunshine. In his presence she averted 
her eyes, when they 1^ just been fixed on her sick child, that was 
only two years old, and was in this life a wavering thin-winged but- 
terfly, beneath a pelting shower. The imagination of Eugenius, 
with its too large wings shattered his slight, delicate frame; tne lily 
bell of his tender body could not contain his mighty soul; the place 
whence sighs originate, his breast, was destroyed like his happmess. 
He had nothing left in the world but his affectionate heart, and for 
that heart there were but two human beings. 

These persons wished, in the spring-time, to quit the whirlpool of 
mankind, which beat so hardly and so coldly against their hearts. 

' ■ — ■ — ■ 

* Or, perhaps, ** angdic garden," meaning a chnrch-yard. The reading giren 
abore ia most probaUy ooxrect 
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They had a quiet cottage prepared for them on one of the high 
Alps opposite to the silver chain of the Staubbach. On the first 
fine spring morning they went the long road to the high mountain. 
There is a holiness which sorrow alone can ^ve in its purity; the 
stream of life becomes white as snow when it is dashed against rocks. 
There is an elevation where little thoughts no more intrude between 
sublime ones, as when upon a mountam one sees the summits close 
to each other without their connection in the depth below. Thou 
hadst that holiness, Rosamond, and thou that elevation, Eugenius. 

A morning mist was gathered round the foot of the mountain, 
and in that three fluttering forms were suspended. These were the 
reflections of the three travellers, and the timid Rosamond started, 
thinking she saw herself. Eugenius thought, " That which the im- 
mortal spirit hath around it is, after all, but a denser mist" And 
the chila snatched at the cloud, and wished to play with its little 
misty brother. One single invisible angel of the future accompanied 
them through life and up this mountain. They were so good and 
Uke each otner that one angel was all they needed. 

As they ascended the angel opened the book of fiite, one leaf of 
which contained the sketch of a three-fold life— every line was a 
day — and when the angel had read the line that belonged to this 
day, he wept and closed the book for ever. 

The travellers, in their delicate condition, required nearly a day 
to arrive at the desired spot. The earth crept back into the valleys, 
the sky rested itself on the mountains. The waving, glimmering sun 
seemed to our Eugenius a mirror of the moon, and he said to his be- 
loved, when the icy summits had already cast their flames upon the 
earth: "I feel so weary, and yet so well. Will it not be as if we 
left two dreams — the dream of life and the dream of death — if we 
enter the cloudless moon as the first shore beyond the hurricanes of 
life?" 

" It will be still better," replied Rosamond, " for in the moon, as 
thou hast taught me, dwell the little children of this earth, and their 
parents remain with them till they themselves become as mild and 
tranquil as children." Then they proceed further. 

"Ay, from heaven to heaven — ^firom world to world!" said Eu- 
genius, ecstatically. 

They ascended as the sun declined; when they climbed more 
slowly, the mountain summits like rising, loosened branches, concealed 
them from the luminary. They hastened on into the evening glim- 
mer, which was already advancing, but when they had reached the 
moimtain where their cottage stood, the eternal mountains stepped 
before the sun; — ^the earth then veiled her graces and her cities, aaor- 
ing heaven, before it looked upon her with all its star-eyes, while 
the waterfalls laid aside their rambows, — and the earth spread higher 
for heaven, which was bending over her with out-stretched cloud- 
arms, a gauze of golden exhalations, and hung it from one mountain 
to another, and the icebergs were set on fire, so that they glared 



TH£MOON. 263 

even to midnight, while opposite to them on the grave of the sun 
was raised a towering funeral pile of clouds, forming the evening 

flow and the evening ashes. But through the glimmering veil kind 
eaven let its evening tears fall deep into the earth, even upon the 
humblest grass andTSe smallest flower. 

Oh, Eugenius, how great then did thy soul become ! The life of 
earth lay at a distance and &r below thee, £ree from all the distor- 
tions which we see in it, because we stand too near it, as the deco- 
rations of shorter scenes change from landscapes to mis-shapen strokes 
when we look at them closely. 

The two living ones embraced each other with a long and gentle 
embrace, as they stood before the cottage, and Eugenius said : '^ Oh, 
thou quiet, eternal heaven, take nothing more from us !" But his 
pale child with its snapped lily-head was before him; he looked at 
the mother, and she lay with her moistened eye reaching into heaven, 
and said sofUy : '' O take us all at once !" 

The angel of futurity, whom I will call the angel of rest, wept as 
he smiled, and his vrings swept away the sighs of the parents with 
an evening breeze, that they might not sadden each other. 

The transparent evening flowed round the red mountain like a 
bright lake, and washed it with the circles of cool evening waves. 
The more the evening and earth grew, still the more did the two souls 
feel that they were in the right place. They had no tears too many, 
none too few, and their bliss needed no other increase than its repe- 
tition. Eugenius sent the first harmonious tones floating like swans 
through the pure Alpine sky. The weary child, twined m a flowery 
wreath, leaned against a sim-dial, and played with the flowers which 
it drew aroimd it, to entwine them in its circle. The mother at last 
awoke firom her harmonious transport ; her eye fell on the large eyes 
of her child, which opened wide upon her ; singing and smiUng, 
and, with overflowing motherly love, she stepped to the little angel, 
which was cold and dead. For its life, which had descended from 
heaven, had, like other tones, been dissipated in the atmosphere of 
earth; death had breathed upon the butterfly, and it had ascended 
from the rushing streams of air to the ever-refining ether; firom the 
flowers of earth to the flowers of paradise. 

Oh, ever flutter away, ye blessed children ! The angel of rest wakes 
you in the morning-hour of life with cradle songs, two arms bear you 
and your little comn, and your body, with the two red cheeks, the 
forehead free from the print of grief, and the white hands, glide down 
by a chain of flowers to the second cradle, and you have only ex- 
changed one paradise for another. But we— oh, we are crushed by 
the storm- winds of life ; our heart is weary, our face is deeply marked 
with earthly care, and our soul stiflened, stUl clings to the earthy clod. 

Turn away thine eye firom Rosamond's piercing shriek, fixed 
glance, and petrifying features, if thou art a mother, and hast already 
lelt this pain ! look not upon the mother, who, witii senseless hand, 
squeezes against her the corpse which she now cannot stifle ; but look at 

T 
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the father, who, withhis breast, sQently covers his strolling heart, al- 
though black grief has twined around it with an adder s folds, and poi- 
soned it with an adder's teeth. Ah, when he at last had conquered the 
pain, his heart was envenomed and riven. A man bears the pain of 
the wound, but sinks under the scar: a woman seldom combats her 
grief, but yet she survives it. ** Remain here," he said, with a sup 
pressed voice, '' I will lay it to rest before the moon rises.** She said 
nothing, kissed the chila in silence, broke up its wreath of flowers, 
sunk down upon the sun-dial, and laid her cold fiice upon her arm, 
that she might not see it carried awaj. 

On the way the dawning li^ht of the moon shone upon the shaking 
body of the infant, and the fstther said : *' Burst forth, oh moon ! that 
I may see the land wherein He dwells. Rise, oh Elyaum ! that I may 
think the soul of the corse is within thee. Oh child, child, dost thou 
know me— dost thou bear me ? Hast thou above so &ir a &ce as 
this one, so sweet a mouth? Oh thou heavenly mouth, thou heavenly 
eye, no more spirit visits thee !*' He laid the child beneath flowers 
which supplied the place of all that we are generally laid upon for the 
last time; out his heart was breaking when he covered the pale Ups, 
the open eyes, with flowers and earth, and streams of tears fell first 
into tne grave. When with the verdant coating of the dods he had 
built a Uttle mound, he felt that he was weary of his journey and of 
life; that his weakly chest could not endure the thin moimtain air, 
and that the ice of death had settled in his heart. He cast a loi^inff 
lance at the bereaved mother, who had long stood trembling benind 
im, and they fell silent into each other's arms, and their eyes could 
scarcely weep more. 

At last, from behind a glacier that was glimmering out, the glo- 
rious moon flowed forth m loveliness on the two sdent unhappy 
ones, and showed them its white peaceful meadows, and the gentle 
light with which it softens man. ^'Mother, look up," said £u- 
ffenius; " yonder is thy son ! See there, the white flowery troves. 
Pi whidi oiTr chUd wiU /lay, aie pasbg ov^ die moon." Now Ibum^ 
ing fire filled his inmost self with consuming power, — the moon 
made his eye blind to all that was not light ; sublime forms rolled 
before him in the li^ht stream, and he heard in his soul, new thoughts 
which are not indigenous in man, and are too great for memory; 
just as in a dream small melodies may come to the man who can make 
none when awake. Death and pleasure press upon his heavy tonpie. 
*^ Rosamond, why sayest thou nothing r Dost thou see thy child ? 
I look beyond the long earth, even to wh^re the mo<»i begins. 
Hiere is my son flying between angels. Full flowers cradle him,— 
the spring of eartn waves over him — children lead him — angels in- 
struct him — Grod loves him. Oh! thou dear one, thou art smiling; the 
silver light of paradise flows with heavenly radiance about thy little 
mouth, and thou hearest me, and callest thy parents. Rosamond, 
give me thy hand; we will go and die V^ 
The sligat corporeal chains grew longer. His advancing spirit 
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flutlered higher on the borders of life. With convulsive power he 
seized the paralysed Rosamond, and blind and sinking, stammered 
forth, " Rosamond, where art thou ? I fly ! I die ! We remain 
together !" 

His heart burst, — ^his spirit fled; but Rosamond did not remain 
with him, for £site snatched her from his dying hand, and cast her 
back upon earth, living. She felt if his hand had the coldness of 
death, and since it had, she placed it sofUy against her heart, simk 
dowly upon her failing knees, and raised her face, which had be- 
come inexpressibly serene, towards the starry power. Her eyeSi 
£rom their tearless sockets, pressed forth dry, large, and happy, mto 
the sky, and therein calnuy sought a supernatural form, which 
should descend and bear her up. She almost fancied she was 
dying then, and prayed thus : ^* Come, thou angel of rest, come and 
take m^y heart, and bear it to my beloved. Ansel of rest ! leave 
me not so long alone among the corses. Oh, God ! is there then 
nought invisible about me ? Angel of death ! thou must be here, 
thou hast already snatched away two souls close by me, and hast 
made them ascend. I, too, am dead, draw forth my glowing soul 
£rom its cold kneeling corse." 

With mad disquiet, she looked about in the vacant sky. Sud- 
denly, in that still desert, a star shone forth, and woimd its way to- 
uneurds the earth. She spread her arms in transport, and thought the 
angel of rest was rushing towards her. Alas ! the star passed away, 
but she did not. " Not yet? Do I not die yet, AU-merciful One r" 
sighed poor Rosamond. 

In the east a cloud arose, — ^it passed over the moon, sailed in lone- 
liness across the clear sky, and stood over the most agonised heart 
upon earth. She threw back her head, so as to &ce the cloud, and 
said to the Ughtning, ** Strike this hc^, and release my heart F' 
But the cloud passed darklv over the head that was thrown back for 
it, and Ayixig down the sky, sunk behind the mountains. Then, 
with a thousand tears, she cned, '^ Can I not die? Can I not die?' 

Poor Rosamond ! How did pain roll itself together, give an angry 
serpent-spring at thy heart, ana fix in it all its ^isonous teeth. Sut 
a weeping spirit poured the opium of insensibility into thine heart, 
and the bursts of^agony flowed away in a sofl convulsion. 

She awoke in the morning, but her mind was unsettled. She 
saw the sun and the dead man, but her eye had lost all tears, and 
her burst heart had, like a broken bell, lost all tone; she merely 
murmured, " Why can I not die ?' She went back cold into her 
hut, and said nothing but these words. Every night she went half 
an hour later to the corpse, and every time she met the rising moon, 
which was now broken, and said, while she turned her mourn- 
ing, tearless eye towards its gleaming meadows, ^'Whv cannot 

Ay, why canst thou not, good soul ? f<» the cold earth would 

t2 
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have sucked out of all thy wounds the last venom with which the 
human heart is laid beneatn its surface, just as the hand when buried 
in earth recovers from the sting of a bee. But I turn mine eye 
away from thy pain, and look up at the glimmering moon, where 
Eugenius opens his eyes among smiling children, and his own child, 
now with wings, falls upon his heart. How quiet is every thing in 
the dimly lit portico of the second world, a misty rain of liffht silvers 
o*er the bright fields of the first heaven, and beads of light instead 
of sparkling dew hang upon flowers and summits, — ^the blue of 
heaven is darker over the lily plains, all the melodies in the thinner 
air are but a dispersed echo, — only night-flowers exhale their scents, 
and dazzle waving around calmer glances — ^here the waving plains 
lock as in a cradle the crushed souls, and the lofty billows of life 
fall gliding apart — then the heart sleeps, the eye becomes dry, the 
wish becomes silent. Children flutter like the hum of bees around 
the heart which is sunk in earth, and is still palpitating, and the 
dream after death represents the earthly life, as a dream here repre- 
sents childhood here, magically, soothingly, softly, and free from care, 

Eugenius looked from the moon towards the earth, which for a 
long moon-day — equal to two earth- weeks — floated like a thin white 
cloud across the blue sky; but he did not recognise his old mother- 
land. At last the sun set to the moon, and our earth rested, large, 
gUmmering, and immoveable, on the pure horizon of Elvsium, scat- 
tering, like a water-wheel upon a meadow, the flowing oeams upon 
the waving Elysian garden. He then recognised the earth, upon 
which he had left a heart so troubled, in a breast so beloved; and his 
soul, which reposed in pleasure, became full of melancholy, and of 
an infinite longing after the beloved of his former life, who was suf- 
fering below. "Oh, my Rosamond! why dost thou not leave a 
sphere, where nothing more loves thee?' And he cast a suppli- 
cating look at the angel of rest, and said: " Beloved one, take me 
down from the land of quiet, and lead me to the faithful soul, that I 
may see her, and again feel pain, so that she may not pine alone." 

Then his heart oegan suddenly, as it were, to float without 
any bounds; breezes fluttered around him, as though they raised him 
flying, wafted him away as they swelled, and veiled him in floods; 
he sank through the red evenmg twilights as through roses, and 
through the mght as through bowers, and through a damp atmo- 
sphere which filled his eye with drops. Then it seemed as though 
old dreams of childhood had returned — then there arose a complaint 
from the distance, which re-opened all his closed wounds; the com- 
plaint, as it drew nearer, became Rosamond's voice — at last she 
herself was before liim, imrecognisable, alone, without solace, without 
a tear, without colour. 

And Rosamond dreamed upon the earth, and it was to her as 
though the sun took wings, and became an angel. This angel, she 
dreamed, drew down towards her the moon, which became a gentle 
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face. Beneath this face, as it approached her, a heart at last formed 
itself. It was Eu^enius, and his oeloved arose to meet him. But as 
she exclaimed, with transport, " Now I am dead !" — ^the two dreams, 
both hers and his, vanished, and the two were again severed. 

Eugenius waked above, the glimmering earth still stood in the sky, 
his heart was oppressed, and his eye beamed with a tear which had 
jiot fallen on the moon. Rosamond waked below, and a large warm 
dew-drop hung in one of the flowers of her bosom. Then did the 
last mist of her soul shower down in a light rain of tears, her soul 
became light and sun-clear, and her eye hung gently on the dawning 
sky; the earth was indeed strange to her, but no longer hateful ; 
and her hands moved as though they were leading those who had 
died. 

The angel of rest looked upon the moon, and looked upon the 
earth, and he was softened by the sighs from both. On the morn- 
ing-earth he perceived an eclipse of the sun, and a bereft one ; he 
saw Rosamond during this transient night sink upon the flowers 
that slept in the darkness, and into the cold evening-dew which fell 
upon the morning-dew, and stretching forth her hands towards the 
shaded heaven, which was full of night-birds, look up towards the 
moon with inexpressible longing, as it floated trembling in the sun. 
The angel looked upon the moon, and near him wept the departed 
one, who saw the earth swimming deep below, — a flood of shade, 
fitted into a ring of fire, and from whom tne mourning form that dwelt 
upon it, took all the happiness of heaven. Then was the heavenly 
heart of the angel of peace broken — he seized the hand of Eugenius 
and that of his child— drew both through the second world, and 
bore them down to the dark earth. Rosamond saw three forms 
wandering through the obscurity, the gleam from whom reached 
the starry heaven, and went along hovering over them. Her be- 
loved and her child flew like spring-days to her heart, and said, 
*' Oh, thou dear one, come with us ! Her maternal heart broke 
with maternal love, the circulation of earth-blood was stopped, her 
life was ended ; and happily, happily, did she stammer forth to the 
two beloved hearts, ** Can 1 not then die?" "Thou hast died al- 
ready," said the angel of the three fond ones, weeping with joy, 
** Yonder thou seest the sphere of earth, whence thou comest, still 
in shade." And the waves of joy closed on high over the blessed 
world, and all the happy and aU children looked upon our sphere 

which still trembled in the shade. 

# # # • # 

Yea, indeed, is it in shade ! But man is higher than his place. 
He looks up and spreads the wings of his soul, and when the sixty 
minutes, which we call sixty years, have finished striking, he th^ 
lifts himself up, and kindles himself as he rises, and the ashes of his 
plumage fall back, and the unveiled soul rises alone, free from earth, 
and pure as a musical tone. But here, in the midst of dark life, he 
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Bees the xnountams of the future world standing in the momin^ gold 
of a sun that does not arise here. Thus, the imiabitant of the Isorth 
Pole in the long night, when the sun has ceased to rise, discerns at 
twelve o'clock, a dawn gilding the highest mountains, and he thinks 
of his long summer, when it will set no more. 

J.O. 



THE ELEMENTARY SPIRIT. 

BY E. T. W. HOFFMANN. 

On the 20th of November, 1815, Albert von B— , lieutenant- 
colonel in the Prussian service, found himself on the road firom 
Li^ge to Aix-la-Chapelle. The corps to which he belonged was on 
its return firom France to march to Li^e to head-quarters on that 
very day, and was to remain there for two or three days more. 
Albert nad arrived the evening before; but in the morning he felt 
himself attacked by a strange restlessness, and — as he would hardly 
have confessed to himself — an obscure dream, which had haxmted 
him all night, and had foretold that a very pleasant adventure 
awaited him at Aix-la-Chapelle, was the only cause of his sudden 
departure. Much surprised even at his own proceeding, he was 
sitting on the swift horse, which would, he hoped, take mm to the 
city before nightfalL 

A severe cutting autumn wind roared over the bare fields, and 
awakened the voices of the leafless wood in the distance, which 
imited their groans to its howling. Birds of prey came croaking, 
and followed in flocks the thick clouds which ^thered more and 
more, until the last ray of sunlight had vanish^, and a fidnt dull 
gray had overspread the entire sky. Albert wrapped his mantle 
more closely about him, and while he trotted on along the broad 
road, the picture of the last eventful time unfolded itself to his ima- 
gination. He thought how, a few months before, he had travelled 
on the same road, in an opposite direction, and during the loveliest 
season of the year. The fields then bloomed forth luxuriantly, the 
fragrant meadows resembled variegated carpets, and the bushes in 
which the birds joyously chirped and sung, shone in the fair liffht 
of golden sunbeams. The earth, like a lonmng bride, had ric£ly 
adorned herself to receive in her dark nuptial chamber, the victims 
consecrated to death — the heroes who fell m the sanguinary battles. 

Albert had reached the corps to which he was appointed, when 
the cannon had already begun to thunder by the Sambre, though 
he was in time enough to take part in the oloody battles of Char- 
leroi, Gilly, and Gosselins. Indeed, chance seemed to wish that 
Albert should be present just when any thing decided took place. 



^^m^mm^m^^^^^^ 



THE ELEMENTARY SPIRIT. 269 

Thus he was at the last storming of the village Flanchenoit, which 
caused the victory in the most remarkable of all battles — ^Wa- 
terloo. He was m the last engagement of the campaign, when 
the final efibrt of rage and fierce despair on the part of the enemy 
wreaked itself on the immoveable courage of the heroes, who hav- 
ing a fine position in the village of Issy, drove back the foe as they 
sought, amid the most fiirious discharge of grape, to scatter death 
and destruction in the ranks; and indeed drove them back so far, 
that the sharp-shooters pursued them almost to the barriers of Paris. 
The night afterwards (that of the drd and 4th of July), was, as is 
"well known, that on which the military convention for the sur- 
render of the metropolis was settled at St. Cloud. 

The battle of Issy now rose brightly before Albert's soul; he 
thought of things, which as it seemed, he had not observed, nay, had 
not been able to observe during the fight. Thus the faces of many 
individual officers and men appeared before his eyes, depicted in the 
most lively manner, and his heart was struck by the inexplicable 
expression, not of proud or unfeeling contempt of death, but of 
really divine inspiration, which beamed from many an eye. Thus 
he heard sounds, now exhorting to fight, now uttered wim the last 
sigh of death, which deserved to be treasured up for posterity like 
the animating utterances of the heroes of antiquity. 

'^ Do I not,'' thought Albert, '^ almost feel uke one who has a 
notion of his dream when he wakes, but who does not recollect all 
its single features till several dajys afterwards? Ay, a dream, and 
only a dream, one would think, by flying over time and space, with 
its mighty wings, could render possible, the gigantic, monstrous, 
unheard-of events, that took place during the eighteen eventful days 
of a cam{3aign, which mocks the boldest thoughts, the most daring 
combinations of the speculative mind. Indeed the human mind 
does not know its own greatness ; the act surpasses the thought. For 
it is not rude physical force, no ! it is the mind, whicn creates 
deeds as they have happened, and it is the jpsycluc power of every 
single person, really inspired, which attaches itself to the wisdom and 
genius of the general, and helps to accomplish the monstrous and the 
unexpected." 

Albert was disturbed in these meditations by his groom, who 
kept about twenty paces behind him, and whom he heard ciy out, 
'* Eh ! Paul Talkebartli, where the deuce do you come firom? He 
turned his horse, and perceived that a horseman, who had just trotted 
past him, and whom he had not particularly observed, was standing 
still with his ^room, beating out the cheeks of the large fox-ftir cap 
with which his head was covered, so that soon the well-known &ce 

of Paul Talkebarth, Colonel Victor von S 's old groom, was made 

manifest, glowing with the finest vermiUon. 

Now iQbert mew at once what it was that impelled him so ir- 
resistibly firom Li^e to Aix-la-Chapelle, and he could not compre- 
hend how the thougkt of Victor, his most intimate and dearest fiiend| 
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whom te had every reason to suppose at Aix, merely lay dimly in 
his soul, and attained nothing like distinctness. He now also cried 
out, " Eh ! Paul Talkebarth, whence do you come? Where is your 
master?" 

Paul curvetted up to him very gracefully, and said, holding the 
palm of his hand against the far-too-large cockade of his cap, by way 
of military salutation: " Yes, 'faith, I am Paul Talkebarth indeed, 

icious lieutenant-colonel. We've bad weather here, Zermannore 
^sur mon honneur). But the groundsel brings that about Old 
Lizzy always used to say so. I cannot say, gracious lieutenant- 
colonel, if you know Lizzy: she lives at Genthin, but if one has 
been at Paris, and has seen the wild goat in the Schartinpland 
(Jardin des Plantei), — ^Now, what one seeks for one finds near, and 
here I am in the presence of the gracious lieutenant-colonel, whom 
I was to seek at Li^ge. The spirus familis (spirUusfamiliaris), whis- 

Eered yesterday evening into my master's ear, that the gracious 
eutenant-colonel had come to Li^ge. Zackermanntho (jsacre man 
de Dieu)^ there was delight ! It may be as it will, but I nave never 
put any faith in the cream-colour. A fine beast, Zermannore, but 
& mere childish thing, and the baronness did her utmost — that is 
true ! There are decent sort of people here, but the wine is good 
for nothing — and when one has been in Paris — ! Now, the colonel 
might have marched in, Uke one through the Argen trumph (Arc 
de triomphe), and I should have put the new shabrach on the white 
horse ; gad, how he would have pricked up his ears ! But did Lizzy,-— 
she was my aimt, at Genthin, was always accustomed to say — I 
don't know, gracious lieutenant-colonel, wnether you — " 

" May your tongue be lamed," said Albert, interrupting the in- 
corrigible babbler. *' If your master is at Aix, we must make haste, 
for we have still above five leagues to go." 

** Stop," cried Paul Talkebarth, with all his might; " stop, stop, 
gracious Heutenant-colonel, the weather is bad here; but for fodder— 
tnose who have eyes like us, that shine in the fog." 

" Paul," cried Albert, " do not wear out my patience. Where 
is your master? Is he not in Aix?" 

J?aul Talkebarth smiled with such delight, that his whole counte- 
nance puckered up into a thoiisand folds, like a wet glove, and then 
stretching out his arm he pointed to the building, which might be 
seen behmd the wood, upon a gentle declivity, and said, " Yonder, 
in the castle !" Without waiting for what Paul might have to 
prattle further, Albert struck into the path that led firom the high 
road, and hurried on in a rapid trot. After the little that he has 
said, honest Paul Talkebarth must appear to the gracious reader as 
an odd sort of fellow. We have only to say, that he being an heir-loom 

of the family, served Colonel Victor von S from the moment 

when the latter first put on his officer's sword, after having been the 
intendent-general and mattre des plaisirs of all the sports and mad 
pranks of his childhood. An old and very odd magister, who had 
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been tutor to the family through two generations, completed, with 
the amount of education which he allowed to flow to honest Paul, 
those happy talents for extraordinary confusion and strange Eulen- 
smeffelei* with which nature had by no means scantily endued him. 
At the same time he was the most faithful soul that could possibly 
exist. Ready every moment to sacrifice his life for his master, 
neither his advancea age nor any other consideration could prevent 
the good Paul from following him to the field in the year 1813. 
His own nature rendered him superior to every hardship; but less 
strong than his corporeal was his spiritual nature, which seemed to 
have received a strange shock, or at any rate some extraordinary 
impulse during his residence in France, especially in Paris. Then, 
for the first time, did he properly feel that Magister Spreugepileus 
had been perfectly right wnen he called him a great light, that would 
one day shine forth orightly. This shining quality Paul had dis- 
covered by the aptness with which he had accommodated himself to 
the manners of a foreign people, and had learned their language. 
Therefore, he boasted not a little, and ascribed it to his extraordinary 
talent alone, that he could oflen, in respect to quarters and provisions, 
obtain that which seemed unattainaole. Talkebarth's fiine French 
phrases, the gentle reader has already been made acquainted with 
some pleasant curses — were current, if not through the whole army, 
at any rate through the corps to which his master was attached. 
Every trooper who came to quarters in a village, cried to the peasant 
with Paul's words, ** Pisang ! de lavendel pur di schevals !" (Pen/' 
san^ de Vavaine pour les chevaux.) 

Paul, as is generally the case with eccentric natures, did not 
like things to happen in the ordinary manner. He was particularly 
fond of surprises, and sought to prepare them in every possible man- 
ner for his master, who was certainly oflen surprised, though in 
quite another manner than was designed by honest Talkebarth, 
whose happy schemes generally failed in their execution. Thus, he 
now entreated Lieutenant-colonel von B— — , when the latter was 
riding straight up to the principal entrance of the house, to take a 
circuitous coiurse and enter the court-yard by the back way, that his 
master might not see him before he entered the room. To meet this 
view, Albert was obliged to ride over a marshy meadow, where he 
was grievously splashed by the mud, and then he had to go over a 
fragile bridge on a ditch. Paul Talkebarth wished to show ofl* his 
horsemanship by jumpingcleverly over; but he fell in with his horse up 
to Ae belly, and was with diflScmty brought back to firm groimd by 
Albert's groom. Now, in high spirits, he put spurs to his horse, 
and with a wild huzza leaped into the court-yard. As all the geese, 
ducks, turkeys, and poultry of the household were gathered together 
here to rest; while from the one side a flock of sheep, and from the 
other side a flock of pigs, had been driven in, we may easily imagine 
that Paul Talkebartn, who not being perfect master of his horse, 

* EuUnspiegelei Bignifies odd practical jokes, and is deriyed from Eulenspiegel, the 
traditional perpetrator of such pleasantries.— J. O. 
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galloped about the court in lar^ circles, without any will of his own, 
produced no little devastation in the domestic economy. Amid the 
fearful noise of squeaking, cackling, bleating, grunting animals, the 
barking of the dogs, ana the scolding of the servants, Albert made 
his glorious entrance, wishing honest Paul Talkebarth at all the 
deviL, with his project of suiprise. 

At last Albert leaped from his horse, and entered the house, which, 
without any claim to beauty or elegance, looked roomy and conve- 
nient enough. On the steps he was met by a well-fed, not veiy tall 
man, in a short, giay, hunting-jacket, who, with a half-sour smile, 
said: *' Quartered ?" By the tone in which the man asked this ques* 
tion, Albert perceived at once that the master of the house. Baron 

von E (as he had learned from Paul) was before him. He assured 

him that he was not quartered, but merely purposed to visit his in- 
timate friend, Colond Victor von & , who was, he was told, 

residing there, and that he onlv required the baion's hospitality for 
that evening and the night, as ne intended to start veiy early on the 
following morning. 

The Huron's &ce visibly cleared up, and the full sun-shine, which 
ordinarily seemed to play upon his good-humoured, but scmiewhat 
too broad, countenance, returned completely, when Albert as he 
ascended the stairs with him remarked, that in all probability no 
division of the army now marching would touch this spot. 

The baron opened a door, Albert entered a cheerful-looking par- 
lour, and perceived Victor, who sat with his back towards him. At 
the soimd of his entrance Victor turned rounds and with a loud ex* 
damation of joy fell into the arms of the lieutenant. '^ Is it not 
true, Albert, you thought of me last ni^ht ? I knew it, my inner 
sense told me that you were in Li^ge at the very moment when you 
first entered the place. I fixed all my thoughts upon you, my spi* 
ritual arms embraced you ; you could not escape me." 

Albert confessed tliat — as the gentle reader already knows— dark 
dreams which came to no clear shape had driven him from li^ge. 

" Yes," cried Victor, with transport, " yes, it is no fitncy, no idle 
notion ; the divine power is given to us, which, ruling space and 
time, manifests the supersensual in the world of sense." 

Albert did not know what Victor meant Indeed the whole be- 
haviour of his^%iend, so different from his usual manner, seemed to 
denote an over-excited state. In the meanwhile the lady, who had 
been sitting before the fire near Victor, arose and approached the 
stranger. Albert bowed to her, casti^ an inquiring fflance at Victor. 
"This is the Baroness Aurora von &- — ," said victor, " my hos- 
ptable hostess, who tends me ever carefiilly and fidthfrilly in sick- 
ness and in trouble!" 

Albert as he looked at the baroness felt quite convinced that the 
little plump woman had not yet attained her fortieth year, and that 
she would have been very well made had not the nutritious food 
of die country, together with much sunshine, caused her shape to 
deviate a little from the line of beauty. This counteracted the &vour- 
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able effect of her pretty, iSresh-colotired face, the dark blue eyes of 
which might otherwise have beamed somewhat dangerously for the 
heart. Albert considered the attire of the baroness ahnost too 
homely, for the material of her dress, which was of a dazzling white* 
ness, while it showed the excellence of the washing and bleaching 
department, also showed the great distance at whiSi the domestic 
spmning and weaving stood from perfection. A cotton kerchief, of 
a very glaring pattern, thrown negligently about the neck, so that 
its whiteness was visible enough, did not at all increase the brilliant 
effect of the costume. The oddest thing of all was, that the baroness 
wore on her little feet the most elegant silken shoes, and on her head 
the most charming lace cap, after tne newest Parisian &shion. This 
head-dress, it is true, reminded the lieutenant-colonel of a pretty 
grisette, with whom chance had made him acquainted at Paris, but 
lor this veiy reason a quantity of imcommonly gallant things flowed 
from his lips, while he apologised for his suaden appearance. The 
baroness did not fail to reply to these prettinesses in the proper style, 
and having once opened her mouth the stream of her discourse flowed 
on uninterruptedly, till she at last went so far as to say, that it would 
be impossible to snow sufficient attention to such an amiable guest, 
the &iend of the colonel, who was so dear to the family. At the 
sudden rin^ of the bell, and the shrill ciy: '* Mariane, Mariano!" 
a peevish old woman made her appearance, who, by the bunch of 
keys which hung from her waist, seemed to be the housekeeper. A 
consultation was now held with this lady and the husband, as to what 
nice thin^ could be got ready. It was soon found, however, that 
all the delicacies, such as venison and the like, were either already 
consumed, or could only be got the next day. Albert, with difficulty 
suppressing his displeasure, said, that they would force him to qmt 
immediately in the night, if on his account they disturbed the ar* 
rangements of the house in the slightest deg|ree. A little cold meat, 
nay, some bread and butter, would be sufficient for his supper. The 
baroness replied by protesting that it was iinpossible for the lieutenant* 
colonel to do witnout someuiing warm, after his ride in the rough, 
bleak weather, and afler a long consultation with Mariane, the pre- 
paration of some mulled wine was found to be possible and decided 
on. Mariane vanished through the door-way, rattling as she went, 
but at the veiy moment when they were about to take their seats, 
the baroness was called out by an aniazed maid-servant. Albert over- 
heard that the baroness was being informed at the door of the fright- 
ful devastations of Paul Talkeburth, with a list — ^no inconsiderable 
one— of the dead, wounded, and missing. The baron ran out afler 
his wife, and while she was scolding he was wishing honest Paul 
Talkebarth at Jericho, and the servants were uttering general lamen- 
tations. Albert briefly told his friend of Paul's exploit in the jrard. 
^' That old Eulenspi^el is always plajrin^ such tricks,'* said Victor, 
angrily, ^' and yet the rascal means so well from the veiy bottom of 
his heart, that one cannot attack him." 
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At that moment all became quiet without; the chief maid-servant 
had brought the glad intelligence that Hans Gucklick had been 
irightened indeed, but had come off free from other harm, and was 
now eating with a good appetite. 

The baron enter^ with a cheerful mien, and repeated, in a tone 
of satisfaction, that Hans Gucklick had been spared from that wild, 
life-disregarding Paul Talkebarth. At the same time he took occa- 
sion to expatiate at great length, and from an agricultural point of 
view, the utility of extending the breeding of poultry. This Hans 
Gucklick, who had only been very frightened, and had not been 
otherwise hurt, was the old cock, who was highly prized, and had 
been for years the pride and ornament of the whole poultry-yard. 

The baroness now made her re-appearance, but it was only to arm 
herself with a great bunch of keys, which she took out of a cup- 
board. Quickly she hurried off, and Albert could hear both her 
and the housekeeper clattering and rattling up stairs and down 
stairs, accompanied by the slmll voices of the maid-servants who 
were called, and the pleasant music ofpestles and mortars and graters, 
which ascended from the kitchen. " Grood heavens !" thought Albert. 
" If the general had marched in with the whole of the head-quarters, 
there could not have been more noise than has been occasioned by 
my xmlucky cup of mulled wine." 

The baron, who had wandered from the breeding of poultry to 
hunting, had not quite got to the end of a very complicated story 
of a mie deer which he had seen, and had not shot, when the 
baroness entered the room, followed by no less a person than Paul 
Talkebarth, who bore the mulled wine in a handsome porcelain 
vessel. " Bring it all here, good Paul," said the baroness, very 
kindly. Whereupon Paul replied, with an indescribably sweet, 
" A iu zerpir (i vous servir\ madame." The manes of the victims 
in the yard seemed to be appeased, and all seemed for^en. 

Now, at last, they all sat down quietly together, xhe baroness, 
after she had handed the cup to tne visiter, began to knit a mon- 
strous worsted stocking, and the baron took occasion to enlarge 
upon the species of kmtting which was designed to be worn while 
hunting. During his discourse he seized the vessel, that he also 
might take a cup. ** Ernest!" cried the baroness to him, in an 
angry tone. He at once desisted from his purpose, and slunk to the 
cunboard, where he quietly refreshed himself with a glass of 
Scnnapps. Albert availed himself of the moment to put a stop to 
the baron's tedious disquisitions, by urgently asking his friend how 
he was going oil Victor was of opimon that there was plenty of 
time to say, in two words, what had happened to him since their 
separation, and that he could not expect to near from Albert's lips all 
the mighty occurrences of the late portentous period. The baroness 
assured him, with a smile, that there was nothing prettier than 
tales of war and murder; while the baron, who had rejoined the 
party^ said that he liked amazingly to hear of battles, when they 



THE ELEMENTARY SPIRIT. 275 

• 

were very bloody, as they always reminded him of his hunting-parties. 
He was upon the point of returning to the story of the stag that he 
did ttoi snoot, but Albert cut him short, and laughing out loud, 
though with increased displeasure, remarked that, though there was, 
to be sure, some smart shooting in the chase, it was a comfortable 
arrangement that the stags, hares, &c., whose blood was at stake, 
could not return the fire. 

Albert felt thoroughly warmed by the beverage which he had 
drunk, and which he found was excellently made of splendid wine, 
and his comfortable state of body had a good effect on his mind, 
completely overcoming the ill-humour which had taken possession 
of him in this uncomfortable society. He unfolded before Victor's 
eyes the whole sublime and fearful picture of the awful battle, that 
at once annihilated all the hopes of the fancied ruler of the world. 
With the most glowing imagmation, he described the invincible, 
lion-like courage of those battalions who at last stormed the village 
of Planchenoit, and concluded with the words : " Oh ! Victor, Victor ! 
would you had been there, and fought with me !" 

Victor had moved close to the baroness's chair, and having picked 
up the large ball of worsted, which had rolled down from her lap, 
was playing with it in his hands, so that the industrious knitter was 
compelled to draw the threads through his fingers, and often could 
not avoid touching his arm with her long needle. 

At the words, which Albert uttered with an elevated voice, Victor 
appeared suddenly to wake as from a dream. He eyed his friend 
with a singular smile, and said, in a half-suppressea tone: **Yes, 
dear Albert, what you say is but too true! Man often implicates 
himself early in snares, the gordian knot of which death alone 
forcibly sunders ! As for what concerns the raising of the devil in 
general, the audacious invocation of one's own fearful spirit is the 
most perilous thing possible. But here every thing sleeps !" 

Victor's dark, umntelUgible words were a sufficient proof that he 
had not heard a syllable of all that Albert had said, but nad been oc- 
cupied all the time with dreams, which must have been of a very 
singular kind. 

Albert, as may be supposed^ was dumb with amazement. Look- 
ing around him he perceived, for the first time, that the master of 
the house, who with hands folded before him, had sunk against the 
back of a chair, had dropped his weary head upon hid breast, and 
that the baroness with closed eyes continued to knit mechanically 
like a piece of clock-work wound up. 

Albert sprung up quickly, makmg a noise as he rose, but at 
the very same moment the baroness rose also, and approached him 
with an air, so free, noble, and graceful, that he saw no more of the 
little, plump, almost comical figure, but thought that the baroness 
was transformed to another creature. "Pwxion the housewife 
who is employed from break of day, lieutenant-colonel," said she, in 
a sweet voice, as she grasped Alb^'s hand, ** if in the evening she 
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is unable to resist the effects of fatigue, even though she heais 
the greatest events recorded in the finest manner. Ttis you must 
also pardon in the active sportsman. You must certainly be anxious 
to be alone with your friend and to open your heart to him, and 
under such circumstances every witness is an incumberanoe. It 
will certainly be agreeable to you to take, alone with your fiiendi 
the supper which I have served in his apartment'^ 

No proposed could have been more opportune to Albert. He 
immediately in the most courteous language, wished a good night 
to his kind hostess, whom he now he^tily foi^ve for the bimch 
of keys, and the grief about frightened Hans Gucklick, as well as 
for the stocking-knitting and the nodding. 

'' Dear Ernest \" cried the baroness, as the friends wished to bid 
good night to the baron ; but as the latter, instead of answering 
only cried out very plainly: "Huss! Huss! T^^tus! Waldmannl 
Allons ! " and let his head hang on the other dde, they tried no more 
to arouse him from his pleasant dreams. 

" Now," said Albert, finding himself alone with "Victor for the 
first time, " tell me how you have fared. But, however, first let us 
eat a bit, for I am very himgry, and it appears there is something 
more here than the bread and butter." 

The lieutenant-colonel was right, for he found a table elegantly 
set out with the choicest cold dehcacies, the chief ornament of whicn 
was a Bayonne ham, and a pasty of red partridges. Paul Talkebarth, 
when Albert expressed his satisfaction, said, waggishly smiling, that 
if he had not been present, and had not given Miuriane a hint of 
what it was that the lieutenant-colonel liked, as suppenfink {super'- 
fine) — ^but that, nevertheless, he could not forget his aimt Lizzy, who 
had burned the rice-pudding on his wedding-day, and that he had. 
now been a widower for thirty years, and one could not tell, since 
marriages were made in heaven, and that Mariane — ^but that it was the 
gracious baroness who had given him the best herself, namely, a whole 
basket of celery for the gentleman. Albert did not know why such 
an unreasonable quantity of vegetable food should be served, and was 
highly delighted, when Paul Talkebarth broi^ht the basket, which 
contamed — not celery — ^but six bottles of the miest vm de SiUery, 

While Albert was enjoying himself, Victor narrated how he had 
come to the estate of the Baron von E . 

The fiitigues of the first campaign (1813), which had often proved 
too nmch fcr the strongest constitutions, had ruined Victor's health. 
The waters at Aix-la-Chapelle would, he hoped, restore him, and he 
was residing there when Bonaparte's flight fi«)m Elba gave the signal 
for a new and sanguinary contest Wnen preparations were mak- 
ing for the campaign, Victor received orders fix)m the Besidenee 
to join the army on the Lower Rhine, if his health permitted ; but 
fate allowed him no more than a ride of four or five kngues. Just 
before the sate of the house in which the fiiends now were, Victor's 
horse, whicn had usually been the surest and most fearless animal in 
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the world, and had been tried in the wildest tumults of battle, sud- 
denly took fright, and reared, and Victor fell — ^to use his own 
words — like a schoolboy who has mounted a horse for the first time. 
He lay insensible, while the blood flowed from a severe wound in 
his head, which he had struck against a sharp stone. He was car- 
ried into the house, and here, as removal seemed dan^rous, he was 
forced to remain till the time of his recovery, which did not yet 
eeem complete, since, although the wound haa been long healed, he 
was weakened by the attacks of fever. . Victor spoke of me care and 
attention which tiie baroness had bestowed upon him in terms of the 
warmest gratitude. 

" Well," cried Albert, laughing aloud, " for this I was not pre- 
pared. I thought you were going to tell me something very extra- 
ordinary, and now, lo, and behbld— don't be oflended — ^the whole 
affiiir seems to turn out a silly sort of story, like those that have been 
80 worn out in a hundred stupid novels, that nobody with decency 
can have any thing to do with such adventures. The woundea 
knight is borne into the castie, the mistress of the house tends him, 
and he becomes a tender Amoroso. For, Victor, that you, in spite 
of your good taste hitherto, in spite of your whole mode of life, 
should au of a sudden fiJl in love with a plimip elderly woman, who 
is homely and domestic to the last degree, that you should play the 
pining lack-a-daisical youth, who, as somebody says, *• sighs like an 
oven, and makes songs on his mistress's tears,' — tiiat, I say, I can only 
look upon as a sort of disease ! The only thmg that could excuse you 
in any way, and put you in a poetical light, would be the Spanish 
Infanta in the *• Pnysician of his Honour,'*^ who, meeting a fate simi- 
lar to yours, fell upon his nose before Donna Menzia's gate, and at 
last foimd tiie beloved one, who unconsciously — ^* 

** Stop I" interrupted Victor, " stop I Don't you think that I see 
clearly enough, that you take me for a sill^ dolt? No, no, there is 
something else — something more mysterious at work. Let us 
drink !" 

The wine, and Albert's lively talk, had produced a wholesome 
excitement in Victor, who seemed aroused from a gloomy dream. 
But when, at last, Albert, raising his fidl glass, said, ** Now, Vic- 
tor, my dear In&nta, here's a health to Donna Menzia, and may she 
look like our littie pet hostess." — ^Victor cried, laughing, '* No, no, 
I cannot bear that you should take me for a fool. 1 feel quite 
cheerful, and ready to make a confession to you of every thing ! 
You must, however, submit to hear an entire jouthful period of 
my life, and it is posdble that half tlie ni^t will be takoi up by 
the narrative." 

''B^in!" replied Albert, ^^ for I see we have enough wine to cheer 
up our somewhat sinking spirits. I only wish it was not so confound- 
eoly cold, nor a crime to wake up the good folks of ihe house." 

• OddecoQ*! *• Medioo de sa honra." 



■■ 
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" Perhaps," said Victor, " Paul Talkebarth may have made some 
provision. And, indeed, the said Paul, cursing in his well-known 
French dialect, courteously assured them, that he had cut small and 
kept excellent wood for firing, which he was ready to kindle at 
once. " Fortimately," said Victor, " the same thing cannot happen 
to me here, that nappened at a drysalter's at Meauz, where 
honest Paul lit me a nre that cost, at least, 1200 francs. The 
good fellow had got hold of Brazilian sandal-wood, hacked it to 

Sieces, and put it on the hearth, so that I looked almost like An- 
olosia, the famous son of the celebrated Fortunatus, whose cook 
had to Hght a fire of spices, because the king forbade him to buy 
wood. You know," continued Victor, as the fire merrily crackled and 
flamed up, and Paul Talkebarth had left the room, ^'you know, 
my dear friend, Albert, that I began my miUtary career in the 
guards, at Potsdam; indeed, that is nearly all you know of my 
yoimger days, because I never had a special opportunity to talk 
about them — and, still more, because the picture of those years has 
been represented to my soul in dim outlines, and did not, imtil I 
came here, flame up again in bright colours. My first education, in 
my father's house, does not even deserve the name of a bad one. I 
had, in fact, no education at all, but was left entirely to my own in- 
clinations, and these indicated any thing rather tnan a call to the 
profession of arms. I felt manifestly impelled towards a scientific 
culture, which the old magister, who was my appointed tutor, and 
who only liked to be left in quiet, could not give me. At Potsdam 
I gained with facility a knowledge of modem languages, while I 
zealously and successfully pursued those studies that are requisite for 
an officer. I read, besides, with a kind of mania, all that fell into 
my hands, without selection or regard to utility; however, as my 
memory was excellent, I had acquired a mass of historical knowledgCi 
I scarcely knew how. People have since done me the honour to as- 
sure me that a poetical spirit dwelled in me, which I myself would 
not rightly appreciate. Certain it is that the chefs-d'osuvre of the 
great poets, of that period, raised me to a state of inspiration of 
which I had previously no notion. I appeared to inyself as another 
being, developed for tne first time into active life. I will only name 
the * Sorrows of Werther,' and, more especially, Schiller's * Robbers/ 
My fancy received an impulse quite of a diflerent sort from a 
book, wmch, for the very reason that it is not finished, gives the 
mind an impetus that keeps it swinging like a pendulum in constant 
motion. I mean Schiller s ' Ghostseer.' It may be that the incli- 
nation to the mystical and marvellous, which is generally deep-rooted 
in human nature, was particularly prevalent in me; — ^whatever was 
the cause, it is sufficient for me to say that, when I read that book, 
which seems to contain the exorcising formube belonging to the 
mightiest black art, a magical kingdom, full of super-terrestrial, or, 
rather, sub-terrestrial marvels, was opened to me, in which I moved 
about as a dreamer. Once given to this mood, I eagerly swallowed 
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all that would accord with it, and even works of &r less worth did 
not fail in their effect npon me. Thus the ' Grenius/ by (rrosse, made 
a deep impression upon me, and I have the less reason to feel a^iamed 
of this, since the first part, at least, on aocoimt of the liyeliness of 
the slyle and the clear treatment of the subject, produced a sensation 
through the whole literary world. Many an arrest I was obliged to 
endure, when upon guard, for being absorbed in such a book, or per- 
haps only in mystic dreams, I did not hear the call, and was forced 
to DC fetched by the inferior officer. Just at this time chance made 
me acquainted with a very extraordinary man. It happened on a 
fine summer evening, when the sun had already sunk, and twilight 
had ahready begun, that, according to my custom, I was walkmg 
alone in a pleasure ground near Potsdam. I fancied that, from the 
thicket of a little wood, which lay by the road-side, I could hear 
plaintive sounds, and some words utt^ed with ener^ in a language 
unknown to me. I thought some one wanted assistance, so 1 has- 
tened to the spot whence the sounds seemed to proceed, and soon, in 
the red glimmer of the evening, discovered a large, broad-shouldered 
figure, enveloped in a common military mantle, and stretched upon 
the ground. Approaching nearer I recognised, to my astonishment. 
Major O'Malley of the grenadiers. ' Good heavens r I exclaimed, 
*• is this you, major? In this situation? Are you ill? Can I help 
you?' The major looked at me with a fixed, wild stare, and then 
said, in a harsh voice, ' What the devil brings you here, lieutenant? 
What does it matter to you whether I lie here or not? Go back to 
the town !' Nevertheless, the deadly paleness of O'Malley's face made 
me suspect that there was something wrong, and I declared that I 
would not leave him, but would only return to the town in his com- 

Eany. ^ Gt)od !' said the major, qmte coldly and deliberately, after 
e had remained silent for some moments, and had endeavoured to 
raise himself, in which attempt, as it appeared to be attended with 
difficulty, I assisted him. I perceived now that — as was firequently 
the case when he went out m the evening — he had nothing but a 
shirt tmder the doak, which was a common cammts-mantel as they 
call it, that he had put on his boots, and that he wore upon his 
bald head his officer's hat, with broad gold lace. A pistol, which 
lay on the ground near him, he cai^ht up hastily, and, to conceal it 
from me, put it into the pocket of his cloak. Dunng the whole way 
to the town he did not speak a syllable to me, but now and then ut- 
tered disjointed phrases in his own language — ^he was an Irishman 
by birth — ^which I did not tmderstand. When he had reached his 
quarters he pressed my hand, and said, in a tone in which there was 
something indescribable— something ihat had never been heard be- 
fore, and which still echoes in my soul: ' Good ni^ht, lieutenant! 
Heaven guard you, and give you good dreams! This Major 
O'Malley was one of the strangest men possible, and if, perhaps, I 
except a few somewhat eccentric Englismnen, whom I have met, I 
know no officer in the whole great army to compare in outward ap- 

u 
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pearance witK O'Malley. If it be trae — as some travellers afl&rm — thai 
nature nowhere produces such peculiarities as in Ireland, and that| 
therefore, every ^unily can exhibit the prettiest cabinet pictures, 
Major 0*Mallej would justly serve as a prototype for all his nation* 
Imagine a man strong as a tree, six feet high, whose build could 
scarcely be called awkward, but none of whose limbs fitted the rest, 
so that his whole figure seemed huddled together, as in that game 
where figures are composed of single parts, the numbers on which 
are deci&d by the throw of the dice. An aquiline nose, and de- 
licately formed lips would have given a noble appearance to his coim- 
tenance, but his prominent glassy eyes were almost repuMve, and his 
black bushy eyebrows had the character of a comic mask. Strangely 
enough there was something lachrymose in the major's face when- 
ever ne laughed, which, by the way, seldom happened, while he 
seemed to laugh whenever tne wildest passion mastoed him, and in 
this laugh there was something so terrific, that the oldest and most 
stout-hearted fellows would shudder at it. But^ however, sddom as 
Major O'Malley laughed, it was just as seldom that he allowed him- 
self to be carried away by passion. That the major should ever have 
an uniform to fit him seemed an utter impossibili^. The best tailors 
in the raiment fidled utterly when they applied their art to the 
formless figure of the major; his coat, thoum cut according to the 
most accurate measure, tell into unseemljr foldjB, and hung on his bod^ 
as if placed there to be brushed, while ms sword dangled against his 
le^, and his hat sat upon his head in such a queer &shion that the 
military schismatic might be recognised a hundred paces off. A 
thing quite unheard of m those days in which there was so much 
pedantry in matters of form — O'Malley wore no tail ! To be sure 
a tail could scarcely have been fiistened to the few ^y locks that 
curled at the back of his head, and, with the exception of these, he 
was perfectly bald. When the major rode, people expected every 
moment to see him tumble from his horse, when he fought they ex- 
pected to see him beaten; and yet he was the very b^ rider and 
fencer, — ^in a word, the very best Gymnasiiker that could exist. 

*^ This will suffice to ^ve you the picture of a man, whose whole 
mode of life might be called mysterious, as he now threw away large 
sums, now seem^ in want of assistance, and removed firom all tne con- 
trol of superiors, and every restraint of service, could do exactly as he 
liked. And even that which he did like was so eccentric, or rather 
so splenetically mad, that one felt tmeasy about his sanity. They said 
that the major, at a certain period, when Potsdam and its environs 
was the scene of a strange mystification, that even found a place in 
the history of the day, had played an important part, and stul stood 
in certain relations, which caused the incomprehensibility of his 
position. A book of very ill-repute, which appeared at the time — 
It was caUed ' Ebccorporadons,' if I mistake not,--and which con- 
tained the portrait of a man very like the major, increased that be* 
lief, and I^ struck by the mystenous contents of this book, feU the 
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more inclined fo consider OMalley a sort of Aiminian, the more I 
observed his chimerical, I maj abnoet say supernatural proceedings. 
He himself gave me additional opportunityto make such observations^ 
for since the evening on which I found him ill, or otherwise over- 
come, in the wood, he had taken an especial fancy to me, so that it 
seemed absolutely necessary for him to see me eveiy day. To de- 
scribe to yon the whole pecuBarily of this intercourse with the 
major, to tell you a great aeal that seemed to confirm the judgment 
of the men, who boldly maintained that he had second-sight, and 
vras in com]pact with the devil, would be superfluous^ as you will 
soon have sufficient knowledge of the awful spirit that was destined 
to disturb the peace of my Me. 

^^ I was on guard at the castle, and there received a visit from my 

cousin, CSaptain von T , who had come with a young officer from 

BerUn to Potsdam. We were indulging in friendly converse over 
our wine, when, towards midnight^ Major O'Malley entered. * I 
thought to find you alone, lieutenant,' said he, casting glances of dis- 
pleasure at my guests, and he wished to depart at once. The cap- 
tain then remmaed hun that they were old acquaintance, and at my 
request he ccmsented to remain. 

*' ' Your wine,' exclaimed O'Malley, as he tossed down a bumper, 
afler his usual maimer; ^ your wine, lieutenant, is the vilest stuff 
that ever tortured an honest fellow's bowels. Let us see if this is of 
a better sort.' 

^^ He then took a bottle from the pocket of the cloak which he 
had drawn over his diirt, and filled the glassea We pronounced 
the wine excellent, and considered it to be very fiery Hungarian. 

^' Somehow or other, I cannot say how, conversation turned upon 
ma^cal operations, and particulariy upon the book of ill report, to 
which I have already alluded. The captain, especially when ne had 
drunk wine, had a certain scoffing tone, which every one could not 
endure, and in this tone he b^an to talk about military exorcisors 
and wizards^ who had done very pretty thin^ at that time, so 
that even at the present time people revered their power, and made 
ofierings to it. * Whom do you mean? cried O'Malley, in a 
threatening tone; ^ whom do you mean, captain? If you mean me, 
we will put the subject of raising spirits aside; I can ^ow you that 
I understand the art of conjuring the soul out of the body, and for 
that art I require no talisman but my sword or a good pistol- 
barrel.' 

'^ There was nothinj? the captain desired less than a quarrel with 
CMalW. He therefore gave a neat turn to the subject, asserting 
that he did indeed mean the major, but intended nothing but a jest, 
which was, perhaps, an ill-timea one. Now, however, he would ask 
the major in earnest, whether he would not do wdl by contradicting 
the ally rumour, that he commanded mysterious powers, and thus, 
in his own person, check the focdish s up erstition, which by no 
means accorded with an age so enlightaied. The major leaned com- 

u2 
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pletelj across the table, rested Ids head on both his fists, so that his 
nose was scarcely a span removed from the captain's face, and then 
said ver^ calmly, stanng at him with his prominent eyes: * Even, 
friend, if Heaven has not blessed you with a very penetrating in- 
tellect, I hope you will be able to see, that it is me silliest conceit, 
nay, I may say, the most atrocious presumption to believe that 
with our own spiritual existence every thing is concluded, and that 
there are no cpiritual beings, which, difierendy endowed from our- 
selves, of^ from their own nature alone, make themselves temporary 
forms, manifest themselves in space and time, and further, aiming 
at a sort of reaction, can take imige in the mass of clay, which we 
call a body. I do not reproach you, captain, for not having read, and 
for being ignorant of every thing that cannot be learned at a review 
or on parade, but this I will tell you, that if you had peeped now 
and then into clever books, and knew Cardsmub, Justin Martyr, 
Lactantius, Cyprian, Clement of Alexandria, Macrobius, Trisme- 
ffistu8,NolUus, DomeuSjTheophrastus, Fludd, William Postel, Miran- 
dola; nay, even the cabalistic Jews, Josephus and Philo, you might 
have had an inkling of things which are at present above your 
horizon, and of which you therefore have no ri^ht to talk.* 

** With these words O'Malle^ sprang up, and walked up and down 
with heavy steps, so that the windows and glasses vibrat^. 

''The captain, somewhat astonished, assured the major, that 
although he had the highest esteem for his learning, and did not 
wish to deny that there were, nay, must be, higher spiritual natures, 
he was firmly convinced that any communication with an unknown 
spiritual world was contrary to the very conditions of humanity, 
and therefore impossible, and that any thm^ advanced as a proof of 
the contrary, was based on self-delusion or imposture. 

" After the captain had been silent for a few seconds, 0*Malley 
suddenly stood still, and began, * Captain, or,' — turning to me, — 
' lieutenant, do me the favour to sit down and write an epic as 
noble and as superhumanly great as the Iliad.' 

" We both answered, that neither of us would succeed, as neither 
of us had the Homeric genius. ' Ha ! ha !' cried the major, ' mark 
that> captain ! Because your mind is incapable of conceiving and 
bringing forth the divine; nay, because your nature is not so con- 
stituted, that it can even kinole into the knowledge of it, you pre- 
sume to deny that such things are possible with any one. I tell 
you, the intercourse with higher spiritual natures depends on a par- 
ticular psychic organisation. That organisation, like the creative 
power of poetry, is a gift which the spirit of the universe bestows 
upon its favountes.* 

'' I read in the captain's &ce, that he was on the point of making 
some satirical reply to the major. To stop this, I took up the con- 
versation myself, and remarked to the major that, as far as I had 
any knowledtre of the subiect, the cabalists prescribed certain rules 
ani forms, t£t intercoui ^th unknown ^iritual beings might be 
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attained. Before the major could reply, tlie captain, who was 
heated with wine, sprang from his seat, and said bitterly, ' What is 
the use of all this talkmg? You give yourself out as a superior 
being, major, and want to believe, that because you are made of 
better stuff than any of us, you command spirits ! You must allow 
me to believe that you are nothing: but a besotted dreamer, \mtil 
you dve us some oc4ir demonstration of your psychic power.' 

^' The major laughed wildly, and said, ' So, captain, you take me 
for a common necromancer, a miserable juggler, do you? That 
accords with yotir limited view ! However, you shall lie permitted 
to take a peep into a dark regdon of which you have no notion, and 
wUch may, prhaps, have a^destmctive elect upon you. I ^am 
you against it, and would have you reflect, that your mind may not 
be strong enough to bear many things, which to me would be no 
more than agreeable pastime/ 

"The captain protested that he was quite ready to cope with 
all the spirits and devils that O'Malley could raise, and we were 
obliged to give our word of honour to the major that we would 
meet him at ten o'clock on the night of the autumnal equinox, at 
the inn near the gate, when we should learn more. 

"In the meanwhile it had become clear daylight; the sun 
was shining through the window. The major then placed himself 
in the middle of the room, and cried with a voice of thunder, * In- 
cubus ! Incubus ! Nehmahmihah Scedim !* He then threw off his 
cloak, which he had not yet laid aside, and stood in fuU uniform. 

" At that moment I was obliged to leave the room as the guard 
was getting under arms. When I returned, the major and the cap- 
tain had both vanished. 

" ' I only stayed behind,' said the young officer, a good, amiable 
youth, whom 1 found alone.—* I only stayed behind to warn you 
a^inst this major, this fearful man ! I will have nothing to do with 
his fearful secrets, and I only regret that I have given my word to be 
present at a deed, which will be destructive, perhaps, to us all, and 
certainly to the captain. You may depend upon it that I am not 
inclined to believe m the tales that old nurses tell to children ; but 
did you observe that the major successively took eight bottles from 
his pocket, that seemed scarcely large enough to hold one? — ^that 
at last, although he wore nothing but his shirt under his cloak, he 
suddenly stood attired by invisible hands? It was, indeed, as the 
lieutenant had said, and I felt an icy shudder come over me. 

" On the appointed day the captain called upon me with my 
young friend, and at the stroke of ten we were at the inn as we had 
promised the major. The lieutenant was silent and reserved, but 
the captain was so much the louder and in high spirits. * Indeed !' 
he cried, when it was already half-past ten, and no O'Malley had 
made his appearance, * indeed I beheve that the conjuror has left us 
in the lurch with all his spirits and devils !' * That he has not,' 
said a voice close behind me captain, and O'Malley was among us 
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without any one lutvin^ seen how he entered. The laugh, into 
which the captain was about to break, died away. 

*' The major, who was dressed as usual in his militaij doak, thought 
that there was time to diink afew glasses of punch before he took us 
to the place where he designed to fulfill hispromise. It would do 
us gooa as the night was cold and rough, and we had a tolerably lon^ 
way to go. We sat down at a table, on which the major had laia 
some links bound together, and a book. 

'^ ' Ho ho V cried the captain, ^ this is your conjuring book is it, 
major?' 

" ' Most assuredly,' replied O'Malley, drily. 

*' The captain seized the book, opened it, and at that moment 
laughed so mmioderately, that we aid not know what oould have 
struck him, as being so very ridiculous. 

*' ' Come,' said he, recovering himself with difficulty, *• come, this 
is too bad I What the devil, major— oh, you want to play your 
tricks upon us, or have you made some mistake ? Only look here, 

*' You may conceive our astonishment, friend Albert, when we 
saw that the book which the captain held before our eyes, was no 
other than ' Peplier's French Grammar.' O'Malley took the book 
out of the captam's hand, put it into the pocket in his doak, and 
then said very quiedy — ^indeed his whole demeanour was quiet and 
milder than usual — ' It must be very immaterial to you, captain, of 
what instruments Imakeuse to fiilfiU my promise, whidi only binds me 
to give you a sensible demonstration of my intercourse with the world 
of spirits which surrounds us, and which, in &ct, comprises the condi- 
tion of our higher bein^. Do you think that my power requires such 
paltay crutches as espeoal mystical forms, choice of a particular time, 
a remote awful spot — things which paltry cabalists are in the habit 
of employing for their usel^ experiments? In the open market-place, 
at every hour, I could show you my power ; and when, afteryou had 
presumptuously enough challenged me to enter the lists, 1 chose a 
particular time, and, as you will perceive, aplaoe that youmaydiink 
rather awful, I only wished to show a dviuty to him, who, on this 
occasion, is to be in some sort your guest One likes to leodve guests 
in one's best room, and at the most suitable hour.' 

'^ It struck deven, the major took up the torches, and desired us 
to follow him. 

*' He starode so quickly along the high road that we had a diffi« 
culty in following him, and when we had reached the toll-house, 
turned into a footpath on ihe ri^ht, that led to a thick wood of firs. 
Afler we had run for nearly an nour, the major stood still, and told 
us to keep close behind him, as we might otherwise lose outsdves in 
the thicketof the wood that we now had to enter. We went through 
the densest bushes, so that one or the other of us was constantly caught 
by the uniform or the sword, so as to extricate himself with difficuky» 
untilat last we came to an open space. The moonbeams were break- 
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ing througli the dark clouds, and I perceived the ruins of a lar^e build- 
ing/ intowhich the major strode. It ^w darker anddazker; the major 
desired us to stand stiU, as he wished to conduct every one of us down 
siQgly. He began with the captain, and mv turn came next. The 
T^or clasped me lound, and^I ^ras more carried by him than I 
walked into the depth. *• Stop here,' whispered the major, ' stop here 
quietly till I have fetched the lieutenant, then my work shall begin.' 
'* Amid the impenetrable darkness I heard the breathing of a 
person who stood close by me. ' Is that you, captain? I excbimed. 
* Certainly it is,^ replied the captain, * have a care, cousin ; this will 
all end in foolish jugglery, but it is a cursed place to which the major 
has brought us, anal wish we were sitting at a bowl of punch, for 
my Umbs are all trembling with cold, and, if you will have it so, with 
a certain childish a^^rehensioa.' 

*^ It was no better withme than with the captain. The boisterous 
autumn wind whistled and howled through the walls, and a strange 
groaning and whii^pering answered it from below. Scared night birds 
swept fluttering by ns, while a low whining noise seemed to be glid- 
ing away dose to the ground. Truly both the captain and myself 
might say of the horrors of our situation the same thing that Cervantes 
savs of Don Quixote^ when hepasses the portentous night before the 
adventure with the fullin^-mijis: * One less courageous would have 
lost his presence of mind futogether.' The splashing of some water 
in the vicinity, and the barki^ of doffs, showed that we were not fitr 
from the leather-manufectory, which is by the river in the neighbour- 
hood of Potsdam. We at last heard some dully sounding steps, 
which became nearer and nearer tmtil the major cried out dose to 
us: *' Now we are together, and that which we have begun can be 
completed.' By means of a chemical fire-box he kindled the torches 
which he had brought with him and stuck them in the ground. They 
were seven in number. We found that we were in the ruined vauU 
of a cellar. O'Malley ranged us in a half-circle, threw offhis doak 
and shirt, so that he remamed naked to the waist, and opening the 
book b^gan to read as follows, in a voice that more resembled ihe dull 
roaring of a distant beast of prey than the sound of a human bein^: 
* Monsieur, pretez moi nn peu, s'il vous pUdt, votre canif. — Oui, 
McHisieur, d'abord — le violil, je vous le rendnd.' " ^ 

*^ Come,'^ said Albert, here intennptin^ his fiiend, '^ this is in- 
deed too bad ! The dialogue ^ On writm^, £rom Peplier's Grrammar, 
as a formula tot exordsn I And you did not laugh out and bring 
the whole iiuns to an end at cmoer' 

^ I am now, continued Victor, '^ coming to a moment which I 
doubt whether I shall succeed in describing. May your fitncy only 
give animation to my words! The major^ voice grew more awful, 
while the wind howled more loudly, and the flickmng light of the 
torches covered the walls witli strange forms, that chimged as they 
flitted by. I felt the cold persmration dripping on my fordiead, and 
forcibly succeeded in preserving my preeenoe of mind, when a 
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cutting tone wliistled through the yault, and dose before my eyes 
stood something ^" 

"How?" cned Albert. "Something I What do you mean, 
Victor? A fiightftd fonn?' 

" It sounds absurd," continued Victor, " to talk of * a formless 
form,^ but I can find no other word to express the hideous something 
that I saw. It is enough to say that at that moment the horror of 
hell thrust its pointed ice-dagger into my heart, and I became in- 
sensible. At broad mid-day 1 found myself undressed and lyinff 
upon my couch. All the horrors of the ni^ht had passed, and I 
felt quite well and easy. My young friend, the lieutenant, was 
asleep in the arm-chair. As soon as I stirred he awoke^ and testified 
the greatest joy at finding me in perfect health. From him I 
learned that as soon as the major had b^un his gloomy work, he 
had closed his eyes, and had endeavourea closely to follow the dia- 
logue from PepUer's Grammar, without regarding any thing else. 
Notwithstanding all his efforts, a fearful apprehension, hitherto un- 
known, had gamed the mastery over him, though he preserved his 
consciousness. The frightful whistle, was, he said, followed by 
wild laughter. He had once involuntarily opened his eyes, and per- 
ceived the major, who had again thrown his mantle round him, and 
was upon the point of taking upon his shoulders the captain, who 
lay senseless on the ground. * Take care of your friend,' cried 
O'Malley to the lieutenant, and giving him a torch, he went up with 
the captain. The lieutenant then spoke to me, as I stood there im- 
moveable, but it was to no purpose. I seemed quite paralysed, and 
he had the greatest difficulty in bringing me into the open air. Sud- 
denly the major returned, took me on ms shoidders, and carried me 
away as he had carried the captain before. But what was the hor^ 
ror of the lieutenant, when on leaving the wood, he saw a second 
O'Malley who was carrying the captain along the broad path ! How- 
ever, silently praying to nimself, he got the better of his horror, 
and followed me, firmly resolved not to quit me, happen what 
might, till we reached my quarters, where O'Malley set me aown and 
left me, without speaking a word. With the help of my servant, 
— who even then, was my honest Eulenspiegel, Paul Talkebarth; 
the lieutenant had brought me into my room, and put me to bed. 

" Having concluded this narrative, my young friend implored me, 
in the most touching manner, to shim all association with the 
terrible O'Malley. The phjrsician, who had been called in, found the 
captain in the inn by the gate, where we had assembled, struck 
speechless by apoplexy. He recovered, indeed, but remained unfit 
for the service, and was forced to quit it. The major had vanished, 
having, as the officers said, obtained leave of absence. I was glad 
that I did not see him again, for a deep indignation had mingled 
itself with the horror which his dark moiie of life occasioned. My 
cousin's misfortune was the work of O'Malley, and it seemed my 
duty to take a sanguinary revenge. 
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*' A considerable time liad elapsed, and the remembrance of that 
fatal night grew faint. The occupations required by the service over- 
came mj propensity to mystical dreaming. A book then fell into my 
hands, ^e enect of whicn, on my whole being, seemed perfectly in- 
explicable, even to myself. I mean that strange story of Cazotte's, 
which is known in a German translation as ' Teufel Amor' (The 
Devil Love). My natural bashfulness, naj, a kind of childish 
timidity, had kept me from the society of ladies, while the particular 
direction of my mind resisted every ebuUition of rude passion. 
Now, for the first time, was a sensual tendency revealed in me 
which I had never suspected. My pulse beat high, a consuming fire 
coursed through nerves and veins, as I went through those scenes of 
the most dangerous, nay, most horrible love, which the poet had de- 
scribed in the most glowing colours. I saw, I heard, I was sensible 
to nothing but the oiarming Biondetta. I sank \mder the pleasing 
torments, like Alvarez 

" Stop, stop !" interrupted Albert, " I have no very dear remem- 
brance of Cazotte's * Diable Amoureux ;' but, so far as I recollect, the 
whole story turns upon the circumstance that a young officer of the 
guards, in the service of the Kin^ of Naples, is tem|)ted bya mys- 
tical conoorade to raise the devil m the ruins of Portid. When he 
has uttered the formula of exorcism, a hideous camel's head, with a 
long neck, thrust itself towards him out of a window, and cries, in a 
horrible voice, ' Che vuoi.* Alvarez — so is the yoxmc officer named 
— commands the spectre to appear in the shape of a spaniel, and 
then in that of a page. This happens; but the page soon becomes a 
most charming, amorous girl, and completely entangles the enchanter. 
How Gazette s pretty story concludes nas quite escaped me." 

" That is at present quite immaterial," said Victor; " but you will 
perhaps be remmded of it by the conclusion to my story. Attribute 
It to my propensity to the wonderful, and also to something mys- 
terious wnich I experienced, that Gazette's tale soon appeared to me 
a mamc mirror, in which I could discern my own fate. Was not 
O'MaUey to me that mystical Dutchman who decoyed Alvarez by 
his artsr 

** The desire which glowed in my heart, of achieving the terrible 
adventure of Alvarez, filled me with horror; but even this horror 
made me tremble with imspeakable delight, such as I had never be- 
fore known. Often did a wish arise within me, that O'Malley 
would return and place in my arms the hell-birth, to which my en- 
tire self was abandoned, and I could not kill the sinful hope and deep 
abhorrence which again darted through my heart like a dagger. 
The strange mood produced by my excited condition remained a mys- 
tery to all; they thought I suffered from some morbid state of mind, 
and sought to cheer me and dissipate my gloomy thoughts. Under 
the pretext of some service, they sent me to the Residence^ where 
the most brilliant circle was open to me. But if I had always been 
shy and bashful, society — especially the approach of ladies — ^now 
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produced in me abscdute repugnance. The most charming only 
aeemed to scoff at Biondetta's image which I bore withm me. 
When I letumed to Potsdam, I shunned all association with my 
comrades, and my &70urite abode was the wood — ^the scene of those 
£ightful events that had nearly cost my poor cousin his life. I 
stood close by the ruins, and, bemg impeUea by an undefined desire, 
was on the point of making my way in, through the thick brush- 
wood, when I suddenly saw 0*Malley, who walked sk>wly out, and 
did not seem to peroeive me* My long repressed anger boikd up 
instantly, I darted upon the major, and tola him in few words, that 
he must fight with me on account of my cousin. ' Be it so at once,' 
said the major, coldly and gravely, and he threw off his mantle, 
drew his sword, and at the ven^ first pass struck mine out of my 
hand with irresistible force and dexterity. ' We wiU fight with 
pistols,' cried I, wild with rage, and was about to pick up my sword, 
when O'Malley held me fast, and said, in a calm mild tone, such as 
I had scarcely ever heard from him before: ^ Do not be a fool, my 
son 1 You see that I am your superior in fighting ; you could sooner 
wound the air than me, and I could never prevail on myself to stand 
in a hostile position to you, to whom I owe my life, and indeed 
something more.' The m^or then took me by me arm, and gently 
dmwing me along, provea to me that the captain alone had been 
the cause of his own misfortune, since, in spite of every warning, he 
had ventured on thin^ to which he was unequal, and had fi>roed 
the major to do what he did, by his ill-timed and insulting raillery. 
I mysdf cannot tell what a singular magic there was in O'Malley's 
words, nay, in his whole manner. He not only succeeded in quieting 
me, but liad such an effect upon me, that I involuntarily revealed to 
him the secret of my internal condition-— of the destructive warfare 
that was carried on within my soul. * The pardcular constellation/ 
said O'Malley, when I had finished, ^ which rules over you, my son, 
has now ordained that a silly book should make you attentive to 
your own internal being. I call the book silly, b^use it treats of 
a goblin that is at once repulsive and without character. What 
you ascribe to the effect of these licentious images of the poet, is 
nothing but an impulse towards an union with a spiritual being of 
another region, which results from your happily constituted orga- 
nisation. If you had shown more confidence m me, you would 
have been on a higher ^rade long ago. However, I voll take you 
as my scholar.' O'MaUey now be^m to make me acquainted with 
the nature of elementary spirits, l understood little that he said, 
but all referred to the doctrine of sylphs, undines, salamanders, and 
gnomes, such as you may find in the dialogues of the Gomte de 
Cabalis. He concluded by prescribing me a particular course of life, 
and thought that in tlie course of a year I might obtain my Bion- 
detta, who would certainly not do me the wrong of changing into 
the incarnate Satan in my arms. With the same ardour as Alvarez, 
I thought that I should die of impatience in so long a time, and 
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would venture any thing to attain my end sooner. The major re- 
mained reflecting in silence for some moments, and then said: * It 
is certain that an elementary spirit is seeking your good graces. 
This may enable you to obtain tnat in a short tmie, for which others 
strive during whole yeais. I will cast your horoscope. Perhaps 
your mistress will reveal herself to me. Li nine days you shall hear 
more.' I actually counted the hours, feeling now penetrated by a 
mysterious delijgntful hope, and now as if I had involved myself in a 
dangerous affair. Late m the evening of the ninth day, the major 
at last entered mj room^ and deared me to follow him. ^ Are we 
to go to the rums ?* I asked. * Certainly not,' replied O'Malley, 
smiling, * for the work which we now have in hand, we want neither 
a remote awAil spot, nor a terrible exorcism out of Peplier's grammar. 
Besides, my incubus can have no part in to-day's experiment, which, 
properly speaking, youimdertake, not I.' The major conducted me 
to his quarters, and there explained to me that the matter was to pro- 
cure something by means of which my own self wight be opened to the 
elementary spirit, and the latter might have the power of revealing it- 
self to me m the invisible world, and holding intercourse with me. Tu^as 
samethina was what the Jewish cabalists called ' Teraphim.' He 
now pushed aside a bookcase, opened the door concealed behind it, 
and we entered a little vaulted cabinet, in which, besides all sorts of 
strange unknown utensils, I saw a complete apparatus for chemical — 
or, as I might almost believe — alchemical experiments. From the 
glaring charcoal on a small hearth were darting forth little blue 
names. Before this hearth I had to sit opposite tne major, and to 
imcover my bosom. I had no sooner done this, than the major, 
before I was aware of it, scratched me witiii a lancet under the left 
breast, and caught in a little vial the few drops of blood that flowed 
from the slight woimd, which I could scarcely feel. He next took 
a bright })late of metal, polished like a mirror, poured upon it first 
another vial that contained a reddish liquid, and afterwaras the one 
filled with my blood, and then held the plate dose over the char- 
coal fire. I was seized with deep horror, when I thought I saw a 
long, pointed, glaring tongue rise serpent-like upon the coals, and 
greedily lick away the blood from the metallic mirror. The major 
now told me to look into the fire with a mind firmly fixed. I did so, 
and soon I seemed to behold, as in a dream, a number of confused 
forms, flashing through one another on the metal, which the major 
still held over the charcoal Suddenly, I felt in my breast, where 
the major had scratched my skin, such a strong, piercing Dain, that 
I involuntarily shrieked aloud. * Won ! Won !' cried O'Malley at 
that instant, and, rising firom his seat, he placed before me on the 
hearth a little doll, about two inches long, into which the metal 
seemed to have formed itself. * That,' said the major, * is your 
Teraphinu The fitvours of the elementary spirit towMxls you seem 
to be niore than ordinary. You may now venture on the utmost.* 
At the major's bidding, I took the little figure, fix)m which| though 
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it looked red-hot, only a genial warmth was streanung, pressed it to 
the wound, and plac^ myself before a round mirror, from which 
the major had withdrawn the covering. ' Force your wishes,' said 
O'Malley, * to the greatest intensity, which will not be difficult, as 
the Teraphim is operating, and utter in the sweetest tone of which 

you are capable, the word .' To teU you the truth, I have 

forgotten the strange-sounding word, which was spoken by 0*Mal- 
ley. Scarcely had half the syllables passed my lips, than an ugly, 
madly-distorted face mnned at me spitefully from the mirror. ^ In 
the name of all the devils, whence come you, you accursed dog?' 

?elled O'Malley behind me. I turned round, and saw my Paul 
'alkebarth, who was standing in the door-way, and whose handsome 
face was reflected in the magic mirror. The major^ wild with ra^, 
flew at honest Paul ; yet, before I could get between them, O'Mal- 
ley stood close to him, perfectly motionless, and Paul availed 
himself of the opportunity to make a prolix apology ; sayii^, how 
he had looked K>r me, how he had found the door open, how he 
had walked in, &c. ' Begone, rascal,' said O'Malley at last, in a 
quieter tone, and when I added, * Go, good Paul, I will return home 
directly;' the Eulenspiegel departed quite terrified and confounded. 
'* I had held the doll fast in my hand, and O'Malley assured me, 
that it was owin^ to this circumstance alone, that all our labour had 
not been in vam. Talkebarth's ill-timed intrusion had, however, 
delayed the completion of the work for a long time. He advised 
me to turn ofl* that faithful servant, but this I had not the heart to 
do. Moreover, he assured me that the elementary spirit which had 
shown me such favour, was nothing less than a salamander, as indeed, 
he suspected, when he cast my horoscope and found that Mars stood 
in the first house. I now come again to moments of which you can 
have but a slight notion, as words are incapable of describing them. 
The Devil Amor, Biondetta — all was forgotten ; I thought only of 
my Teraphim. For whole hours I could look at the doll, as it lay 
on the table before me, and the glow of love that streamed through 
my veins seemed then, like the heavenly fire of Prometheus,^ to 
animate the little figure which grew up as in ardent longing. 
But this form vanisned as soon as I had thought it, and the 
unspeakable anguish which cut through my heart, was associated 
with a strange indignation, that impelled me to fling the doll 
away from me as a miserable ridicidous toy. Yet when I grasped 
it, an electric shock seemed to dart through all my limbs, and I 
felt as if a separation from the talisman of love would annihilate 
me. I will openly confess to you that my passion, although 
the proper object of it was an elementary spirit, was directed among 
all sorts of equivocal dreams towards objects in the miserable 
world that surrounded me, so that my excited fancy made now this, 
now that lady, the representative of the coy salamander that eluded 
my embrace. I confessed my wrong, indeed, and entreated my 
little mystery to pardon my infidelity; but by the declining power 
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of that strange ciifiis, wliich had ordinarily moved my inmost soul 
with glo winglove ; nay, by a certain unpleasant void, 1 could |)lainly 
feel t£at I was receding from my object rather than approaching it* 
And yet the passions of a youth, blooming in full vigour, seemed to 
deride my mystery and my repugnance. I trembled at the slightest 
touch of a charming woman, though I found myself red with 
blushes. Chance conducted me again to the Residence. I saw the 
Countess von L— , the most charming woman, and the greatest 
lover of conquests that then shone in the first circles of Berlin. She 
cast her gbmces upon me^ and the mood in which I then was, 
naturally rendered it very eas^ for her to lure me completely 
into her toils. Nay, she at last mduced me to reveal my whole soul, 
without reserve, to discover my secret, and even to snow her the 
mysterious image that I wore upon my breast*' 

" And," interrupted Albert, " did she not laugh at you heartily, 
and call you a besotted youth T 

"Nothing of the sort," continued Victor; *'she listened to me 
with a seriousness which she had not shown on any other occasiony 
and when I had finished, she implored me, with te£u» in her eyes, to 
renounce the diabolical arts of the infamous 0*Malley. Taking me 
by both my hands, and looking at me with an expression of the ten- 
derest love, she spoke of the dark practices of the cabalistic art in a 
manner so learned and so profound, that I was not a little surprised. 
But my astonishment reached the highest point, when she called the 
major the most abandoned, abominable traitor, for trying to lure me 
into destruction by his black art, when I had saved his life. Weary of 
existence, and in danger of being crushed to the earth by the deepest 
ignominy, O'Malley was, it seems, on the point of shooting himself, 
when I stepped in and prevented the suicide, for which he no longer 
felt any inclination, as the evil that oppressed him had been averted. 
The countess concluded by assuring me, that if the major had plunged 
me into a state of psychic distemper, she would save me, and that 
the first step to that end would consist in my delivering the little 
image into her hands. This I did readily, for thus I thought I 
shomd, in the most beautiful manner, be freed from a useless tor* 
ment. The countess would not have been what she really was had 
she not let a lover pine a long time in vain, — and this course she 
pursued with me. At last, however, my passion was to be requited. 
At midnight a confidential servant waited for me at the back door 
of the pamce, and led me through distant passages into an apart- 
ment which the god of love seemed to have decorated. There 1 was 
to expect the countess. Half overcome by the fumes of the fine 
scents that wound through the chamber, trembling with love and 
expectation, I stood in the midst of the room. AH at once a glance 
darted through my soid like a flash of lightning — " 

*^ How !" cried Albert, ** a glance, and no eyes I And you saw 
nothing? Another formless form !" 

'^ You may find it incomprehensible," said yictor, " but so it 
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was; I could see no form — ^nothin^, and jet I felt the ^ance deep 
in my bosom, and a sudden pain quivered at the s^t whicn 
O'Malley had wounded. At the same moment I perceived upon 
the chimney-piece my little image, grasped it, darted from the room, 
commanded me terrified servant, with a threatening gesture, to lead 
me down, ran home, awakenedmy man P^ul, and had all my things 
packed up. At the earliest hour of morning I was already on my 
way back to Potsdam. I had passed several months at the liesidence^ 
my comrades were deHghtea at my unexpected return, and kept 
me fast the whole day, so that I did not return to my quarters til 
late at night. I placed the darling bnsge I had recovered upon the 
table, and, no lon^ able tore sist tne effects of fatigue, threwmyself 
on my couch without tmdressing. Soon a dreamy feeling came 
over me, as if I were surrounded by a beaming light; — I awoke; — ^I 
opened my eyes, and the room was indeed gleaming with ma^cal 
radiance. But— Oh, Heavens !— on the same table on which i had 
laid the doll, Iperceived a female figure, who, resting her head on 
her hand, appeared to slumber, i can only tell you that I never 
dreamed of a more delicate or gracefiil form— a more lovely face. 
To give you a notion in words of the strange mysterious magic, 
which beamed from this lovely figure, I am not able. She wore a 
silken flame-coloured dress, which, fitting ti^ht to the waist and 
bosom, reached only to the ancles, exhibitmg her delicately formed 
feet; the lovely arms, which were bare to the shoulders, ana seemed 
both firom their colour and form to have been breathed.by Titian, were 
adorned with bracelets ; in her brown, somewhat reddishhair, a 
diamond sparkled." 

'' Oh !" said Albert, smiling, ^' thy salamandrine has no very 
exquisite taste. With reddish brown hair, she dreaeea in flame- 
coloured silk." 

" Do not jest," continued Victor, " do not jest. I repeat to you 
that imder the influence of a mysterious magic, my breath was 
stopped. At last a deep sigh escaped my oppressed bosom. She 
then opened her eyes, rais^ herskf, approaoied me, and grasped 
xny hand. All the glow of the most ardent love darted like a flash 
of lightning through my soul, when she gendy pressed my hand, 
and whispered with the sweetest voice, — ^XcBj thou hast con- 
quered — tnoa art my ruler — I am ihine V * Oh, thou child of the 
Gods — thou heavenly being P I cried aloud; and embracing her, I 
pressed her close to my bosom. But at that instant the creature 
melted away in my arms." 

" How r said Albert, interrupting his fiiend, *' in Heaven's name, 
mdted away ?** 

^' Melted away,^ continued Victor, *' in my aims. In no other 
manner can I describe to you my sensation of the inoomprehenaible 
disappearance of that lovely beinff. At the same time the glittering 
light was extinguished, and I fcfi, I do not know how, into a pro- 
found sleep. When I awoke I hdd the doll in my hand. I should 
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weary you if I were to teQ you more of my strange intercouise with 
that mysterious beings which now began and lasted for seyeral weeks, 
than by saying that the visit was repeated every night in the same 
manner. Much as I strove against it, I could not resist the dreamy 
situation which came over me, and from which the lovely being 
awoke me with a kiss. She remained with me longer ana longer 
on every occasion. She said much concerning mysterious things, 
but I listened more to the sweet melody of her voice, than to me 
words themselves. Ev^i by day-time I often seemed to feel the 
warm breath of some being near me; nay, loften heard a whisper^ 
ing, a sighing close by me in sodety, espeoaUv when I spoke with 
any lady, so that all my tiioughts were directed to my lovely myste^ 
lious mistress, and I was dumb and lifeless for aU surrounding ob- 
jects. It once happened at a party that a lady bashfully approached 
me to give me the joss which 1 had won at a game of lorieitB. But 
when I bent to her I felt — before my lips had touched hers — a loud 
kiss upon my mouth, and a soft voice whispered at the same time, 
^ To me alone do your kisses belcmg.' Both I and the lady were 
somewhat alarmed, while the rest of the ]^arty thought we had 
kissed in reality. This kiss I held to be a am that Aurora — so I 
called my mysterious mistress — ^would now lor good and all take 
some living sliape, and no more leave me. When the lovely one again 
appeared to me on the following night, I entreated her in the usual 
manner, and in the most touching words, such as the ardour of love 
inspired to complete my happiness, and to be mine for ever in a 
visible form. She gently extricated herself from my arms, and then 
said with mild earnestness, ' You know in what manner you became 
my master. M}r happiest wish was to belong to you entirely; but 
the fetters that bind me to the throne to whidi the race, of which I 
am one, is subjected, are only half-broken. The stronger, the more 
potent your sway, so much the fireer do I feel from tormenting 
slavery. Our intercourse will become more and more intimate, and 
perhaps the goal may be reached before a year has elapsed. Would 
you, beloved anticipate the destiny that presides over us, many a 
eacrifioey many a step, aj^wrently doubtful, might be necessary.' 
'No!' I exclaimed, 'for me nothing will be a sacrifice, no step 
will appear doubtful to obtain thee entirely. I cannot Eve longer 
without thee, I am dying of impatience— of unspeakable pain V 
Then Aurora embraced me, and whispered in a scarcely audible 
voice, * Art thou happy in my arms ?' ' There is no other happi- 
ness,' I exclaimed, and glowing with love even to madness, Ipressed 
the charming creature to my Dosom. I felt living kisses upon my 
lips, and these very kisses were melodies of heaven, throum whicn 
I h^rd the words, * Gouldst thou, to possessme, renounce the happi- 
ness of an unknown hereafiier ?' An icy cold shudder trembled 
through me, but in the mid^ of this shudder passion raged still 
more furiously, and I cried in the involuntary madness of love, 
' Without thee there is no happiness I — ^I renounce-^' 
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" I Still believe that I stopped here. * To-morrow night our com- 
pact will be concluded/ whispered Aurora, and I felt that she was 
about to vanish firom my arms. I pressed her to me with greater 
force, she seemed to struggle in vain, when suddenly — ^I awoke £rom 
deep slumber, thinking of the Devil Amor, and the seductive 
Biondetta. What I had done in that fatal ni^ht fell heavily upon 
my souL I thought of that imholy invocation by the homble 
O^Malley, of the warnings of my pious young &iend. I believed that 
I wasinthe toils of the evil one — ^that I was lost. Tom to the very 
depth of my soul, I sprang up and hastened into the open air. In the 
street I was met by the major, who held me &st while he said: ^ I 
congratulate you, lieutenant ! To tell you the truth, I scarcely gave 
you credit for so much courage and resolution ; you outstrip your 
master.' Glowing with rage and shame, incapable of uttering a 
single word, I freed myself from his grasp ana pursued my way. 
The major laughed behind me, and I could detect the scomml 
laughter of Satan. In the road near those &tal ruins, I perceived a 
veiled female form, who, lying under a tree, seemed absorbed in a 
soliloc^uy. I approached her cautiously, and overheard the words: 
' He IS mine, he is mine — Oh ! bliss of heaven ! Even the last 
trial he has withstood. If men are capable of such love, what is 
our wretched existence without it?' You may ^ess that it was 
Aurora whom I found. She threw back her veil, and love itself 
cannot be more charming. The delicate paleness of her cheeks, 
the glance that was sublimed into the sweetest melancholy, made 
me tremble with unspeakable pleasure. I felt ashamed of my 
dark thoughts; yet at the very moment when I wished to 
throw myself at her feet, she had vanished like a form of mist. 
At the same time I heard a sound in the hed^, as of one 
clearing one's throat, and out stepped m^ honest Eulenspiegel, Paul 
Talkebarth. * Whence did the devil bring you, fellow? 1 began. 

" * No, no,' said he, with that queer smile which you know, * the 
devil did not brin^ me here, but very likely he met me. You went 
out so early, gracious lieutenant, and had forgotten your pipe and 
tobacco, and I thought so early in the morning, in tne damp air — 
for my aunt at Grentnin used to say — * 

"'Hold your ton^e, prattle, and give me that,' cried I, as I 
made him hand me tne lighted pipe. Scarcely, however, had we 
proceeded a few paces, than Paul began a^n very sofUy, * My 
aunt at Genthin used to say, the Root-mannikin (Wurzehnannlein) 
was not to be trusted; indeed, such a chap was no better than an 
incubus or a chezim, and ended by breaking one's heart Old cof- 
fee Lizzy here in the suburbs — ah, gracious sir, you should only see 
what fine flowers, and men, and animals she can pour out. Man 
should help himself as he can, my aunt at Genthin used to say. I 
was yesterday with Lizzy and took her a little fine mocha. Chie of 
us has a heart as well as the rest — Becker's Dolly is a pretty thing, 
but then there is something so odd about her eyes, so salamander- 
like'— 
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"*Wliat is that you say, fellow? I exclaimed, faasdlj. Paul 
was silent, but be^an a^ain in a few seconds: ' Yes, Lizzy is a good 
woman after all; she said, after she had looked at the coffee groimds, 
that there was nothing the matter with Dolly, and that the salaman- 
der look about the eyes came £rom cracknel-baking or the dancing- 
room; but, at the same time, she advised me to remain single, and 
told me that a certain good gentleman was in great danger. These 
salamanders, she said, are me worst sort of thin^ that the devil 
employs to lure a poor human soul to destruction, because they 
have certain passions— ah, one must only stand firm and keep God 
in one's heart — then I myself saw in the coffee groxmds Major 
0*Malley quite like and natniaL' 

^* I bid the fellow hold his tongue, but you may conceive the 
feelings that were awakened in me at this Strang discourse of 
Paul's, whom I suddenly found initiated into my dark secret, and 
who so unexpectedly displayed a knowledge of cabalistic matters, 
for which he was probably indebted to the coffee-prophetess. I 
passed the most uneasy day I ever had in my life. Paul was not 
to be got out of the room all that evemi^, but was constantly re- 
turning and finding something to do. When it was near midmght, 
and he was at last obliged to go, he said sofUy, as if praying to 
himself: ' Bear Grod in thy heart — ^think of the salvation of thy 
soul — and thou wilt resist the enticements of Satan.' 

'' I cannot describe the manner — ^I may almost say, the fearful 
nuumer-in which my 80ul was moved at these simple words of my 
servant. All my endeavours to keep myself awake were in vain. I 
fell into that state of confused dreaming, which I could not look upon 
as natural, but as the operation of some foreign principle. The ma- 
gical beaming woke me as usual. Aurora in the fuU lustre of super- 
natural beauty, stood before me, and passionately stretched her arms 
towards me. Nevertheless, Paul's pious words snone in my soul as if 
written there with letters of fire. ' Depart, thou seductive birth of 
hell !' I cried, when the terrible O'Malley , now of a gigantic stature, 
rose before me, and piercing me with eyes, from which an infernal 
fire was flashing, howled out : ' Resist not — ^pooratom of humanity. 
Thou hast become ours I' My courage could have withstood the 
frightful aspect of the most hideous spectre, but I lost my senses at 
the sight of O'Malley, and fell to the groimd. 

'^ A loud report awoke me from this state of stupefaction. I felt 
myself held by the arms of a man, and struggled with all the force of 
despair, to tree myself. ' Gbracious lieutenant, it is I,' said a voice in 
my ears. It was honest Paul who endeavoured to raise me from the 
ground. I let him have his own way. He would not at first tell 
me plainly how all had happened, but he at last assured me, with a 
mysterious smile, that he knew better to what unholy acquaintance 
the major had lured me, than I could suspect. The old pious Lizzy 
had revealed every thing to him. He had not gone to sleep the night 
before, but had well loaded his gun, and had watched at the door. 

X 
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When lie liad heard me cry aloud and fall to the ^oimd^ he had, 
although his courage fidled him a little^ burst open the door and en* 
tered. ^ There,' he continued in his mad way, ' there stood Maior 
O'Malley before me, as frightful to look upon as in the cup of cofiee. 
He grinned at me hideously, but I did not allow myself to be stirred 
from my purpose and said : ' If, graciot» major, you are the devil^ 
pardon me for stepping boldly up to you as a jpious Christian and 
saying to you : ' Avaunt, thou cursed Satan-Major, I conmiandthee 
in the name of the Lord. Begone, or I will fibre !' The major would 
not give way, but kept on grmnin^ at me, and began to abuse me* 
I then cried, ' Shall I nre ? — shall i fire ? and when he persisted in 
keeping his place I fired in reality. But all had vanished — ^both 
Migor Satan and Mam'sell Belzebub had departed through the wall T 

'* The continued strain upon the mind during the period that had 
just passed, togeth^ with the last finghtfiil moments, threw me upon 
a teoious sick-bed. When I recovered I left Postdam, without see- 
ing any more of O'Malley , whose further &te has remained unknown 
to me. The ima^e of those potentous days grew fidnter and fidnter, 
and at last vanished all together, so that I recovered perfect ficee- 
dom of mind, until here — " 

'< Well,'' asked Albert, with the greatest curiosity and astonishment^ 
'< do you mean to say you have lost your ficeedom again here ? I 
cannot conceive, why here — " 

*' Oh,'* said Victor^ interrupting his friend, while his tone be- 
came somewhat solemn, '' I can explain all in two words. In the 
sleepless nights of the illness, I endured here, all the dreams of that 
noblest and most terrible period of my life were revived. It was my 
glowing passion itself, that assumed a form — ^Aurora — she again ap- 
peared to me — glorified — ^purified in the fire of Heaven ; — no devihsh 
O'Malley has fiiirther power over her^— Aurora is — the baroness !'* 

"How ! what !" cned Albert, shrinking with horror. Then he 
muttered to himself, '^ The little plmnp housewife with the great 
bunch of keys — she an elementary spirit I — she a salamander T' — and 
he felt a difficulty in suppressing his laughter. 

" In the figure,*^ contmued Victor, '^ there is no longer any trace of 
resemblance to be found, that is to say, in ordinary life; but the mys- 
terious fire that flashes fix>m her eyes, — ^the pressure of her hand." — 

" You have been verv ill," said Albert, gravely, " for the wound 
you recdved in your head was serious enough to put your life in 
peril ; but now I find you are so far recovered that you will be able 
to go with me. From the very bottom of my heart I implore you, 
my dear, — my beloved friend, to leave this place, and aconnpany 
me to-morrow to Aix-la-Chapelle." 

" Icertainlydonot intend to remain here any longer," replied Victor* 
'* sol will go with you ; however, let this matter first be cleared up." 

The ne3ct morning, when Albert woke, Victor told him that a 
strange, ghostly sort of dream had revealed to him iinQ mysterious 
word^ which U'MaUey had taught him, when they prepared the 
Teraphim. He thought that he would make use of it for the last 
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time. Albert shook liis head doubtfolly, and caused eveiy thing to 
be got ready for a 8j>eedy departure, while Paul Talkebartn evinced 
the most joyful actiyity oy all sorts of mad exjHessions. '' Zacker- 
mantho/' he muttered to himself in Albert's hearing, '^ It is a good 
diing that the devil Bear fetched the Irish devil Foot long ago, 
otherwise there would have been something wrong now." 

Victor, as he had wished, found the bw>ne88 alone in her room, 
occupied with some domestic work. He told her that he was now at 
last about to quit the house, where he had enjoyed such noble horoi- 
tality. The baroness assured him that she had never entertainea a 
friend more dear to her. Victor then took her hand, and asked her 
if she were ever at Postdam, and knew a certain Irish Major. " Vic- 
tor," said the baroness interrupting him hastily, "we shall part to-day, 
we shall never see each other again ; nay, we must not. A dark v^ 
han^ over my life. Let it suffice if I tdl you that a fearful destiny 
condemns me always to appear a different being &om the one whicn 
I really am. In the hatdful position in which you have found me, 
and which causes me spiritual torments, which my bodily health seems 
to belie, I am atoning for a heavy fault — ^yet no more — ^&rewell !" 
Upon this, Victor cried with a loud voice : " Nehelmiahmiheal !" 
and the baroness, withashriek of horror,fell senseless to the groimd. 
Victor tmder the influence of a storm of strange feelings, and quite 
beside himself could scarcdy summon resolution enough to ring the 
bell. However, having done this^ he rushed from the chamber. 
^ At once, — ^let us leave at once !" he cried to his friend, and told 
him in a few words what had happened. Both leaped upon the 
horses that had been brought for them, and rode off without waiting 
for the return of the baron, who had gone out hunting. 

Albert's reflections on the ride from Li^ge to Aix-la-Chapelle 
have already shown, with what profoimd earnestness, with what 
noble feeling, he had appreciated tne events of that £ital period. On 
the journey to the Besidence, whither the two friends now returned, 
he succeeded in completely delivering Victor from the dreamy 
condition into which ne had sunk, and while Albert brought to 
his fri^id's mind, depicted in the most lively colours, all tiiie monstrous 
occurrences which tne days of the last campaa^ had brought forth, 
the latterfelt himself animated by the same spirit as that which dwelt 
in Alb^t And although Albert never ventured upon lon^ contra- 
dictions or doubts, Victor himself now seemed to look upon nis mys- 
tical adventure, as nothing but a bad dream. 

In the Residence it was natural that the ladies were favourably 
disposed to the colonel, who was rich, of noble figure, youn^ for the 

Sfh rank which he held, and who, moreover, was amiabihty itself, 
bert looked upon him as a lucky man, who might choose tne fair- 
est for a wife, but Victor observed, very seriously : " Whether it 
vras, ihat I had been mjrstified, and, by wicked means, made to serve 
some unknown end, or whether an evil power really tried to tempt me, 
this much is certain, that though the past has not cost me my happi- 
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nesB, it has depriyed me of the paradise of love. Never can that time 
return, when I felt the highest earthly felicity, when the ideal of my 
sweetest, most transporting dreams, nay, love itself, was in my arms. 
Love and pleasure have vanished, since a horrible mystery deprived 
me of her, who to my inmost heart was really a higher being, such 
as I shall not again find upon earth !" 
The colonel remained unmarried. J. O. 
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A CATHOLIC LEGEND, BY HEIKBICH VON KLEIST. 

Towards the end of the sixteenth century, when iconoclasm was 
racpig in the Netherlands, three yoimg brouiers, who all studied at 
Wittenberg, chanced to meet at Aix-la-Chapelle with a fourth, who 
had been appointed preacher at Antwerp. They wished to take posses- 
sion of an inneritance, which had fallen to them by the death of an old 
uncle, perfectly unknown to all of them, and had turned into an inn, 
because no one was on the spot to whom they could apply. Afler 
the lapse of some days, which they had passed in listenmg to the 
preacher*s accounts of the remarkable occurrences that had taken 
place in the Netherlands, it chanced that the festival of Cormu 
Christi was just about to be solemnised by the nuns of St. Ceciua's 
convent, wmch then stood before the city gates. The four brothers 
heated with &naticism, youth, and the example of the Netherlands, 
determined to give the town of Aix-la-Chapelle a spectacle of image- 
breaking. The preacher, who had been more than once at the head 
of such enterprises, assembled in the evening preceding the festival a 
number of young tradesmen and students, devoted to the new doc- 
trine, who spent the night in eating and drinking at the inn. Day 
had no sooner appeared over the battlements uian they provided 
themselves with axes and all sorts of instruments of destruction, to 
be^ their violent work. Exulting with delight, they agreed ui)on 
a signal at which they would bemn to knock m the wmdows, which 
were painted over with biblical subjects, and, secure of finding a 
great number of followers among the people, they betook them- 
selves to the cathedral, at the hour when ihe bells first rang, 
with the determination not to leave one stone upon another. Tne 
abbess, who, as early as daybreak, had been informed by a friend 
of the peril in which the convent stood, sent several times, but 
always m vain, to the imperial officer who held command in the 
town, requesting him to appoint a guard for the protection of the 
convent. The officer, who, clandestinely at least, was favorably 
disposed towards the new doctrine, refused her request, under the 
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Sietext that she was merely dreaming, and that not the slightest 
anger to her convent was to be apprehended. In the meanwhile 
the hour appointed for the commencement of the solemnities arrived^ 
and the nims prepared themselves for mass, praying and trembling 
with the apprehension of approaching events. The bailiff of the 
convent, an old man, aged seventy, wiSi a troop of armed servante, 
whom he had posted at the entrance of the church, was their only 
protection. In nuns* convents, it is well known, the sisters them- 
selves, who are well practised in every sort of instrument, are their 
own musicians, and they play with a precision, a feeling, and an 
intelligence, which we often miss in orchestras of men, probably 
because there is something feminine in this mysterious art. Now it 
happened, to increase the embarrassment, that the conductress of the 
orchestra, Sister Antonia, had fallen sick of a nervous fever some 
days before, and the consequence was, that the whole convent was 
in the greatest tumult about the performance of a suitable piece of 
music, to say nothing of the fact that the four profane brothers were 
already visible, wrapped in mantles among the pillars of the church. 
The abbess who, on the evening of the preceding day, had ordered 
the performance of a very old Italian mass, by an imknown master, 
with which the greatest effect had always been produced on account 
of its peculiarly sacred and solemn character, and who was now more 
than ever bent on her purpose, sent again to sister Antonia to know 
how she was. The mm who took the message, returned with the in* 
telligence that the sister lay in a perfectly unconscious condition and 
that all notion of her conducting the music must be entirely given up. 
In the meanwhile, there had already been several very critical scenes 
in the convent into which more than a hundred impious persons of 
all ranks and ages, armed with hatcbets and crowbars, had gradually 
foimd their way. Some of the guards who stood at the portals had 
been shamefully annoyed, and the nuns, who, engaged in their holy 
offices, had from time to time appeared singly in the porticoes, were 
insulted by the most unseemly expressions. At last the bailiff re* 
treated to thei9acristy» and there upon his knees implored the abbess 
to stop the festival, and to seek the protection of tne commander in 
the city. But the abbess was immoveable, insisting that the festival 
which had been instituted for the honour of the Deity must take its 
course. She reminded the bailiff that it was his duty to defend the 
mass, and all the solemnities of the cathedral with life and limb, and 
as the bell had rang, ordered the nuns, who surroimded her, shaking 
and trembling, to take an oratorium of some sort or other, and make 
a b^inning by performing it. 

The nuns mul just taken their places in the organ-loft, the dif- 
ferent parts of a composition that had already been frequently played, 
were distributed, violins, oboes, and bass-viols were tned and tuned, 
when suddenly Sister Antonia, quite fresh and well, though her 
&ce was a little pale, appeared from the stairs. She had under 
her arm the parts of the oia Italian mass, on the performance of which 
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the abbess had so eamestlj infflsted. To the questions of the nuns, 
who asked with astonishment whence she came, and how she had 
so suddenly recovered, she replied, '^ No matter, friends, no matter I" 
distributed the ports ^e had carried, and glowing with enthusiasm, 
sat down to the organ, to imdertake the £rection of the excellent 
composition. This phenomenon was a wonderful and truly heavenly 
consolation to the hearts of the pious ladies ; they at once sat down 
to their desks with their instruments, and the very embarrassment in 
which they were placed, had the effect of bearing their souls, as if 
upon win^, through all the heaven of harmony. The oratorium was 
played with a musical magnificence of the noblest and highest kind. 
Not a breath was heard through the benches and aisles, and when 
the Salve Begina, and still more, when the Gloria in exceUia was 
performed, it was as if the whole population in the church was 
dead. In spite of the four profane orothers and their followers, 
not so much as the dust on the pavement was disturbed, and the 
cloister remained standing till the end of the " Thirty Years' War," 
when it was secularized by virtue of a clause in the '' Treaty of 
Westphalia." 

Six years had passed, and this occurrence had been long for- 
gotten, when the mother of the four youths came from the Hague, 
and mournfully alleging that they had completely disappeared, insti- 
tuted judicial inquiries with the magistrates of Aix-la-Ohapelle, to 
learn what road they had taken from the city. The last account that 
had been received of them in the Netherlands, where they purposely 
resided, was, as she said, contained in a letter which the preacher 
had written to his fiiend, a schoolmate at Antwerp, on the eve of a 
Ccrpm Chritti day. The preacher, with great cheerfulness, or rather 
wantonness, had closely filled four sides of this letter with the account 
of an enterprise which he had projected against the Convent of St. 
Cecilia, and which the mother would not enter upon more particu- 
larly. Afler many vain endeavours to find the persons whom this 
afflicted lady was seeking, it was at last remembered that sevea 
years ago — at a time which seemed to correspond to the account — 
four young people, whose country and origin was unknown, had 
been put in the madhouse, which had been recently erected in the city 
by the emperor. However, as these persons were afiected by religious 
extravagance, and their deportment — as the court believed it had 
heard — ^was exceedingly melancholy, this accoimt seemed to accord 
80 little with the disposition of the sons — ^which was but too well 
known to the mother that there was no need for her to attach much 
importance to it, especially as it was pretty evident that the persons 
were Catholics. However, as she was struck by many peculiaritdes 
which were described to her, she went one day to the madhouse ao- 
oompanied by one of the messengers of the court, and asked the super- 
intendent to allow her to examine four unfortunate lunatics who were 
confined there. But who can describe the poor lady's honor, when, 
on entering the doori she recognised her sons at the very first glance* 
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Tbej weie dressed in long black robes, and were sitting round a table^ 
on which was a crucifix. This they appeared to worship, leaning 
silently and with folded hands upon the board. To the questions of 
the laay, who had sank into a chair quite exhausted, as to what thej 
were doing, the superintendents rephed, that they were merely occu- 
pied in the glorification of the Redeemer, of whose divinity, accord- 
ing to their own acooimt, they had a clearer knowledge than others. 
They added that the young men had led this ^host-like life for six 
years, that they slept little and tasted little, that no sound usudly 
passed their lipe, and that it was only at the hour of midnight that 
they rose from their seats, when, with voices loud enough to shatter 
the windows of the house, they sang the Gloria in excehis. The 
floperintendents concluded with the remark that the young men en- 
joyed perfect bodily health, that a certain serenity, though of a very 
serious and solemn kind, could not be denied them, and that when 
diey heard themselves called mad, they shrugged their shoulders with 
an air of compassion, and had more than once declared that the good 
city of Aix-la-Chapdle if it knew what they knew, would cease from 
all business and likewise devote itself to singing the Gloria round the 
erudfix. 

The lady, who could not support the horrible sight of her unfor- 
tunate sons, and who was soon led back tottering to her house, set 
off on the following morning to Herr Veit Gottnelf, a celebrated 
cloth-merchant of u\e city, to gain some inteUigenoe as to the cause 
of this unfortunate occurrence. She did so b^use the letter from 
the preacher mentioned this man, and showed that he had taken a 
lively interest in the plan for destroying the cloister of St. Cecilia 
on Corpus CTiristi day. Veit Gottheu, the doth-merchant, who 
had become a husband and a father since the time, and had 
moreover undertaken his &ther*s extensive business, received his 
visiter very kindly, and when he heard the affiiir that had brought 
her to him, bolted the door, and having requested her to take a seat, 
proceeded as follows: 

'* My good lady, if you will promise to subject me to no legal 
investigation, I will teu you all, truly and without reserve. I was 
indeed on intimate terms with your sons six years ago, — ^yes, we en- 
tertained the project which is mentioned in the letter. How the 
plan, for the execution of which, the most careful preparations were 
made with truly impious acuteness, proved a failure, is to me utterly 
incomprehensible. Heaven itself seems to have taken the convent 
of those pious ladies under its holy protection. For you must know 
that your sons had already, as a prelude to some determined action, in- 
terrupted divine service by all sorts of ribaldry, and that more than three 
hundred rascals gathered together within the walls of our then mis- 
guided city, and armed witn hatchets and links only waited for the 
signal which the preacher was to make, to level the ca^edral with the 
ground. Directly the music began, your sons, with a simultaneous 
movement and in a manner that surprised us, suddenly took off 
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their hats ; as if oyercome by deep inexpressible emotion, they 
bowed down their faces, and gradually covered them with their hands. 
At last the preacher suddenly turning round, after an astoimding 
pause, called to us with a loud terrific voice to imcover our heads also. 
In vain did some of his comrades whisper to him, and sportively 
jogging him with their arms, desire him to give the concerted signal 
for destruction, the preacher, instead of answering sank upon his 
knees, with his hands crossed on his heart, and fervently laymg his 
forehead in the dust, with all his brothers, recommenced the whole 
series of prayers, that he had before derided. The crowd of miser- 
able fanatics, deprived of their leader, and utterly confoimdedby the 
spectacle I have described, remained in a state of irresolution and 
inactivity till the conclusion of the oratorium, which pealed down 
wondrously from the organ-loft, and as at this moment several arrests 
were made by otder of the commanding officer, and some wicked 
fellows who had behaved indecorously, were seized and led off by a 
guard, the wretched troop had nothing to do but to avail themselves 
as speedily as possible of the shelter of the crowd that rose to depart, 
thus to escape from the cathedral. In the evening, after vainly 
asking several times for your sons at the inn, whither they had not re- 
turn^, I went with some friends to the conventina state of the greatest 
uneasiness that I might make inquiries of the door-keepers, wno had 
assisted the ioiperial guard. How, noble lady, shall I describe my 
horror, when I saw the four men as before, with the hands foldea, 
touching the OTOund with their heads and breasts, as though they had 
been petrified there — in short, bowed down before the altar of the 
church with the most intense devotion? In vain did the bailiff of 
the convent, who came up at this moment, puU them by their cloaks, 
and shake them by their arms^ and desire them to leave the cathedral, 
which was already growing quite dark, and in which nobody was 
left ; half-rising in tneir dreamy fashion they did not listen to him, 
tmtil he ordered his men to take them up by the arms, and lead them 
out at the porch. Then, at last, they followed us into the city, 
though not without sighing, and frequently looking back, with the 
most heart-rending sorrow, at the cathedral, which shone gloriously 
behind us in the hght of the setting sun. The other fiiends and! 
repeatedly, and in the most affectionate manner, asked them what 
terrible cause could possibly have produced such a thorough change 
in their minds. They looked kindly upon us, and from time to time, 
with an expression that still cuts me to the heart, wiped the tears 
firom their eyes. When they had reached their dwelling, they in- 
geniously fiB^oned a cross of birchen-twi^, and fixed it in a little 
pyramid of wax on the large table in the middle of the room between 
two candles, with which the servant had made her appearance. While 
the friends, whose number increased hourly, stood by, wringing their 
hands, and in scattered groups, and speechless with grief, looked at 
their quiet ghost-like proceedings, they seated themselves down at 
the table, as if their senses were closed to every other object, and 
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folding their hands, began their devotions. They neither desired 
the remst, which the servant brought in to regale tlieir companions, 
accormng to the orders they had left in the morning, nor afterwards, 
when night advanced, did they care for the couch which she had 
set up in the adjoining room, because they appeared weaiy. The 
friends, that they might not provoke the anger of the host, who 
seemed much surprised at the whole proceeding, sat dovm to a side- 
table profusely covered, and eat the viands, which had been prepared 
for a large party, salting them at the same time with their tears. 
The hour of midnight now suddenly struck, and your four sons, after 
listening for a moment to the dull sound of the bell, rose from their 
seats with a simultaneous movement, and while wc, laying down our 
napkins, looked at them, anxious to know what would follow so 
strange a commencement, they began to sing the Gloria in excelsis 
in the most hideous and horrible voice. The sound of leopards 
and wolves, when on an icy winter's night they roar at the sky, may 
be something like it. The pillars of the house, I assure you, were 
shaken, and the window-panes smitten by the visible breath from 
their lungs, rattled and threatened to fall in, as if handfuls of heavy 
sand were dashed against their sur&ce. At this frightful sight we 
lost all self-possession, and with hair erect, we darted off in different 
directions. Leaving hats and cloaks behind us, we dispersed through 
the neighbouring streets, which in a short time were nlled, not with 
US, but with more than a hundred men who had been awakened 
from sleep. The people bursting open the hall-door hurried up- 
stairs to the room, to discover the source of these fearful and revolt- 
ing howls, which seemed to implore the divine mercy, as if from the 
Epe of condemned rinnen. in the deepest abyss of the fnfemd regions. 
At last when the clock struck one, the brothers, without having lis- 
tened to the indignation of the host, or the exclamations of horror that 
were uttered by the people, closed their lips, wiped with a handker- 
chief fix>m their forehead the perspiration which fell upon their 
chin and breast in large drops, and, spreading out their cloaks, lay 
down on the floor to rest an hour from such painful labours. The 
host, who let them take their own course, made the sign of the 
cross over them as soon as he saw them asleep; and glad to ffet 
rid of the infliction, for the time at least, induced the assembled 
crowd of people, who were whispering mysteriously to one another, 
to leave the room, imder the assurance that the morning would 
bring with it a salutary change. But, alas ! with the first crow of 
the cock, the unhappy men rose again to recommence before the 
cross which stood on the table, the same dreary, ghost-like cloister- 
life, which exhaustion alone had interrupted for the moment. They 
would receive no assistance nor advice from their host, whose heart 
was melted at their mournful aspect; they merely asked him to dis- 
miss with kindness their friends, who were in the habit of assembling 
about them every day. They wished nothinj? fix)m him but bread 
and water, and a litter of straw, if possible, lor the night, so that 
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the man wlio used to derive a good profit fiom their coiiTiyial dis- 
podtioii, was now obliged to submit the whole case to the legal 
aathorideSf and to request them to remoye {xom his house the four 
persons, who, without doubt, were possessed of an evil spirit. Bj 
order of the magistrates they underwent a medical examination, and 
being proved miad, thej were, as you know, removed to the lunatic 
asylum, which t^ benevolence of our late emperor founded for the 
b^efit of such unfortunate persons within our walls." 

This was said by Veit Gotthelf, the cloth m^x^hant, with much 
besides, which we suppress, as we think we have said oioudi to give 
a clear insight into the real state of the case. When he had finiaied 
he again requested the lady not to implicate him in any manner, 
should the case undergo a l^al investigation. 

Three days afterwaids the kdy idio had been greatly shocked at the 
account she had heard, took advantage of the fine weather and walked 
to the convent, leaning on the arm of a female fiiend, with the 
naoumful purpose of surveying the fearful spot where the Ahn^ty 
had stricken down her sons, as it were, by invisible lightning. Tbej 
found the entrance of the cathedral boarded up, because some build- 
ing was goii^ on, andeven with straining were unable to see through 
the chimes ofthe boards, any thing but the rosace-window which qpar- 
Ided magnificently in the back of the church. Hundreds of work- 
men, who were singing merry songs, were on intricate, lightly-built 
scaffoldings, occupied m makmg the towers a good third higher, and 
in covering l^e cross and battlements, which had hitherto been only 
slated, witn strong, bright copper, which shone in the sunbeams. 
A thunder-cloud, completely black, with borders of gold, was behind 
the building. When it had spoken its thunder over Aix-la-Qiapelle, 
and had darted some ineffectual flakes in the direction of the cathe- 
dral, it sank grumbling into the east, dissolved in vapour. It hap- 
pened that while the ladies were, from the steps of the spacious 
convent, contemplating the double spectacle, absorbed in varioua 
thoughts, a nun who was passing by learned who it was that was 
standing under the portico. The abbess, therefore, who had heard of 
a letter respecting the affidr of the Carpus Ckristi day , in the posses- 
sion of the Netherland lady, immediately sent the sister to her, re- 
uesting her to walk up. The Netherland lady, although surprised 
or the moment, respectfully complied with the request; and while 
her friend, at the invitation of uie nun, retired to a room near the 
entrance, the folding doors of the beautifuUy-formed gallery were 
thrown open to the visiter who ascended the stairs. There ^e 
found the abbess, who was a noble lady, of calm, and even royal 
aspect, with h^ foot resting upon a stool supported by dragons* 
daws. On a desk by her side lay the score of a piece of music 
The abbess, after she had desired her visiter to take a chair, tdd 
her that she had been already informed of her arrival by the 
burgomaster. When she had inquired afler the state of the 
unfortunate sons in the kindest manner, and had recommended 
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her to (XHiaole heiaelf as to their &te, now it was not to be 
altered, she expressed a wish to see ihe letter which the 
preacher had sent to his friend, the schoohnaster, at Antwerp. The 
lady, who had experience enough to see what would be the con- 
sequence of such a step, felt conmsed for the moment. However, as 
the venerable countenance of the abbess inspired her with imlimited 
confidence, and it was by no means credible that she could have any 
design of malring a public use of the contents of the letter, she took 
it from her bosom, wer a short hesitation, and handed it to the 
noble lady, fervently kissing her hand. Whilst the abbess was 
residing the letter, she cast a look at the score, which happened to 
lie open on the desk; and as the cloth merchants narrative had 

S'ven her the noticm that it might have been the power of music 
at had turned the brains of her poor sons on that awM day, she 
timidly turned roimd, and asked the nun who stood behind her chair, 
whether that was the composition which had been played in the ca- 
thedral on the memorable Giiipic^ C%m/t day, sixyears ago. The young 
ntm answered in the affirmative, saying that she remembered hear- 
ing of the affidr, and that since then, when the music was not used, 
it was generally kept in the abbess's room. At this the lady, deeply 
moved, arose and placed herself before the desk, occiq)ied by va- 
zious thoughts. She looked at the magical unknown signs, with 
which, as it^ seemed, some fearful spirit had mysteriously marked 
out its circle, and was ready to sinJc into the ground, when she 
found the **Ghria m exeebis" open. It seemed to her as if the 
wh<de terrors of music, which had proved the destruction of her 
sons, were whirling over her head ; at the mere sight of the score 
her senses seemed to be leaving her, and with an infinitely strong 
feeling of humility and submission to the divine power, she heartily 
pressed the leaf to her lips, and then again seated herself in her 
chair. The abbess had, in the meanwhile, read the letter, and said, 
as she folded it up : " God himself, on that wonderful day, preserved 
the cloister fi:om the wantonness of your misguided sons. The 
means that He employed may be indifferent to you, since you are a 
Protestant; indeea, you would hardly understand what I could 
reveal to you on the subject For you must know that nobody has 
the least notion who it was, that under the pressure of that fearful 
ho\ir, when destruction was ready to fidl upon us, calmly sat at the 
organ, and conducted the work which you there find open. By evi- 
dence taken on the following morning, in the presence of the bailiff 
o[ the convent and several other persons, as recorded in our 
archives, it is proved that Sister AiUx>nia, the only one among us 
who knew how to conduct the work, lay in the comer of her cell, 
flick, insensible, and without the use ot her limbs during the whole 
time of its performance. A nun who, as a personal rdative, was 
appointed to take charge of her, never stirred from her bedside 
during {he whole mormng on which the festival of Carpus Christi 
was celebrated in the cathedraL Nay, Sister Antonia would herself 
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have confirmed the fact, that it was not she who in such a strange 
and surprising manner appeared in the organ-loft, had her insensible 
condition allowed her to be questioned on the subject, and had she 
not, on the evening of the same day, died of the nervous fever of 
which she lav ill, and which did not before appear to be dangerous. 
The Archbishop of Treves, to whom the occurrence was related, has 
given the only possible explanation; viz., that St. Cecilia herself 
performed this miracle, which is at once so sublime and so fearful; 
and I have received a communication from the pope, in which this 
explanation is confirmed.'' 

The abbess returned to the lady the letter, which she had merely 
asked for to gain some further mformation on a matter which she 
already partially knew, promising at the same time that she would 
make no use of it. Then inquiring whether there were any hopes 
of her sons* recovery, and whether by money or other assistance she 
could do any thing towards that end-questions which the weeping 
abbess, while she Kissed her gown, answered in the negative — she 
kindly shook hands with her, and dismissed her. 

Thus ends this legend. The lady, whose presence in Aix-la- 
Chapelle was not required, deposited with the legal tribunals a 
small sum for the benefit of her poor sons, and then returned to the 
Ha^e, where, in the course of the year, deeplv moved by the event 
which had taken place, she returned to the bosom of the Catholic 
church. The sons died a calm and happy death, at a late old age, 
afler they had once more sung the '' Gloria in excebisy* as usual. 

J.O. 
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A child's tale, by J. W. GOETHE. 

[The following fanciful tale occurs in the autobiogra^iy of 
Gk>ethe, to which ne has given the name of " Dichtung imd Wahr- 
heit." He is supposed to tell it, in his childhood, to a party of 
juvenile friends, and he introduces it thus: 

'^ I could afford great amusement to my friend, Pylades, and other 
kindly-disposed acquaintance, by telling them stories. They liked 
them, especially when I told them in my own person, being much 
deli^htea to hear that such odd thin^ coidd befitU their play-fellow. 
As for the question when I could find time and place for such adven- 
tures — that was no matter, indeed they pretty well knew all my in- 
i^oin^ and outgoings, and how I employed myself. To such events, 
ocahties, taken firom another spot, if not from another world, 
were absolutely necessary, but nevertheless I made every thing 
happen on the very day 1 told it, or the day before. My hearers. 
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theiefore, were less deluded by me, than deceiyed bj themselves. 
Had I not, in confonnity to my natimd disposition learned to motdd 
these aeriel nothings into something like an artistical form, such vain- 
fflorious beginnings, would certainly have turned out badly for me 
m the end. 

*' I£ we didy consider this impulse, we may discover in it that 
assumption, with which the poet ventures to utter the greatest im- 
probabilities in a tone of authority, and requires that every one 
shall acknowledge that to be real, which to hmi, the inventor, may 
appear to be true in any manner whatever. 

'* However, what is said above, in general terms, and in the form 
of reflection, may be rendered more agreeable, and at the same time 
more perceptible by an example. I therefore add such a tale — one, 
which as I used to repeat it often to my playmates, still distinctly 
floats before my imamnation and in my memory.'*] 

Lately, on the nignt before Whit ounday, I dreamed that I was 
standing before a mirror, occupjring myself with my new summer 
suit, wmch my parents had had made against the approaching festi- 
val. The dr^ consisted, as you well know, of shoes of nice leather, 
with great silver buckles, nne cotton stockings, breeches of black 
serge, and a coat of green barracan, with gold buttons. The waist- 
coat, of gold-stufl*, had been cut out of the one worn by my father 
on his wedding-day. My hair was dressed and powdered, my curls 
stood upon my head like little wings, — ^but I could not finish dress- 
ing myself; K>r I continually changed the articles of wearing ap- 
piurel, and the first always dropped ofl* when I was about to put on 
the second. While I was thus embarrassed, a handsome youn^ 
man came up to me, and greeted me in the kindest manner. *' Wel- 
come," said I, " it gives me great pleasure to see you here."— '^ Do 
you know me then?' asked ne, smiling. " Why not?" I replied, 
smiling in my turn. '' Tou are Mercury, and I have often enough 
seen pictures of you.*^ — ^' I am, indeed,' said he, '* and I have been 
sent to you by the gods on an important misdon. Do you see these 
three apples?" stretching out his nand, he showed me three apples, 
which m)m their size he could scarcely hold, and which were as 
wonderftdly beautiful as they were lar^. One was green, another 
yellow, and the third red, and they looked like precious stones, 
to which the shape of fruit had been given. I wished to take them, 
but he drew me back, saying, '* Tou must first know, that they are 
not for you. Tou are to give them to the three handsomest young 
persons in the town, who will, every one according to his lot, find 
wives to their heart*s content. There, take them and manage the 
matter well," he added, as he quitted me, and placed the apples in 
my open hand. They seemed to me to have oecome even larger 
than they were before. I held them against the lights and found 
they were quite transparent, but soon they grew taller, and at 
last became Uiree pretty — very pretty little ladies, of the height of a 
moderate-sized doU| with dresses of the colours of the apples. In this 
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fonn they glided softlj up my fingers, and when I was abont to 
make a catdi at them, that I might secure one at leasts they soared 
up fiu: away, so ihat I could do nothing but look after them. There 
I stood quite astounded and petrified, with my hands high in the 
air, and still staring at my fingers, as if their was something to be seen 
upon them. All of a sudden I perceiyed upon the very tips a charm- 
ing little girl, very pretty and uvely , though smaller tnan the others. 
As she did not fly away, like them, but remained with me^ and 
danced about, now on this finger, now on that, I looked at her for 
some time, in a state of astonishment. She pleased me so much, 
that I fimcied I might catch her, and was just on the point of making 
a grasp — as I thought very cleverly — ^when I felt a blow on the 
h^d, that caused me to fall completely stunned, and did not awaken 
from, the stupor it occasioned till it was time to dress and go to 
church. 

I often recalled the images to my mind during divine seryice, and 
at my grandfather's table where I dined. In the afternoon I went 
to visit some ftiends, both because such visits were due, and because 
I wished to show myself in my new clothes, with my hat imder my 
arm and my sword by my side. Finding no one at home, and hear- 
ing that they were all gone to the gardens, I resolved to follow them, 
intending to pass a pJbasant evemng. My way led me along the 
town wall, and I soon came to the spot which is called the ** evil 
wall," and ^htly enough, for there is reason to believe it is always 
haunted. Walkmg slowly along, I thought of my three goddesses^ 
and still more of the little nymph, and m/eai held my fingers up in 
the air in the hc^ that she would be kind enough to balance hersdf 
upon them once more. As I proceeded, occupied with these 
thoughts, I discerned in the wall, on my left hand, a little wicket 
which I did not remember to have perceived before. It appeared 
low, but the pointed arch was such as to afford room for the tallest 
man to enter. The arch and the wall on either side had been most 
ridily carved by the mason and the sculptor, but my attention was 
most attracted hy the door itself. The old brown wood of which it 
was made had heea but little ornamented, but broad bands of brass 
were attached to it, worked both in reUef and in intag^. The foliage 
which was represented on this brass, and on which the most natural 
Hrds were sitting, I could not sufficiently admire. I was, however, 
most surprised at seeing no keyhole, no latch, no knocker, and {lom 
the absence of these I surmised that the door only opened firom 
within. I was not mistaken, for when I went dose to it, to feel the 
carved work, it opened inwards, and a man, whose dress was some- 
what long, wide, and altogether angular, appeared before me. A 
venerable beard flowed about his chin, and I was, therefore, inclined 
to take him for a Jew. As if he had divined my thoughts he made 
the sign of the holy cross, thereby diving me to imderetand that he 
was a good Cathohc Christian. '^ Young gentleman, how did jovl 
come here, and what are you doing?' said he, with fiiendly voice 
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and gesture. ^' I am admiiii^ the work of this door/' I replied, 
** for I have xiev^ seen any thing Uke it, exc^t, perhaps, in small 
peces, in the collection of amateurs." '' I am delighted/' said he, 
*^ that you take pleasure in such work. The door is still more beau* 
tiftil on the inner side, pray walk in if you choose." This affair 
made me feel somewhat imcomfortable. I felt embarrassed by the 
strange dress of the porter, by the retired situation of the place, 
and a certain indescribable something in the air. I paused, there- 
fore, tmder the pretext of looking longer at the outsiae, and at the 
same time cast fiirtive glances at ^e garden — for a warden it was 
which had just been opened to me. Immediately behind the gate 
I saw a space completely shaded by the closely entwined branches of 
some old linden trees, which had been planted at r^ular intervtds, 
so that the most numerous assembly might have rested there during 
the most intense heat of the day. I had already set my foot on the 
thre8h<dd, and the dd man was well able to lure me on a step fur- 
ther. Indeed I made no resistance, for I had always heard that a 
prince or sultan, in such cases, must never ask whether there is any 
danger. Had I not my sword by my side, and could I not soon 
set the better of the old man if he took a hostile position? I there- 
lore walked in with confidence, and theporter ^shut the gate so softly 
that I could hardly hear the sound. He then showed the work on 
the inside, which was certainly much superior to that without, and 
explained it, giving indications of the greatest kindness towards me» 
My mind beiug completely set at rest I allowed myself to be led 
furth^ along me shady space by the wall which circled the garden, 
and found much to admire. Niches, artificially adorned with shells, 
coral, and pieces of ore, poured firom Tritons' mouths colons streams 
of water into marble basins. Between them were avianes and other 
pieces of lattice-work, in which there were squirr^ hopping about, 
guinea-pi^ miming backwards and forwards, and, in short, all the 
pretty htUe creatures that (me coidd desire. The birds cried and 
sans to us as we went along; the starlings, in particular, mrated after 
us the most absurd stuff, one always calling out ^' Paris, Paris," and 
the other '* Narcissus, Narcissus," as plain as any schoolboy. The 
old man seemed to look at me more seriously whenever the birds 
uttered this, but I pretended not to mind it, and indeed had no time 
to attend to him, for I could clearly perceive that we were walking 
round and that this shady place was m fitct a large circle, which in- 
closed another of far more importance. We had again come to tlie 
little docn*, and it seemed to me as if the old man wished to dismiss 
me; but my eyes remained fixed on a golden railing which seemed 
to inclose tne middle of this wonderful garden, and which in my 
walk I had found an opportunity of observing sufficiently, although 
the old man always contrived to keep me close to the wall, and, 
therefore, prettjr fer firom the centre. As he was going up to the 
^te I said to him, with a bow: "You have been so exceedingly 
civil to me that I can venture to make another request before I leave 



310 THE NEW PARIS. 

you. May I not look closer at that golden laiHng, which seems to 
encircle the inner part of the garden?' *' Certainly/' said he, '* but 
then you must submit to certain conditions." '* In what do they 
consist?' I adced, quickly. ^* Tou must leave your hat and swora 
here, and must not qiiit my hand as I accompany you." *' To that 
I consent readily enough," safd I, and I laid my hat and sword on 
the first stone bench that came in my way. Upon this he at once 
seized my left hand in his ri ght, held it fast, and, with some degree 
of force, led me straight on. \Vlien we came to the railing, my sur- 
prise was increased to overwhelming astonishment; any thing like 
It I had never seen. On a high socle of marble countless spears 
and partisans stood in a row, and were joined together by their 
upper ends, which were singularly ornamented. Peepmg through the 
interstices I saw behind this railing a piece of water which flowed 
gently along, with marble on each side of it, and in the clear depths 
of which a great number of gold and silver fish might be discovered, 
which now wowly, now swiftly, now singly, now in shoals, were swim- 
ming to and fro. I wished much to see the other side of the canal 
that I might learn how the interior part of the garden was fashioned ; 
but, to my great annoyance, on the other side of the water stood a 
similar railmg, which was so skilfully arranged that, opposite to 
every space on the side where I stood was pkced a spear or a par- 
tisan on the other, and thus, with the adoitional impediment of 
the other ornaments, it was impossible for one to look through, 
whatever position one took. Besides, the old man, who kept a mst 
hold of me, hindered me from moving freely. My curiosity— after 
all that I had seen — ^increased more and more, and I plucked up 
courage to ask the old man whether it was not possible to cross over. 
" Why not?' said he, " only you must conform to new conditions;** 
When I asked him what these were, he told me that I must change 
my dress. I readily consented; he led me back towards the outer 
wall and into a neat little room, against the walls of which hung 
dresses of several kinds which seemed to approach the oriental style 
of costume. I changed my dress quickly, and he put my powdered 
locks into a many-coloured net, after finally dusting out the powder, 
to my great horror. Standing before a large mirror I thought I 
looked prettily enough in my disguise, and liked myself better than 
in my stiff Sunday clothes. I made gestures and leaps, in imitation, 
of the dancers I had seen on the stage erected at the fior, and while 
I was doing this I perceived, by chance, the reflection in the glass 
of a niche that stood behind me. Against its white ground hung 
three ^en cords, each twined in a manner which was not veiy clear 
to me in the distance. I therefore turned round somewhat hastily 
and asked the old man about the niche and these cords also. Civilly 
enough he took one down and showed it to me. It was a cord of 
green silk of moderate thickness, the ends of which, fastened together 
by a piece of green leather, cut through in two places, gave it the 
appearance of being an instrument for no very agreeable purpose. 
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The affidr seemed to me somewhat equivocal, and I asked the old 
man for an explanation. He answered, very quietly and mildly, that 
the cord was intended for those who abused the confidence which 
was here readily placed in them. He hung the cord in its place 
again, and askea me to follow him at once. This time he did not 
take hold of me, but I walked freely by his side. 

My greatest curiosity now was to know where the door could be 
to pass through the railing, and where the bridge could be to 
cross the canal, for I had be^ able to discern nothmg of the sort 
hitherto. I therefore looked at the golden rails very closely, as we 
hastened close up to them, — when aU of a sudden my sight failed 
me ; for the spears, pikes, halberds, and partisans, began quite im- 
expectedly to rattle and to shake, and this curious movement ended 
with the points of all being inclined towards each other, just as if 
two ancient armies, armed with pikes, were preparing for the 
attack. The concision before my eyes, the clatter m my ears, was 
almost insupportable ; but the sight became infinitely astonishing, 
when the spears, laying themselves quite down, covered the whole 
circle of the canal, and formed the noblest bridge that one can 
imagine, while the most variegated garden was revealed to my view. 
It was divided into beds, which woimd about one another, and, seen 
at once, formed a labyrinth of an ornament. All of these were en- 
compa^ed by a green border, formed of a short wooUy-looking 
plant, which I had never seen; all were adorned with flowers, 
every division being of a diflferent colour, and as these likewise grew 
short, the ground plan was easily traced. This beautiful sight, 
which I enjoyed in the full sunshine, completely riveted my eyes ; 
but I scarcefy knew where I could set my foot, for the winding 
paths were neatly covered with a blue sand, which seemed to form 
upon earth a darker sky, or a sky in the water. Therefore, with my 
eyes fixed upon the ground, I went on for some time by the side of 
my conductor, imtil I at length perceived, that in the midst of the 
circle of beds and flowers, stood another large circle of cypresses, or 
trees of the poplar kind, through which it was impossible to see, as 
the lowest boughs seemed to De shooting up from the earth. My 
conductor, without forcing me straight into the nearest' way, never- 
theless led me immediately towards that centre; and how was I sur- 
prised, when entering the circle of the tall trees, I saw before me the 
portico of a magnificent summer-house, which seemed to have simi- 
lar openings and entrajaces on every side ! A heavenly music, which 
issued firom the building, charmed me even more than this perfect 
specimen of architecture. Now I thought I heard a lute, now a 
harp, now a guitar, and now a tinkling sound, which was not like 
that of any ol the three instruments. The door whjich we approached 
opened at a light touch fix>m the old man, and my amazement was 
great, when the female porter, who came out, appeared lexactly like 
the little maiden who had danced upon my fingers in my aream. 
She greeted me as if we were old acquaintances, and asked me to 

Y 
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walk in. The old man remained behind, and I went with her along 
a short passage, which was arched over and beautifully ornamented, 
till I came to the c^itral hall ; the majestic and cathedral-seeming 
height of which arrested mj sight and surprised me, immediately on 
my entrance. However, my eye could not long remain fixed upwards, 
as it was soon lured down Dy a most charming spectacle. On the car^ 
pet, immediately beneath the centre of the cupola, sat three ladies, each 
one forming the comer of a triangle, and each dressed in a different 
colour. One was in red, another in yellow, the third in green. 
Their seats were gilded, and the carpet was a perfect bed of flowers. 
In their arms lay the three instruments, the sounds of which I had 
distinguished firom without, for they had left off playing, being dis- 
turbed by my entrance. " Welcome !" said the middle one, who 
eat with ner &ce towards the door, was dressed in red, and had the 
harp. " Sit down by Alerte, and listen, if you are fond of music." 
I now saw, for the first time, that a tolerably long bench, placed 
across, with a mandoline upon it, lay b^ore me. The pretty little 
girl took up the mandoline, seated herself, and drew me to her side. 
JN ow I looked at the second lady, who was on my right. She wore 
the yellow dress, and had a guitar in her hand; and if the harp- 
player was imposing in her form, grand in her features, and majesdc 
m her deportment, the guitar-plaver was distinguished by every 
grace and cheerfulness. She was a slender blonde, while the other was 
adorned with hair of a dark brown. The variety and accordance 
of their music did not prevent me firom observing the third 
beauty in the green dr^ the tones of whose lute were to 
me somewhat touching, and at the same time remarkably striking. 
She it was who seemed to take the greatest notice of me, and 
to direct her playing towards me. At the same time, I could 
not tell what to make of her, for she was now tender, now odd, 
now frank, now capricious, as she altered her gestures and the 
style of her playing. Sometimes she seemed anxious to move me, 
and sometimes anxious to tease me. No matter, however, what 
she did, she gained no advantage over me, for I was quite takea 
u{) by my htUe neighboiir, to whom I sat close; and when I per- 
oeived plainly Plough that the three ladies were the sylphides of 
my dream, and recognised the colours of the apples, I well understood 
that I had no reason to secure them. The pretty Uttle creature I 
would much sooner have seized, had not the box on the ear which she 
gave me in my dream remained still £resh in my memory. Hitherto 
sue had kept quiet with her mandoline; but when her mistresses had 
ceased, they ordered her to treat us with a few hvely airs. Scarcely 
had she struck off some dancing melodies in a very exciting style, 
than she jumped up, and I did the same. She played and danced; 
I was forced to follow her steps, and we went through a kind of 
little ballet, at which the ladies seemed to be well pk^sed, for no 
sooner had we finished it, than they ordered the little girl to refresh, 
me with something nice before supp^. In truth, I had forgotten 
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that there was any thing else in the world beyond this Paradise. 
Alerte led me back into the passage by which 1 had entered. On 
one side, she had two weU-fnmished apartments, in one of which — 
the one in which she lived — she served before me oranges, figs, 
peaches, and grapes, and I tasted the fruits both of foreign lands 
and of early months, with great appetite. Confectionary was in 
abundance, and she filled a goblet of polished crystal with sparkling 
wine; but I had no need of drinking, as I sufficiently refreshea 
myself with the fruits. " Now we wm play," said she, and took 
me into the other room. This had the appearance of a Christmas 
fair, except that such fine, precious things are never to be seen in a 
booth. There were all sorts of dolls, and dolls' clothes, and utensils; 
little kitchens, parlours, and shops; besides single toys in abundance. 
She led me all round to the glass cases, in which these precious 
articles were preserved. The first case she soon closed again, saying: 
*' There is nothing for you, I am sure, there," added she, " we can 
find building materials, walls, and towers, houses, palaces, and 
churches to put together a large town. That, however, would be 
no amusement for me, so we will take something else, that may be 
equally amusing for both of us." She then brought out some 
boxes, in which I saw some little soldiers placed in layers one over 
the other, and with respect to which I was forced to confess that I 
had never seen any thing so pretty in my life. She did not leave 
me time to look closer into particulars, but took one of the boxes 
imder her arm, while I caught up the other. " We will go to the 
golden bridge," said she, " for that's the best place to play at 
soldiers. The spears point out the direction in which the armies 
should be placed." We had now reached the shaking, golden 
bridge, ana I could hear the water ripple, and the fish splash be- 
neath me, as I knelt down to set up my rows of soldiers, which, as 
I now saw, were all on horseback. She gloried in being the queen 
of the Amazons, as the leader of her host; while I, on the other 
hand, foimd Achilles, and a very fine set of Greek cavalry. The 
armies stood face to face, and nothing prettier can be conceived. 
They were not flat leaden horsemen like ours, but man and horse 
were round and full-bodied, and very finely worked. It was diffi- 
cult to see how they were able to babmce themselves, for they kept 
up without having a stand. 

We had both surveyed our armies with great complacency, when 
she announced the attack. Besides the soldiers, we had foxmd artil- 
lery in our chests — namely, boxes filled with little balls of polished agate. 
With these we were to shoot at each other's forces from a certain dis- 
tance, on the express condition, however, that we were not to throw 
with greater force than was required to upset the figures, as they 
were on no account to be injured. The cannonading began from 
each fiide, and, at first, to the great delight of both of us. But when 
my adversary remarked that 1 took a better aim than she, and that 
I might end by Yonning the game, which depended on having the 
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greatest number of men npr^ht, she stepped doeer, and her girlish 
manner of throwing provea sacoessfuL A number of my best 
troops were had low, and the more I protested, with the greater 
zeal did she go on throwing. At last I became vexed, and told h^ 
that I would do the same. Accordingly, I not only came doeer, 
but in my passion, I threw much harder, so that, in a short time, a 
couple of her little female centaurs were broken to pieces. Her 
zeal prevented her from noticing this at once, but I stood petrified 
with astonishment when the broken figures joined themselves toge- 
ther again, and the Amazon and her horse again became entire ; 
nay, became perfectly alive at the same time, for they galloped 
from the bridge up to the linden-trees, and after running backwards 
and forwards, were lost — ^how I cannot tell — ^in the direction of the 
wall. My fair adversary had scarcely perceived this, than she 
sobbed aloud, and exclaimed that I had caused her an irreparable 
loss, which was far greater than words could express. I, who had 
grown enraged, was pleased at doing her an injury, and with blind 
fury, threw the few agate-baUs I still had, among her forces. Un- 
fortunately, I struck the queen, who had been excepted, as long as 
our game had proceeded m the regular way. She flew to pieces, 
and her nearest adjutants were shattered at the same time. Soon, 
however, they joined themselves together again, took their flight 
like the first, galloped merrily under the lindens, and were lost 
near the wall. 

My adversary reproached and scolded me, but I, having once 
begun the work of destruction, stooped down to pick up some of the 
agate balls, which were rolling about the ojolden spears. My savage 
wish was to destroy her whole army; while she did not remain in- 
active, but darting at me gave me a box on the ear, that set my 
very head ringing. I, who had always heard that a hearty kiss is 
the proper return for a blow given bj^ a girl, caught her by her ears 
and Kissed her several times. At tms she uttered such a piercing 
cry that I was absolutely terrified. I let her go, and it was for- 
tunate that I did so, for at that moment I did not know what befel 
me. The ground beneath me began to shake and rattle, the rails, 
as I now observed, put themselves in motion, but I had no time for 
consideration, nor was I suffident master of my feet to fly. Every 
moment I was afraid of being impaled, for the lances and partisans 
which began to stand upright, tore my clothes. SuflBce it to say, — 
I do not know how it was, — ^that my sight and hearing failed me, 
and that I recovered from my terror and the stupor into which I had 
been thrown, at the foot of a linden tree, against which the railing, 
while raising itself, had thrown me. My malice returned with my 
senses, and increased still more, when tiom the other side I heard 
the jeers and laughter of my adversary, who had probably come to 
the ground somewhat more softly than myself. I therefore got up, 
and as I saw scattered around me, my own little army with it 
leaden Achilles, which the rising rails had thrown on together 
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with mjrself, I began by catching hold of the hero, and dashing 
him against a tree. His resuscitation and flight gave me double 
pleasure, for the prettiest sight in the world was associated with all 
the delight of gratified malice, and I was on the point of sending 
the rest of the Greeks after him, when all of a sudden water 
came hissing firom every side, from the stones and walls, from the 

Sound and branches; and wherever I turned it pelted me furiously, 
y light dress was soon completely wet through, and as it had 
been already torn, I lost no time in flinging it on altogether. Stfy 
slippers I threw aside, and then one covering after the other, find- 
ing it very pleasant in the sultnr day to take such a shower-bath. 
Stark naked, I walked gravely along between the welcome waters, 
and I thought 1 might thus go on pleasantly for some time. My 
ra^e had cooled, and I now desired nothing more than a recon- 
ciliation with my little adversary. All of a sudden the water stopped, 
and I now stood completely wet on ground that was soaked through. 
The presence of the old man, who unexpectedly came before me, 
was any thing but welcome. I should have wished, if not to hide 
myself, at any rate to put on some covering. Shame, cold, and an 
endeavour to cover myself in some measure, made me cut a very 
miserable figure, and tne old man lost no time in loading me with 
the bitterest reproaches. " What hinders me," he cried, " from 
taking one of the green cords, and fitting it to your back at any 
rate, if not to your neck !" This threat I took very ill. " Hark 
ye,'' said I, ** you had better take care of such words, or even such 
thoughts, or you and yom: mistresses will be lost!" "Who are 
your* said he, in a tone of defiance, " that dare to talk in this 
way?" " A favourite of the gods," I replied, " on whom it 
depends whether those ladies will find good husbands and live 
happily, or pine and grow old in their magic cloister." The 
old man retreated some steps. " Who revealed that to you?" 
he asked with doubt and astonishment. " Three apples," said I, 
" three jewels." " And what reward do you desire?" he exclaimed. 
" Above all things," I replied, " the little creature who brought me 
into this cursed condition." The old man threw himself at my feet, 
without heeding the dampness and muddiness of the ground. He 
then arose, not m the least wetted, took me kindly by the hand, led 
me into the room, where I had been before, dressed me ^ain 

3uickly, and I soon found nipelf with my hair curled and my oun- 
ay clothes on, as at first. The porter did not utter another word, 
but before he allowed me to cross the threshold, he detained me, 
and showed to me certain objects that were near the wall, and on 
the other side of the way, while at the same time he pointed to the 
door backwards. I understood him well. He wished me to impress 
the objects on my mind, that I might more readily find the door 

X'n, which unexpectedly closed behind me. I observed already 
t was opposite to me. The boughs of seven old nut-trees pro- 
jected over a high wall, and partly covered the moulding with which 



316 ALI AND GULHTNDI. 

it terminated. The branches reached to a stone tablet, the deco- 
rated border of which I could easily recognise, but the inscription 
on which I could not read. It rested on the jutting stone of a niche, 
in wUch a fountain artificiaUy constructed, was throwing water 
from cup to cup into a large basin, which formed a kind of little 
pond, and was lost in the ground. Foimtain, inscription, nut-trees, 
all stood^ one directly over the other, and I could have painted it as 
I saw it. 

It may be easily conceived how I passed the evening, and many a 
day afterwards, and how often I repeated these adventures, which 
I could hardly believe myself. As soon as I could, I went again to 
the " evil wall," that I might at least refresh my memory by the 
sight of the objects, and look at the beautiful door. To my great 
astonishment all was changed. Nut-trees were, indeed, nanging^ 
over the wall, but they were not close together. A tablet was in- 
serted, but it stood at some distance to the right of the trees, was 
without carving, and had a legible inscription. A niche with a 
fountain stood &r to the lefl, and was not to be compared to the 
one I had before seen. Of the door not a trace was to be found, 
and I was, therefore, almost compelled to believe that my second 
adventure was a dream, as well as my first. My only consolation is, 
that the three objects always seem to change their situation, for, 
after repeated visits to the spot, I think I have observed, that tl^ 
nut-trees are running towaros each other, and that the tablet and 
fountain are approaching. Probably, when all has come together 
again, the door will once more be visible, and I will do all I can to 
fit on a sequel to the adventure. Whether I shall be able to teU 
what befalls me in ftiture, or whether it will be expressly forbidden 
me, I cannot say. J. O. 



ALI AND GULHTNDI. 

BY ADAM OEHLEN8GHLAGER. 



There once lived in Bagdad a wealthy merchant named Ibrahim. 
His only son, Ali, a young man of eminent talent, though but little 
resembling his fiither, was his pride and delight. The filler's notion 
of happiness consisted in the enjoyment of life and in the industry 
requisite to procure the key to all earthly enjoyments — wealth ; t]:ie 
son's mind, on the contrary, was devoted to contemplation and the 
pursuit of knowledge. He but rarely quitted his room, and was 
only wont to walk in the cool of the evemng along the banks of the 
Tigris outside the city, to the tomb of Lnan Lsaser, a Mahom- 
medan saint, which stood in a circular temple surrounded by date 
trees, about a league distant. Here, he usu^y seated himself in 
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the shade, and his delight consisted in observing those who passed 
by on th^ way to ihe temple to perform their devotions. He 
had, above all, observed, as well as the dose veil would permit, ih^ 
slight and charming form of a female who went almost daily to the 
mosque, accompamed by an attendant, who appeared somewhat 
older than herself. His eyes followed with delight the muffled 
f<»rm as die gracefully moved along; he had often witnessed her 
kneeling in the temple, and praying fervently, and he imagined 
that he m his turn was not unnoticed by the stranger. Thus with- 
out having ever spoken to each other ihey had formed a kind of ac- 
quaintance, which, however, did not disturb Ali in his contem- 
pations. As soon as the shadows of evening appeared, he rose and 
walked silently homewards, while his eyes ga»ed on the moonlit 
waves of the Tigris, or the fresh verdure of its banks. 

^^ How is it possible, my son," once said his &ther, on his return 
from a Icoig journey, after his camels were unladen, '^ that you, so 
yonn^ in years, can totally renounce the world? I esteem your ap- 
plication; but you ahoula not forget that next to our holy Koran, 
nature herself is ihe wisest book, and contains the most sublime 
doctrines on every pa^ What is knowledge without experience? 
Has not one of our wise men himself said, that a journey is a fire, 
aroimd which the raw meat must be turned in order to become 
eatable and savoury." , 

" Dear father," answered Ali, " leave me but a few years longer 
to myself, and then on entering the world I shall worK with miu^h 
more ener^. Tou were right in saying that nature is the wisest 
book; yet it is often written in so indistmct a style that it requires 
strong eyes to see and read it correctly. What we cannot do for 
ourselves we must leave to others to do for us; and thus I travel per- 
haps as much in my own room as you do upon your camel through 
the desert. All cannot travd. If I in combrmity to the duW of a 
good Muasulman make a single journey in my life to Mecca, I filudl 
perhaps have travelled enough." 

Though Ibrahim was not satisfied altogether by this contradiction 
of his favourite opinions, he could not nelp commending the sin- 
gular industry of^his son; moreover, it was not displeasing to hia 
paternal vanity to hear all who knew Ali call him the pattern of a 
young man. 

The words of the fiither were not, however, uttered without mak- 
ing some impression upon the son. He b^an to perceive the dif- 
ference between mere ideas and actual enjoyments, and when he read 
of any thing grand, beautiful, or wonderful, he was no longer in 
such raptures at the mere reading. He now wished to experience 
the things themselves. When in this mood, he oflen ascended the 
balcony of the house, where he had a dear view of the Tigris and the 
sandy desert, and of the distant mountains, and where, in serene wea- 
ther, he could descry llie ruins of ancient Babylon on the banks of 
ihe Euphrates. For whole hours he would stand and dream himself 
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into the most wonderful and adventurous situations. When, as usual, 
he went in the evening to Izaser's temple under the date trees, it 
seemed to him monotonous and insignincant. He &ncied he felt 
contempt for himself in contemplating the rapidly flowing waves of 
the Tigris, which had made sucn enormous journeys from the high- 
land of Asia through caverns and rocks never yet seen. When 
thus sitting in the dusk of evening, it appeared as if the foaming 
waves which rushed over the pebbles, told him tales of events of 
which it had been an eye-witness on distant shores. 

Now he resolved agam to wander to the ruins of Babylon, where 
he had once been in nis childhood. His &ther, who was delighted 
with his plan, hoped that he discerned in it the beginning of a new 
career of life, and readily gave Ali permission to spend several days 
on the pilgrimage. 

'* My son," said he, " here in miniature you will find a picture of 
the Great, for short as the way is, it is not without variety. In the im- 
mediate neighbourhood it is as much cultivated as the Droad valley, 
further on it is barren and waste, indeed it is like a desert till the 
green carpet of the mountains again meets the sandy plains, and 
invites you to the most beautiful woody regions. I should consider 
it superauous to give you any admonitions for the way, did I not 
know that young people like yourself, oflten load their imaginations 
with old and remote things, without thinking of what takes place 
immediately around them. Take care, then, that you do not pass 
the desert between Babylon and Bagdad at night time ; and rather 
arrange your journey so as to start in the morning or evening. 
There is a general report that Zelulu, an evil spirit, has selected that 
desert for his abode; and that he hovers over the desert at night, 
and delights in destroying those men who disturb his noctunial 
flights by their presence." 

The son promised to do so, and strapping his knapsack on his 
back, commenced his journey early the next morning with staff in. 
hand. 

He crossed the long bridge of boats, fastened by iron chains 
across the rapid Ti^s, which takes its name Thir (an arrow), fix)ni 
its rapidity. Ali hastened through the almost dilapidated suburb 
and came to a beautiM mosque, near which the caravan, with 
which his father had lately arrived, was still halting. They were 
taking rest in order to continue their journey. How strange it 
appeared to him to wander through this moveable commercial city, 
where houses were camels, and elephants were palaces ! Ali passed 
one of these elephants, on the back of which was constructed a house 
of tolerable size. It was noon, and the children who were playing 
about on the grass were called to their dinner. Their &ther, who 
stood among them, took one after the other and handed them over 
to the elepliant, who, raising them with his trunk, lifted them 
slowly and carefully through the air, and then bent his trunk over 
his head, and gave the child to its mother, who stood above in the 
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door and leceiyed them firom him without the least sign of fear, and 
without any of the children crying from terror. The open mosque 
was crowded with people, some oi whom were offering thanks to 
Allah for their happy return, while others were imploring a blessing 
on the progress oi their journey. Ali was so pleased with this sin- 
gular and motley assembly, that he loitered the whole day among 
them. Towards the evemng some merchants invited him into their 
tents, where Indian youths and girls danced to the sound of the 
triangle and flute. These hospitable Arabs were delighted at being 
able to offer him a good supper and a comfortable resting-place for 
the nisht. 

Early in the cool of the next morning he started on his way, and 
wandered over a barren iminhabited plain. He found pleasure in 
working his way through the sand to reach some fertile spots which 
lie, like islands, in the yellow dust, with their verdant ground and 
their isolated palm trees, which pleasantly spread their leaves like 
parasols, while there is something divine in their refreshing coolness. 

Ali felt himself inspired: the Arab in his desert feels like 
the mountaineer on his rocky mountains, and like the islander 
at the sight of the ocean. When he sees it for the first time, he 
finds himself like a bird in its own element, and confidently aban- 
dons himself to the impulse of his feelings. The over-excitea youth 
exhausted all his strength. Noon approached, and the heat was 
oppressive. Ali hastened with quick pace towards the distant 
moxmtains, and, like his ancestress Hagar, in former days, wished 
for a fountain to quench his thirst. 

Having once heard of a fountain near the spot where he now 
was, his delight was great on approaching a large tract where many 
^Ims of an indifferent growth arched themselves over a spring. 
The rippling water excited and increased his thirst as he stood 
near it. 

Think of his sorrow when he saw, rising from the water, clouds 
of smoke which smelt of sulphur ! In despair at this disappoint- 
ment he threw himself on the groimd under the palm trees, and, 
being exhausted from heat, and wearied with his exertions, fell 
asleep immediately. 

He had not been sleeping long, when he was suddenly aroused 
by a powerful voice. On opening his eyes he perceivea a man 
in a loose linen gown, sitting on a camel which was laden with 
pitchers and leather water-pipes. 

*' Unhappy man !" he cnea, " are you weary of your life that you 
lie here so wantonly to end it?" 

Ali jumped up, and the man on his camel started, as he had not 
expected thus to arouse the sleeper, although, urged by compassion, 
he had called to him. 

" What do you mean?' asked Ali, " what harm can I suffer in 
sleeping, during the heat of noon, imder these palm trees?" 
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'* Do joa not know this spiing?' tsked the stranger. 

^' No I" said Ali ; and He b^an to tdl whence he came and 
whitha: he intended to go. 

The man Tq>lied, '^ It seems as if the evil spirit is busy here, not 
merely at midnight, but also in the dear noon day. FoUow me to 
the palm tree farthest from the spring there, and I will refireah yon 
with a cooling draught. I live m the next village, where the water 
is still so bad that we are obliged to fetch our dfuly supply firom the 
Tigris. All the pitchers and pipes which you see, are filled fix)m 
the river of your native dtf, I cannot but lau^h to think that yon 
come to us from the Tigris to drink; indeed that you choose the 
mostnoxiousspring, of oneofwhidiitmay be saidthat it is supplied 
by heU itself." 

These words would have excited Ali's curiodty immediately, had 
not his thirst proved the stax>nger. He went with the man, who 
reached him a pitcher, and said: ^' There, quench your thirst, and 
then mount my camel with me. We diall soon be in my village, 
where you can take rest, and towards the evening you may proceed 
quietly to Babykm." 

Ali thanked him, and mounted the camel, and they rode in silence 
across the plain for the rest of the way, until they came to a yet 
larger oasis covered with trees and huts. Only a broad sandy road 
separated them firom the verdant ^und which doped down finom 
the moimtains towards the desert m all its fireshness. The water- 
cairier made Ali enter his hut, where they mutually invited each 
other as guests, the former asking the latter to partake of his cooling 
sherbet, the latter inviting the former to partake of the good 
thb^ which he had in his xni^)6ack. 

They had scarcely satisfied theb hunger and thirst, than the 
water-carrier, at Ali's request, began to say ^' I am astonished that 
you have never heard of Ali Hammamy's spring. Ejiow then that 
this spring, as I before said, was formerly a pure one, indeed it was 
a mineral q)ring whither innumerable i»ralytics resorted. It takes 
its name from Ali, son-in-law of our holy project, who is said to 
have knelt once on this spot to perform his devotions. Wishing as 
a sincere Mussulman to wash his face and hands befiire prayer, and 
finding no water near, it is reported that he rubbed his han^ infbll 
confidence in the Almighty, m the hot sands, and that this imme- 
diately ran firom his finders Eke limpid water— firom this it is said 
the spring takes its origm. But the evil spirits, that mar every thin^ 
as far as they are able, have, by Allah's lonff suffering and hidden 
intention, since taken possession of this spring, particularly the 
abominable Zelulu, who fixes his nocturnal abode in the desert. 
It is believed that he dwells in the spring ; and that he has not 
only corrupted the water, so that it has entirely lost its healing 
virtue, but that it has, moreover, become poisonous and mortaL 
The sulphureous vapours arising fiN>m it infect the air with pesd- 
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lence. You will now readily imdeistand my astonishinent at find- 
ing you asleep there, and you may thank your sound con8tituti<Hi 
and my assistance for your deliverance." 

Grreat was Ali's astonishment on hearing this. He pressed the 
carrier's hand with gratitude, and some pieces of gold accompanied 
the pressure. The poor man was so delighted at this, that Ali 
quite forgot the danger he had escaped in me joy of his companion. 
The latter accompanied him some distance on his way, and now Ali 
soon came to pleasant groves of cypress, maple, and cedar, through 
which he went down to the ruins of Babylon which lay on me 
mighty river. 

There he now stood surrounded by widely scattered ruins over- 
grown with grass and moss. Some pillars and fragments of walls 
rose near the banks and were reflectea in the waves of the slowly 
flowing Euphrates. A herdsman sat on an architrave playing his 
reed-pipe, while his goats wandered about browsing on the grass 
between the stones. 

'' Do you know this place?" asked Ali. 

'* I have a hut in the ne^hbourhood," said the shepherd. 

*' And what mean these heaps of stones?" 

^' It is said that in ancient time a city stood upon this spot." 

'* Cannot you tell me something about it?*^ 

'^No; it has been desolate from time immemorial; neither my 
&ther nor my grandfather ever saw it difierent." 

Ali stood lost in thought. He was moved by seeing the yoimg 
shepherd sitting on the stone like the unconcerned Present on the 
srave of the Pkist,— -on the shore of the stream of time which rushes 
By like the paradisaical Euphrates, the river that saw the fall of Adam 
as well as that of Babylon, and still rolls onwards its firesh and 
youthful waves. Every imcommon mark in the mouldering stones 
delighted him, and his thoughts were as much engaged with sur- 
roimding objects as the young shepherd seemed indiflerent to them. 
Like Ah he plucked the grass from the ruins, though not like him 
in order to read the inscriptions, but to give to his goats what they 
were unable to reach for tnemselves* 

Towards the evening Ali set out on his way back to Bagdad, 
and wandered thoughtnilly over the plain. The evening was cool 
and bright, and after he had proceeded a few hundred paces, his 
eyes already discerned Bagdad. He did not think it necessary to 
hasten, feehng sure that he must soon reach the city, but loitered 
l<»ig on the (manning verdant spots in the sandy plam. The moon 
arose and shone so brightly, that the night appeared almost as 
light as day. Hence Au did not take any accoimt of the time ; he 
^t weary, and seeing a large stone at some distance from him in 
which seats were cut out, he could not resist sitting down and, with 
his head resting on his himd, gazing over the calm, dear, and cool, 
desert before mm. The wind was rustling through the palms over 
his head. Conceive his astonishment when the wind was suddenly 
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hushed, and when he again heard the spring ripple a few yards off, 
and smelt the noxious vapours which the breezes had before wafted 
to the opposite side. 

Terrined, he jumped up and ran back more than a hxmdred yards. 
He saw that a thxmder-storm was suddenly approaching. By the 
dim moonlight, which every moment threaten^ to be obscured by 
the black clouds, he could scarcely distinguish the path that would 
lead him home. However, he hastened onwards, and cursed the 
habit which, on the slightest occasion, always misled him to shut him- 
self up from surrounding objects, like flowers which close in the 
evening, so that he did not think where he was, or what took place 
near him. It grew darker and darker, thick clouds obscured the 
moon, loud thunder rolled over his head, but not a drop of rain de- 
scended. A burning wind rushed through the desert and stirred 
up the sand, so that he was obliged every minute to shut his eyes. 

" Are there really evil spirits Hving," he said to himself, " that can 
hurt man ? No ; innocence is the real great seal of Solomon, which not 
even the terrible Eblis dares to break." He had scarcely uttered these 
words than a frightful darkness forced him to stand stilL Suddenly 
the sky and earth were burning with a pale flame, a forked flash of 
lightnmg shot over his head, and struck a hollow tree close by his 
side. At the same time a pelting shower of rain streamed from 
the clouds, and Ah fell to the ground, stunned by the tremendous 
thxmder-claps. Thus he lay for some time. At lei^h all became 
calm, and he arose; but what was his horror when he saw against 
the deep blue moonUt sky, a monstrous black giant standing on 
the plain ! The huge head reached high in the air, and looked upon 
Ali with a large sparkling eye. Ah was about to flee, but lear 
paralysed his feet. Trembung, he again turned his face towards the 
formidable figure which he fancied would crush him. How sur- 
prised and delighted was he on discovering that the formidable monster 
was nothing but a large black cloud, the last remnant of the thunder- 
storm, with an opening in the centre, through which the moon was 
beaming ! This discovery restored his courage as quickly as he had 
before lost it. He now perceived that the whole was nothing more 
than a natural phenomenon, such, doubtless, as had often occurred in 
this narrow valley, and had given rise to the superstition of the 
people. He now proceeded onwards with fresh vigour, and it was 
not long before he crossed the bridge of the Tigris with a light 
heart, dcUghted at having so fortunately completed his adventure. 
But the black, Zelulu (tor he it really was who amused himself 
with deceiving the conceited youth), stared smiling after him with 
his glowing eye, and then burst out into such loud laughter, that 
the palms of the desert trembled. Then, shaking the mane of his 
monstrous head, he folded up the large airy bulk of his body and 
floated over the spring, where, forming himself into a pillar, he sud- 
denly rushed down with a tremendous howl. From this time he 
determined to persecute the youth. 
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All, on his return, found his father's house in the greatest state of 
conAisionand distress. Hisfittherwasnot there, and when heaskedafter 
him, an old slave said to him, " Unhappy son, at this moment the 
executioner is perhaps inflicting the fatal wound on him." Ali 
stood speechless and pale. The cause of the unhappy event was as 
follows: 

Ibrahim bore an implacable hatred a^nst Hussain, Cadi of Bag- 
dad, and the latter entertained a similar teelingin return ; nay, people 
in the city were wont to name Ibrahim and llussain if they wished 
to cite an instance of two irreconcileable enemies. Both had been edu- 
cated, after the death of their parents, in the house of a mutual rela- 
tive. Nothing can be worse than men of an entirely opposite dis- 
position being compelled to hold daily intercourse; repugnance and 
natred increase more and more, and their conversation becomes a 
constant feud. Hussain was proud and gloomy; Ibrahim vehement 
and animated. Daily did they reproach each other ; the former 
considering the latter a frivolous sensualist, the latter considering the 
former a cold, selfish egotist. As they*advanced in years their 
hatred increased. Their guardian had a beautiful daughter, whom 
both, as members of the family, hadopportimitiesof seemg. Ibrahim 
fell in love with her, and hoped that his aflections would be returned, 
and the father's consent obtained. But as Hussain, by his natural 
talent, industry, and perseverance, soon raised himself to an im- 
portant station, he obtamed, contrary to Ibrahim's expectation, the 
consent of the beautiful Mirza and her parent. Ibrahim was so 
enraged at this, that out of revenge he shortly after took two wives. 
One presented him with Ali at the cost of her own life. Mirza lived 
with Hussain for some years before she bore him a daughter. Some 
time had now past, Mirza had died, and separation, which usually 
weakens enmity as well as friendship, had almost extinguished the 
hatred of the cheerful Ibrahim. An occurrence, however, showed 
that it still burned fiercely in the heart of the haughty Hussain; 
and this poured fresh oil into Ibrahim's fire, which, as it appeared, 
death alone could now extinguish. 

Two years ago, Ibrahim had returned from a journey, and 
among other precious articles, had brought with him some Indian 
gold cloth, such as had never been seen before. Hussain heard of 
this, and as his daughter had grown up to be one of the most 
beautiful maidens in Bagdad, his paternal pride was set upon adorn- 
ing his lovely child by all the means of art and of wealth. He had 
seen the clotti in passing Ibrahim's shop, but not wishing to pur- 
chase it himself, had sent a slave to Ibrahim, and commissioned him 
to settle the bargain. Ibrahim looked upon this as the first step 
towards a reconciliation on the part of Hussain; and being of a 
more for^ving disposition than he, and, moreover, being in a 
cheerful humour, in anticipation of a happy future, he ^ve the 
cloth to the slave, telling him to say to Hussam, that he wished him 
to accept of it as a token of former friendship. A short time after this. 
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the slave returned with the cloth, and said that his master had looked 
upon it as a great insult, that a merchant presumed to offer presents 
to the cadi, as these must always look, more or less, like bribes ; 
and that Ibrahim ou^ht to name a price for it, as the cadi was qtdte 
able to pay for it, altnough he did not every year bring home nches 
on his mules. This haughty answer was so revolting to Ibrahim, 
that he took the cloth from the slave's hands, and tearing it to pieces, 
exclaimed : ** Tell your master, that thus I tear the last bonds of our 
former firiendship, — ^that I tear up by the roots the flowers which 
childhood had woven into the golden groimd of our life." 

Late in the evening of the day on which this had happened, and 
after Ibrahim had for some time shut up his shop, he heiuxl a knock 
at the door. He went and opened it, but did not see any body. He 
had scarcely gone away, when the knocking was repeated. He 
opened again, and agam saw no one. Vexed at this, he was re- 
turning to his room, when suddenly a louder knocking than before 
was heard. He now ran quickly to the door, and bu^t it open, in 
hopes of meeting the insolent person who was thus tantalising hinu 
As soon as he nad opened it, there stood outside a pretty, middle- 
aired woman in black, nolding a staff in her hand. ^* What do you 
want?" cried Ibrahim. _ 

" I have a request to make, friend," said she. " My beautiM 
daughter is soon to be married ; I am poor, and cannot afford a 
handsome bridal dress, such as she deserves. Give me the gold 
cloth which you have torn to-day; it will be good enough for us, 
and has lost its greatest value for you. If old friends forsake us, 
we must look for new ones." 

Ibrahim, who was liberal, gave her the cloth, which she con- 
templated attentively, and then said: " It has suffered great injury; 
it will cost pains to stick it together again; still it can be reme- 
died." Upon this she saluted Ibrahim kindly, and went away, and 
he never again saw her. 

Ibrahim now gave daily vent to his anger in vehement words 
against Hussain; and whatever he said was reported to the latter, 
with additions, so that the enraged cadi only watched for an opportu- 
nity to take revenge. This occurred sooner than he expected. The 
kind, mild government of Haroim al Raschid, however beneficent in 
some respects^roduced in a certain degree disagreeable consequences 
for himself. Tne populace had scarcely perceivSl that they were not 
forced to tremble slavishly before the noble caliph, than they began 
to censure his conduct and calumniate him, with the greatest auda- 
city. For some time he allowed this to pass unnoticed. But the 
insolence increased ; and he now all at once issued orders, that 
any one presuming to revile the actions of the caliph should be 
executed without mercy. This order had been made public a few days 
after Ibrahim's return, indeed on the very morning when his son 
had gone to Babylon. Being much engaged, he remained at home 
during that morning, and it was not till n^uly evening that he went 
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to a khan, where he was in the habit of q)ending a few hours every 
day. He had not spoken to any person, and knew nothing of the 
proclamation. He had scarcely entered the khan, when a cner came 
through the street, exclaiming that every one should step aside to 
make way, as Zobeide, the favourite wife of the caliph was about to 
pass with her slaves. Ibrahim, who was in a merry mood, and did 
not often weigh his words nicely, said : " They call Haroun al 
Raschid the wisest man. It may be that he possesses sinmilar qua- 
lities; but as regards women, he is the weakest creature that I ever 
knew. My son, who is twenty years old, is ten times wiser on that 
score than he is." 

Ibrahim had no sooner said these words, than he was seized by 
the officers of the cadi, and brought before Hussain. His grief can 
easily be conceived, when he heard the sentence of death. He 
^itreated Hussain, in the name of their youthful friendship, to save 
his life. 

** You yourself have violated our friendship," replied the latter, 
coldly; '* there are here witnesses of your words, and I cannot save 
you. All I can do is, to bring you to the Commander of the Faith- 
frd, who wishes to see the first violator of his proclamation, and to 
witness his execution." 

So far the old slave related. Ali was paralysed with horror; a 
messenger from the caliph first recalled him to consciousness. '^ Do 

El bring me his ^y head?' asked Ali; ^' has the axe already dyed 
thin silvery hair with blood?" 

" I will bring you to your father," replied the messenger. " The 
caliph has granted him permission to take leave of his son before he 
dies." 

^'Is he still living?" cried Ali, and he hastened to the palace. 
On entering it, he saw the caliph sitting on his throne; while before 
him his father, with his hands tied behind him, was kneeling on a 
carpet. A silver basin stood near, and the executioner had sihready 
drawn his bright, sharp sword. Ali embraced his father. 

'* I cannot clasp you in my arms, my son," said the old man, 
^' but I die for your sake; parental fondness made my lips utter 
those words." . . 

*' Untie his hands !" cried the caliph; *' let him embrace his son 
before he dies." 

Ali threw himself at the caliph's feet, and said, imploringly: 
" Restore me my father." 

'* I pity your fate," said Haroim al Raschid, with emotion, '' but 
I have sworn tliat the blood of him who should revile my majesty 
and benevolence shall flow." 

** Ctti! then there is hope of delivery," cried Ali. " Am I not 
blood of my fiather's blood? Let, then, my blood flow for his, that 
I may fall a sacrifice to your revenge, and that my death may release 
you firom your oath." 

^' What is it that you dare to offer me, young man?" said the 
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caliph, sternly. '* Do not think to soften my heart b^ a trick so 
common ! What I have determined is imalterable, and in the name 
of Almighty God I tell you your tears cannot move me." 

Ali knelt down. '* Strike !" he cried to the slave, as he stretched 
out his neck. 

*' What are you doing, my son?" cried the old man. 

'* I imitate my father," said AIL " From love to me you have 
exposed yourself to death, from love to you I will suffer it for you." 

** And your mistress — ^how will she wring her white hands P* 
said the caUph. 

" Commander of the Faithful, I have none," said Ali. ' 

" How? Have you no passion? has not all-powerful love struck 
root in your heart/ 

*' I love God," said Ah, " my father, and you, my liege, even in 
death; for I know that you are otherwise good and just; I love 
nature, men, and every thing beautiful that flourishes and lives ; 
but no woman has yet awakened a passion !" 

" Then Ibrahim was right," cried Haroun al Raschid, laughing; 
" then you arc really wiser than the caliph. Rise, my friends," he 
continued, ^' neither of you shall die. Ibrahim has not violated my 
law ; he knew it not. He has not praised his son at the expense 
of the caliph ; my oath does not require his blood. Forgive me 
the terrors of death which I have caused you. A prince has seldom 
an opportunity of looking into the secrets of the heart with his own 
eyes. Only on the boundary which separates death from life, all con- 
siderations disappear, and only thus could I discover in you a virtue 
which I now admire. Go home, honest Ibrahim, you are healthy 
and cheerful, by nature, so that this shock will not be attended with 
any dangerous consequences. And you, wise Ali," he continued, 
smiling, " I will see you again a year hence, and learn whether 
you are then as wise as you are now." As soon as he had con- 
cluded, he dismissed them, and sent them home laden with splendid 
presents. 

Hussain was an eye-witness of the scene. It may eaaly be con- 
ceived how this sudden act of grace inflamed his hatred, and with 
what triumph the father and son retiuned home again. 

Ibrahim lived happily with his son, who apphed himself anew, 
with great industry, to the acquisition of knowledge. Once a 
slave came to Ali's room and begged him to come down, as his 
father had purchased something for him in the market. He went 
down accordingly, and was much surprised at seeing a little, de- 
formed creature, dressed as a slave, standing before him. The litde 
man wore a high hat, with a cock's feather, on his head; his chest, 
as well as his back, formed a hump; his squinting eyes were of 
a pale gray, like those of a cat; and nis nose hung over his mouth 
like a bunch of grapes, and was of a violet colour. For the rest, he 
was cheerful, brisk, and healthy, notwithstanding all his excrescences ; 
and with his right eye, which was triangular, ne looked attentively 
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at All, whilst the left was concealed in the angle between the nose 
and forehead. 

Whilst Ali stood wondering at this paragon of human ugliness, 
his father could not suppress his laughter, and said: " Have I not 
been to the market at a lucky moment ? An hour afterwards it 
would have been too late, so numerous were those who wished to 
purchase him. I owe it to my prompt decision that I got him 
for two hundred pieces of gold. Only think, my wise son, you 
lock yourself up within four walls, to suck, like a bee, sweetness 
from old manuscripts; and yet this hunchback slave, who never 
has had time to sit at home and pore over books, is declared 
by the opinion of all connoisseurs, to be imequalled in learning 
throughout Arabia and Persia. You may eaaly see it in him; 
wisdom breaks forth in everjrpart of him, and, therefore, great must 
be the superfluity within ! Take him with you ; I present him to 

irou to assist you in your studies, and divert you in your hours of 
eisure." 

Wheii Ali had returned to his room attended by his deformed 
slave, and the latter saw the great quantity of books and parch* 
ments which laid about in every direction, he raised his hands in 
amazement, and cried with warmth, " The wise Confucius might 
well say, * Blessed is he who recognises the end of his destinjr ! 
The way that he must go to reach his goal stands marked before his 
eyes. iJncertainty and doubt leave him as soon as he enters on that 
way. Peace and tranquillity strew roses on his path.' But he also 
truly said, • Unhappy is he who mistakes the branches of the tree 
for Its roots, the leaves for fruit, the shadow for the substance, and 
who knoweth not how to distinguish the means ftom the end.' " 

** What do you mean by that r" asked Ali. 

** Sadi has said," replied the little slave, " that the most unpro- 
fitable of human beings, is a learned man who does not benefit his 
fellow-creatures by his learning; we hear the mill clapping but see 
no flour; a word without a deed is a cloud without ram^ and a bow 
without a string." 

Ali now wished to try whether the knowledge of the slave went 
beyond these and similar maxims. He examined him and was 
astonished at his proficiency in the Arabian, Persian, Hindoo, and 
Chinese philosophy. 

" What is your name?* continued Ali. 

" When I was bom," replied the hunchback, " my mother was of 
opinion that I was so easify distinguishable as to require no name, 
thinking that people would soon enough separate the ram from the 
goats without tying a red ribbon round his neck." 

" Are you a Molaammedan?" asked Ali, again. 

** Mahomet could neither read nor write; I worship Mithra; to 
him I bow the knee, not to the rising in the east but to the setting in 
the west." 

" Then you worship the sim?" 



328 ALI AND GULHYNDL 

'* The son itself ib cold, and produces warmth only when com- 
bined with the atmosphere of our earth. The fire has beautaM 
Bellow locks and sparkling eyes, it yiyifies eyeiy thing with its 
>ye, and bums most beautifiiUy at night.^' 

'* Still I must call you by a name/' said AIL 

''I am as diminutive, deformed, and ugly, as the renowned 
Lockman,*' said the slave, ^^and he was as shrewd and knew as 
much as I do. It was the same with JEaoip, Many are of opinion 
that they are one and the same nerson; if tnis may be said of two it 
may also be iqpplied to three. Call me Locknuaif and believe in the 
metempstfchosii. It is the cheapest belief^ as it oosts the cieator 
least.' 

Ali knew not whether to smile or be angry at this frivolous joke. 
Indeed, he did not know whether he was joking; for every thing 
that Lock$nan (as we shall call the slave,) said, was mixed with a 
certain serious grimace which again firequently changed into ssr- 
castic ridicule. 

On the same evening Ali read aloud the following peasage fiK>m 
Zoroaster's " Wisdom: 

** The power hath work'd firom all eternity: 
Two angelf are ita subjects — ^Virtoe, Viee^ 
Of light and darkness ming^;— aye at war. 
WhenVirtiie ooQauen, do&lded is tiie lig^; 
When Vice pzeyaus the black abvss is s^ 
To the last qav the stm^le shau endure. 
Dien Virtue shall have joj, and Vice haTe pallia 
And nerer mofe these enemies shall meetb" 

When AH had read thus fiur, Lockman, who was still in the 
room, had so violent a bleeding at the nose that he was obliged to 
leave it, and Ali saw him no more that evening. 

Early in the morning he was awakened oy a singing which 
ascended from the garden. He opened the wmdow and neard a 
hoarse, though weU practised voice, sing the following words : 

''Lorely spring letoms again. 

And his merry ^ance is warm, 
And he sings a uyely strain. 
But the youth he cannot chann. 

** Bosebuds all thdr firagrance shed. 
But his heart they cannot moye. 
Seeking joys for erer fled. 
Through the ruins he must rove. 

** Does he dwell amid the flowen. 
By some kindly beauty blest? 
Ko; amid the ruin'd towers, 
Where the screech owl builds her nest 

" No fiur arms around him ding, 
Ne'er he tastes a honied kiss; 
S(mgs that ancient dreamers sing, 
Those alone afford him Uiii. 
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** Wake him from thiB sollen slee»» 
LoYdy spring thy pow'r difplajy 
Or the 7011th too late will weep* 
For the joys he flings swajJ** 

AH went into the garden, and found Lockman sitting under a 
tree with a guitar in & hand. 

" Do you sing too?* asked Ali. 

" If tne screeching of an owl can be called singing/' replied 
he, " I sing like the feathered songster of the grove." 

'' Your guitar has a pleasant sound." 

*' That it learned from a sheep when a wolf struck its daws into 
its entrails." 

" What were you singing?' 

^' A poor song on a great subject composed by one of those poets 
who always entreat us to take the will for the cfeed. Do you wi^ 
to hear another?" 

He sung again. 

** Snre some madness it must he^ 

Thus the present hour to slight, 

And to tsi.e thy sole delight 
In the tales of memory. 
Why shonldst thou thy time des^se? 
Why the past thus fondly prize? 

Seek'st thou only what is gone? 
Nay, what is't th<m wooldst recall? 
Dreamy pfeasores — that is all; 

Fit fbr puling habes alone. 

" Nay, suppose this honored Fast 
Should return to thee at last. 
Friend, thou soon wouldst say: ' The star 
Shines more brightly when afiir.* 
When the Future's sunbeams glow, 
Fancy paints a glittering bow; 
O'er the cloudy Past 'tis spread. 
Venture near, and it has ned. 
In the centre thou shooldst be. 
If thou wouldst the magic see." 

From this time Ali, as usual, went frequently to Izaser's temple, 
attended by Lockman. 

** Why do you always so this way?" he once asked Ali. " Are 
not the other suburbs also beautiMr 

^* I do not know them as well as these," replied Ali. '^ This 
neighbourhood has been familiar to me from dmdhood; every step 
recalls to my memory some moment of my past life, and cannot, there- 
fore, but be most dear to me." 

When they were on the point of going out on the following day, 
Lockman had put off the handsome dress which Ali had given to 
him, and appeared again in his former tattered slave's coat. 

• Both in this and the fdlowing song a Terse has been omitted, as visuitableto 
the general En^Qsh mder. 

z2 
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" Wliat is that?' asked Ali. " Why have you again put on 
those rags? Have I not given you a good, decent suit?* 

" Forgive me, master," said he, " I am not so familiar with my 
new suit as with this: this has been familiar to me in my early life, 
every hole and every rent recalls to my memory some past moment, 
and therefore cannot but be extremely dear to me." 

Ali understood him, and found that he was not altogether wrong. 
" Go back," said he, ** and put on your new suit, and then I wul 
go another way with you." 

They went out at tne opposite gate which brought them to an- 
other winding of the Tigns. Here they found many gardens sur- 
rounded by high walls, between which were beautiiul avenues of 
trees, and stone benches for the repose of travellers. Ali sat down 
on one of these benches, and, having^ looked round for some time, 
sank as usual into a deep reverie. When he had awakened from it 
he was going to ask Lockman for something, but not seeing him, 
was obhged to call him several times. Upon which his slave ap- 
peared ftom a thick copse adjoining the wall. 

" Come, Lockman," cried Ali, " I want you to tell me some- 
thing." 

** ouch things cannot be told at all," replied the latter, with a sigh. 
" Do you wish to hear trite similes of rosy cheeks, ruby Ups, pearly 
teeth, lily hands, bosoms like pomegranates covered with snow, 
eyebrows like rainbows? Come and see for yourself, for you will 
behold an incomparable beauty, who being a female is probably not 
always the same." 

Ali approached the copse, where, through a hole in a wall, he 
could see into a beautiful garden, with splendid jets deau which 
fell into basins of marble. A lovely female form was sitting on the 
turf, and many other beautiful girls surrounded her as tne paler 
lights of heaven surround the evening star. Her youth was 
in its highest splendour, and was adorned with those beautiful 
colours wnich are otherwise found only in the most dissimilar ob- 
jects in nature, and which Lockman had named. But Ali per- 
ceived besides, a grace playing on her lips, and a spirit in her 
eyes such as we see neither in the lustre of rubies nor in that of 
diamonds. Lmocence and infantine serenity animated her counte- 
nance ; her movements were natural and ea^, like those of a Zephyr ; 
and from the affability which she showed to her attendants, Ali 
inferred the gentleness of her disposition. He stood enraptured 
in the contemplation of this beauty, believing that he beheld 
an angehc being. A deep red was suddenly suffused over his face, 
while, beckoning to his slave, he retired from the wall. He looked 
in again, and perceived that her slaves were xmdressing her. 
Her long hair already fell over her bare shoulders, and her white 
garment floated loosely round her beautiful bosom. Officious hands 
loosened the tight bodice, and firom all the preparations it was evi- 
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dent that she was about to take a refreshing bath in the hour of 
evening. 

** Mfiiter," cried Lockman, " in the name of Allah and the pro- 
phet, pray wait and continue watching." 

Ali, incensed, took him by the coll^ and threw him backwards. 
" Oh, you are not in your senses," cried the slave, vexed, as he 
followed him; " you shut your mouth close that you may not enjoy 
the manna in the wilderness which falls from heaven ; you will not 
take a refreshing draught in the desert when it is offered. You are 
no Mussulman. A Mussulman loves sensual pleasure, the prophet 
has permitted it to us in this life, and promisea it in the next." 

"The prophet did not enjoin what he permitted," said Ali. 
" As the angel took out of his heart the black drops in which were 
concealed the seeds of evil, in the same manner also can the angel 
purify the heart of every man." 

" You are no true Mussulman," said Lockman, " neither war nor 
sensual pleasure delight you.'* 

"No," replied Ah, " fliey do not; but courage and love do." 
" Go to the foggy Europe," cried Lockman; " you are no Asiatic; 
the prophet of JTazareth nas misled you. Your virtue is not an 
active one, it is only abstinence ; your life is but a continued pre- 
paration for death." 

Ali broke off the conversation, and went away vexed, but soon 
forgot Lockman. The lovely maiden on the tun was still present 
to nis imagination in all her beauty. 

In anxious expectation he waited for the next evening, and went 
unattended by Lockman. 

On first arriving he sat down, and meditated to whom this gar- 
den could possibly belong. He then walked several times up and 
down the avenue between the walls, and not seeing any one near, 
could not resist stopping by the hedge and looking through the 
hole into the ^rden. However he saw no one, for the garden 
was forsaken. On the turf, opposite the jet d'eau^ lay a rose which 
he wished to possess. As he still stood gazing some one tapped 
him softly on the shoulder, upon which he looked around, and saw 
standing before him a middle-aged and affable woman, who asked 
him smiling, 

" What are you looking after, young gentleman?" 
Ali was embarrassed. 

" You need not answer," said she. *'' Your little dwarf has been 
here this morning, and has settled every thing with me. My mis- 
tress is very anxious to see you." 

And wimout waiting for an answer, she took Ali by the hand, 
and led him through an open garden door into a thick arbour 
where she left him. 

The beautiful Giilhyndi came to meet him dressed in a fine black 
suit of satin with short sleeves, which enhanced the natural white- 
ness of her arms, hands, and neck. Her hair flowed in long tresses 
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down lier back; and a deep bodice set with precious stones endrded 
her slender waist. 

'^ You will be surprised, sir," she said with natural freedom fi:om 
embarrassment, *' at being brought so suddenly before a young 
girl whom jou do not know. I wiU at once free you fiom the state 
of uncertamty in which you might easily remain to my disad- 
vantage. Know then that I have hazarded this step as tne only 
means of becoming acquainted with a man of such excellent qua* 
lities, whose intellectual conversation I have long wished to enjoy. 
It is not for the first time that we see each other; indeed, we have 
known each other for a long time." 

The fidr one now took a long veil which concealed her &ce, 
leaving a small opening only for the eyes, walked a few paces up 
and down, and then asked him, ** Do you know me thus?' 

Ali started; it was his unknown friend of Izaser's temple. 

*' I am certain you now know me. My name is Ghuhyndi. I 
have long known you, and better than you imagine. A pioiB 
dervish with whom I often conversed in the temple on holy things, 
frequently spoke of you ; and I will not deny," she continued, 
blushing, '' that your appearance seems to confirm me in what I 
have heard of you. My nurse, who is a Christian, has exerted a 
great influence upon my education. We poor Arab women are 
condemned to sit Qke prisoners in a cage without receiving instruc- 
tion or any cultivation for our minds. But I can bear it no longer, 
and beseech you, noble young Mussulman, who surpass in sense and 
judgment so many of your age, not to make me repent a step which 
reason sanctions, although as a timid girl I must blush at it. 

" Lovely stranger," said Ali, " I swear to you by Allah that I 
will strive to merit your confidence, and never to make myself un- 
worthy of it." 

'' All depends upon our devising a disguise under which I may 
see you daily. Do you play an instrument?' 

'' Iphty^ the guitar," replied Ali. 

^' That is fortunate. My father has promised that I shall learn 
this instrument, and has given me permission to receive daily in- 
struction firom a Frank stave in the presence of my nurse. Yon 
must be this slave: will you not?' 

" Lovely Gtilhyndi," said Ali, " I am your slave already." 

(julhyndi blushed. 

^* You already act in character, you say sweet things to me, a 
&ult with all Franks; in this respect we Orientals have the advantage 
over them, we tell the true feehnff of our hearts plainly." 

^' So do I; I have not die^uisea my nature." 

*' This is a repetition," cned she, laughing; ^' I see you are moie 
cunning than 1 thought ; perhaps I Imve done wrong in repomig 
audi confidence in you." 

It was now agreed that Ali should procure a Frank dress, such as 
liberated slaves wore, and should come the next day with his guitar. 
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Maria, the nune, accompanied him to the door, entreating }nm to 
pardon Lockman, who, from zeal for his master, and without his 
orders, had that morning arranged the whole plan. The enraptured 
Ali promised it, and inquired other who her mistress was. 

"As you value your own hajypiness and hers," answered Maria, " ask 
me no questions. Be it sufficient for you to know that her name is 
Gulhyndi. She knows no more of you than that your name is Ali. 
The moment you know more than this of each other, all your joy 
will be turned to sadness." 

Ali was forced to promise that he would not inquire forther. He 
hastened to buy a beautiful guitar, and impatiently awaited the hour 
which should again reveal to him his earthly Paradise. It arrived. 
He entered the garden, and was led to the aroour as he had been the 
day before, though Maria did not go away, but remained at the en- 
trance. Grulhjmdi met him much more splendidly attired than on the 
previous day. According to the fashion of Persia, she appeared in a 
light gay velvet garment, which hung loosely around her body, and 
WM not confined by a bodice. Her beautifiu face was encircled with 
strings of genuine pearls and precious stones ; on her fingers she wore 
diamonds set in silver, the Orientals not being permitted to wear gold 
rings. She had green stockings, which showed the symmetry of her 
ancl^, and on her small feet were shoes embroidered wim gold. 
Smiling, she said : " Do not think, dear Ali, that I have chosen this 
dress jfrom vanity. My father, who loves pomp, has been with me, 
and I have not had time to change it as I expected. I will leave you 
for a moment, and will be with you immediately, for this attire is not 
sociable. I can scarcely turn my head with the weight of these jewels, 
nor move mj fingers with these rings." 

Having said these words, she went away, attended by Maria. Ali 
followed ner with his eyes; and though he wished he might see her 
in a plain attire, which would rather display than conceal her graceful 
form, yet he could not re&ain, as she went away, from exclaiming, 
with the poet; " How lovely is thy gait in shoes, thou daughter of 
princes ! Thy cheeks are lovely with gems, and thy neck with chains. 
Thine eyes are as the eyes of doves, between thy tresses. Thy slender 
form is as that of the palm-tree, and thy bosom is like doves. OhI my 
dove in the rock, show thy form again, and let me hear thy voice, for 
thy voice is sweet, and thy form is lovely !" 

It was not lon^ before she returned in her black dress. How 
much more beautiful did she look ! On her partly veiled, swell- 
ing bosom, which dazzled the eyes of Ali by its whiteness, hung 
a ruby, which was blood-red with anger, at hieing surpassed by the 
redness of hex lips. A lily of silver was entwined in her hair. She 
took the gnitor, saying: " We must lose no time; you shall not 
brin^; it in vain; therefore, now teach me." 

AH obeyed, and taught her the touch of the strings. How^ did 
he tremble, when he nad to touch her white hands and delicate 
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fingers ! She was as delighted as a child when she could play the first 
chord. " How much sometimes there is in the combination of the 
elementary sounds," she cried. 

*' Lovely Giilhyndi," said Ali, *' the holy seven tones have the 
same heavenly relation, by nature, as the holy seven colours that 
beam to us from the rainbow. All we see and hear is nothing but 
a repetition, and the variation of these." 

"Why, then, has the prophet forbidden music in the churches?' 
asked Gulhyndi. 

" The human voice," replied he, " is the noblest instrument, and 
the most worthy of Omnipotence; the prophet considered it a duty 
that man should offer the best to God. We, fair Gulhyndi, will not 
despise the music of these chords in this earthly life, since it sup- 
ports and elevates our hiunan voice, and connects man with nature." 

The sun was now setting, and cast its last gleam over the wall 
into the arbour. " Play and sing another song, as a fiurewell," said 
she. Ali sang as follows : 

« M7 tunefyil strings your music swell, 
And sweetly tell 
The fedings words can never tell aright. 
Besound! In you my joys should be expressed. 

Soften that breast. 
And breathe to spring my transports of delight. 

** Sing, as the nightingale firom some dark tree 
Pours melody; 
And bear along my ilaelings on your wings; 
And let my thoughts like some fair streunlet flow, 

In eyening*s glow, 
When to far lander its gentle sound it brings. 

** The thoughts for which all language is too weak. 

The lyre can speak; 
Although love's fetters have the tongue confined. 
When love lias come, repose gives place to pain. 

And words are vaia. 
Notes have no words — ^yet is their sense divined." 



After this Ali had frequent opportunities of seeing Gulhyndi 




you, iui, said she ; " wnen you 
heard me you will be convmced of the necessity I felt to seek your 
advice and confidence. I have told you already that my nurse is a 
Christian. She has endeavoured to convert me to the Christian faith ; 
but the lesspns which my mother gave me in my childhood have 
always closed my heart against her persuasions and proo&. Still 
she has often rendered me most uneasy; and though unsuccessful in 
these endeavours to convert me to ner relirion, has shaken my 
faith in ours. * The prophet,' she says, ' excludes the female half of 
mankind from heaven; therefore, what are you striving for? In 
this life you need no supernatural assistance, and in the next it is de« 
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nied you. But to go no farther than this lif^; what have you be- 
come through the cruel institution of Mahomet? Before your mar- 
riage you are a bird shut up in a cage^ and when married, an un- 
happy wife, who shares the favours of a tyrant with a himdred 
otners. Follow my advice, take your jewels and flee to Europe. 
My family is large and happy, my native country is extensive and 
beautiful; its women are much respected. Many youths will strive 
to pleaseyou ; every one will esteem himself happy to obtain your 
hand. The Christian church will receive you in her bosom, and in 
the next life infinite mercy awaits you.' " 

Gulhyndi was silent for a moment, to hear whether Ali would 
say any thin^ in reply. As he continued silent, contemplating her 
attentively with an affectionate look, she continued: 

" I should not perhaps have been strong enough to withstand her 
persuasions had not a singular occurrence taken place to confirm me. 
During a sleepless night, when tormented with' grief and anguish of 
conscience, I lay on my couch with my hands folded, and all at 
once fell into a sweet sleep, during which I dreamt I saw the ceiling 
of the room opening, an/a chaimb^ fiury coming down to me on 
a rosy cloud, which filled the room with perfume. She appeared in 
an azure silk garment, over which hung a transparent crape, on which 
were wrought silver stars; on her head was a crown of diamonds, 
and her hands held a sceptre of emerald. She bent over my pillow, 
touched my temples witn her sceptre, and said, ' Be of good cheer 
daughter, nee not, and deny not your fidth. Virtue is a flower that 
blooms in every clime. Be firm without despairing. I promise you 
a youth who will love you alone and be faithful to you. He shall, 
like yourself, aprin^ from the tribe of Ishmael, and' dwell in your 
tents.' When she nad said this she disappeared. I have often seen 
her after this, when I have been in trouble; but she has only floated 
down to me and contemplated me smiling for a moment, which, 
however, has always inspired me with fortitude for many days. For 
two months, however, I have not seen her, and Mana urges me 
daily. Thus I met you in this state of excitement. Oh, AJi ! for- 
sake not the timid roe which seeks shelter in your protection." 

How was it possible for Ali to conceal his sentiments any longer? 

" Grulhyndi," he cried, " the youth which the good fairy promised 
you, you have already foimd, if you will be satisfied witn my love 
and fidelity.*; 

'* Ali," said she, trembling, ^' let not compassion for an unhappy 
being make you think you love her." 

" I have not known before this day what love is," Tsaid he; " but 
if it be a feeling that supplants every other^ and makes the beloved 
object its sole desire on earth, then I love you." 

She could find no words in answer; her arms embraced the 
happy Ali, and in the first kiss he enjoyed the highest happiness. 

" But," continued she, when she had in a measure recovered 
from the first transport, " you still must flee, Ali, you must leave your 
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countiy if you love me. Oh, Allah, how could I expect this from 
thee," she exclaimed, with a ei^h; '* no, no, I shall act against the 
warning of mj good faiiy. Sne promised me a lov^ with whom I 
should not be compelled to flee, idio should dwell with me in my 
tents. Alas, Ali, this is impossible with you, and without you the 
world has no joys for me." 

'^ Be of good cheer, beloved Grulhyndi, my father is a wealthy 
and respected man; I do not know yours, but he cannot have any 
objection to our union if the wealthy Ibrahim solicits you for his 
son, and grants him the dowry." 

He had scarcely uttered these words, when the terrified Maiia came 
running to them, and crying: ^^ For Heaven's sake, children, cchu- 
pose yourselves as you value your life. Your father is coming," {die 
said to Grulhjmdi; *' play, play," she said, to Ali. 

He took the guitar and had scarcely played a few notes, when Hus- 
sain Cadi entered the arbour. Ali's terror may easily be conceived. 
His hand almost dropped the guitar so greatly was he embarrassed. 

Hussain looked at him attentively. ^*Is this the Grredc slave, 
daughter," he asked, ^' whom your nurse procured to instruct you in 
music?' 

** Yes, father," replied Gulhyndi, trembling. 

'^ You are agitated, you have been weeping, what is the meaning 
of an this?" 

*' Father^ he has sung to me an air which has affected me deeply.** 

*' Ah ! does he so well understand the art of moving your fm- 
ings?" asked Hussain. *' Play, you Christian dog,^' said he, turning 
to Ali, " move me, also, for once." 

*^ Pardon your slave, sir," said Ali, '^ feelings cannot be farced; if 
this sweet art is to produce its e£kct, the mind must be &vouraUy 
attuned before hana." 

*' Then I suppose you understand how to e&ct this?' asked Hus- 
sain, looking at Ali with a searching glance. 

AUwas^ent. 

'' Are you a freed dave? Who was your master in Bagdad be- 
fore?" 

In answer to this AU mentioned a name. 

^' You seem to me to be rather an Arab than a Frank," said Hus- 
sain, very emphatically. 

As An was goin^ to reply, Hussain suddenly exclaimed, ''Yes, it 
is he, I know the hateftil countenance, I know the detestable fea- 
tures." Pale with fury he put his hands to his side, but did not find 
his sword. ''Wait a moment," he said, with affected indiffer- 
ence, " I shall be here a^ain instantly." 

Leaving the arbour hastity, he dapped his hands to summon a 
slave; but none appearing, he hurried to the house. Ali and Giul- 
hyndi were now in the utmost despair. 

^ Come, my bebved," she said, as she emfazaced Ali, '^ only through 
the heart of hia daughter shall lus 8W(^ find its way to ycmn." 
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" That would not be a very strong shield," cried a hoaise voice, 
£roni the wall; ^'corne, master, save jour life, and own the fidelity 
of yo.ur servant." 

Ali cast his ejes upwards and saw Lockman sitting astride on the 
wall, with a rope ladder which he quickly lowered. He embraced 
his beloved^ and availed himself of this mode of rescue, which came 
asif sent by Heaven. He was soon on the other side of the wall 
with Lockman, who, with singular speed, took him round the comer 
and concealed him in a thick nedge. As soon as night came on he 
hastened home, attended by Lockman, and thank^ him for his 
marked fidelity and his intrepid courage. 

The first thing he now did was to speak to his father and confide 
his secret to him. He said, at length, " As you love your son, con- 
quer your hatred against Hussain, go with me to lum, solicit the 
hand of his daughter for me, and oner your hand to him in recon- 
ciliation." 

'< Is this possible, my son?" said Ibrahim. ^' Can love so &r carry 
you away tnat it makes you forget what you owe to your father? 
X ou ask of me to degrade myself for the sake of your passion?' 

'* Is it degrading to reconcue onesdf with one's enemy?' asked Ali. 

'* I did once make a step towards a reconciliation," replied Ibra- 
him, '* which was contemptuous^ spumed, and I have sworn by the 
Omnipotent Allah that as sure as the gold cloth was torn, so surely 
shall Hussain be for ever tom fiom my heart Compose yoursdf, 
my son, conouer your pa«ion; there are prettJ prk en^h^in Bag- 
dad besides her. I am rich and can buy the most beautiful slaves 
for you; but never think of an alliance with the blood of Hussain; 
it would beanunionaeainst nature, and the day of your union would 
be the day of your fiitner's death." 

All the entreaties and persuasons of Ali were of no avail with his 
fiither; the otherwise mild Ibrahim was incensed against his son to a 
degree that had never been known before, and, turning his back upon 
him, he said, ^' Be silent and forget your folly if you do not wish 
me to curse the moment in which your mother brought you into the 
world. He who loves Hussain's daughter cannot K)ve me, and I 
must look upon him as an enemy who intends evil against me." 

Ali was now left alone in despair. Soon, however, Lockman 
made his am>earanoe, and asked him, ^' Why are you so dejected?' 

" Fate will deprive me of my eardily bliss," replied Ali. 

'* When did fate ever do so? rejoined Lockman, ^' that must have 
happened in a moment when I was not present." 

^* Begone," cried Ali, '^ am I not unhappy enough without your 
mockery aggravating my grief?' 

*' I come not only vnm mockery," said Lockman, *^ but sometimes 
with rope ladders." 

** Pardon me," said Ali, " grief made me forget jour kindness." 

" WeQ," reined Lockman, " I forgive every thing but awkward- 



ness." 
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" And what remedy is there for me?* 

" Nothing easier than to find the remedy for you, provided you 
will make use of it." 

Ali looked at him amazed. 

" Have you then forgotten the caliph entirely? His favour, and 
what he told you at the time?" asked Lockman. 

A ray of hope now darted through AU*s desponding mind. 

'* Go to the caliph," continued Lockman, " confess all to him; he 
will be amused, nay, rejoiced, for it will flatter him to find that you 
have been at last caught in the net of love. You have before now 
found favour in his sight; he will laugh at your love intrigue and 
give his orders; one word from him will be the foundation of your 
happiness." 

Ali was delighted, but his joy shortly left him after a closer ex- 
amination of Lockman's advice. He thought of the wrath of Hus- 
sain, his vindictive disposition, and said to himself: '* If I am to go 
I must go at once, to-morrow it will be too late; he is spiteful, he is 
cadi, and has the power to put his evil designs into execution." 

** Then go this very evening," said Lockman. 

Ali wrapt himself in his cloak and went. The evening was al- 
ready advanced, but the weather was fine and the moon shone. 
When he arrived at the palace he saw that it was splendidly lighted 
up, and he heard music. ** Ah," he said, with anxious heart, *' the 
caliph is celebrating a festival to-night; there is no hope of my being 
admitted, and to-moiTOw it will be too late." 

His fears were confirmed by the words of the porters, who told 
him that the caliph would speak to no one so late, and that he must 
return the next day. One of them, however, said: "What can 
this stranger have to say to the caUph? Why is he wrapt up in a 
large cloak, and why does he come at this hour of the night? Con- 
fusion is in his face. Might he not be a traitor who intends to mur- 
der the caliph in a private interview? I think it will be most ad- 
visable to bring him to the cadi that he may guard him for the night 
in his house. To-morrow he can be released again if found innocent." 

•Several of the others agreed to this proposal, saying: " It is not 
the first time that such an attempt has been made against the caliph's 
life. The caUph is too noble-mmded to have any suspicion; but it 
is the duty of nis servants to watch over his safety." 

The terror of Ah may easily be conceived when one of the guard 
laid hands on him to conduct him to Hussain. In his alarm he 
threw back his cloak, and cried: " I am Ali the son of Ibrahim! 
the caUph knows me and has shown me distinguished favour. I have 
to communicate things of importance, and you will incur his highest 
displeasure if you treat a peaceful citizen lilce a base vagabond. 

jortunately for Ali one of the guard knew him; and persuaded 
the others to release him, assuring him that it was impossible to 
speak to the caliph that night, and that he must return the following 
day. 
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Ally in this state of uncertainty^ walked a long time up and down 
the street. He had been denied an appeal to his omy deliverer ; he was 
unwilling to return to the house of nis incensed father without having 
efiected nis purpose ; and firom the enraged cadi he had to fear the 
worst. Deeply distressed^ he sat down on a bench on the banks of 
the Tigris. 

He nad not been there long before he perceived three old der- 
vishes coming slowly up the street. They saluted him, but he 
scarcely noticed it. One of them came up to him and sat down next 
to him, whilst the others pursued their way. 

" Let it not displease you, sir," said the old man, " that I address 
you without knowing you, — ^but if one has no acquaintance one 
must try to make some. We are dervishes, and are coming from 
Basra in order to speak to the caliph on matters of consequence. 
Unfortunately we arrived here too late. He celebrates a festival for 
a new slave whom he has received into his harem : and we were 
obliged to quit the palace without succeeding in our object. We 
had hoped to be allowed to sleep quietly in tne outer coxirt of the 
palace imtil to-morrow; but this hospitality is no longer permitted, 
as they fear the safety of the caliph might be endangered. We have 
abeady been walking about for more than an hour to find accommo- 
dation in an inn. I am the oldest, and am most weary, — ^permit me, 
therefore, to rest myself at your side; my companions will perhaps 
be more successful in their search." 

" I regret," said Ali, " that this evening I am disposed to any 
thing rauier than to entertaining people by my conversation. But 
if you will g;o to my father's house (telling him at the same time 
where he resided) he will receive you hospitably, and will feel plea- 
sure in entertaining you during your stay in ^bagdad. Come with 
me and I will show you the way. It is, moreover, not safe for us to 
loiter any longer about the streets, for the constables of the cadi 
have orders to arrest every one whom they meet after a certain 
hour." 

** Why, we have nothing to fear from them to night," repUed the 
dervish, " as they are makmg merry at the cadi's expense, in con- 
sequence of the great fortune which his daughter has met." 

'* What do you mean by that?' asked Ali. 

** Why," replied he, " have you not heard that she has been given 
to the caliph, and that the festival is celebrated on her accoimt r If 
the love she has kindled in the caliph, when he saw her for the first 
time, is of lasting duration, she may entertain the hope of becoming 
one of his most favourite wives." 

" Impossible !" cried Ali. 

" It IS quite true," said the dervish. 

" Then," exclaimed Ali, " I must speak to the caliph. He must 
restore her to me ! I will strike down the guwrds if they offer to 
prevent my entrance. I will murder the cimph, and then her and 
myself > " 
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^'Toangman, joaaiemadl Would you murder the Commander 
of the FaithM? The mere utterance of such a deagn is hi^ 
treason." 

^' I go," cried AU, half finntic/'I can die with GnUiyndi, bntnot 
snrviye her dishonour and mv own.** 

" What dishonour?* asked the dervish. ** Can it be any thmff 
but the highest honour for her to rest in the aims of Haronn u 
Raschidr 

'* Heaven and earth T' said AH, as he attempted to go. 

*' Wait an instant,'* said the old man, ^' and compose yourself Is 
it posable," he ocmtinued, '* that the same city can contain two 
men of sudi opposite temperaments? Love has changed you to a 
blood-thirsty tiger, and a youth named Ali is said to hve here who 
is a pattern of such a cool nature, that his fimie has reached us even 
at Basra.** 

<« I am this very Ali T' cried the unfortunate yontL 

** You Ali? Imposable ! Ali is wise." 

*' The highest wisdom is love," said Ali; ^^ but why do I tarry 
here, and waste my time upon you, while — ^? *' 

He was going to tear Imnseu away from the old man and hasten 
to the palace, but the dervish said, ^^ As you are in such great haste, 
I will detain you only long enough to listen to one word of reason, 
if your a^tated feebngs will allow you. Tou have offered us a 
night's loc^in^ without Knowing us, and thereby laid us \mder some 
obligation, and as it is, moreover, the duty d men of our pious 
order to assist believers as far as we can, follow my advice and come 
with us, and we will bring you before the caHph. My companions 
are approaching and will go with us. Your purpose of striking down 
the guards is sneer madness, and you will repent it if you reflect a 
moment. In order to be admitted, we must say we come on im- 
portant business from the governor of Basra. Once in the caliph's 
presence, we will, as ministers of religion and virtue, throw oursdves 
at his feet and solicit your betrothed from him. Perhaps we may 
move him,— perhaps he will be toudied by your ntuation, and if he 
is not, then there is still lime enough for you to act as despair 
prompts you." Ali thanked the good dervidi for his offer. The 
other two were soon informed of the plan, and inmiediately as- 
sented to it as the best arrangement, though they had some di£Sculty 
in persuading Ali, who, notwithstanding the distracted state of his 
mind, perceived to what danger they exposed themselves on his 
account. 

Arrived at the palace, they found but little difiSculfy in obtaining 
admittance ; a few words to the guards procured them a ready en- 
trance, and much respect was shown to tne eldest. They were led 
through several apartments into a magnificent saloon, whidi was 
lightM with innumerable wax tapers. In the back ground stood 
the caUph's throne, and a great number of young girls afforded 
amusement by music and £ncing. Ali^ howeyer, could discern 
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neither the caliph nor Gnlhyndi ; and taming to the old dervish, 
with his fiuse quite pale, he asked, ^' Where are they?' 

*' The calipn has probably retired to his own apartment with his 
young bride,*' replied he. '^ Alas I poor Ali, we have come too 

Ali shuddered, when the dervish began to break out into loud 
laughter, and tlurowing o£f his cap and cloak, stood before him 
in princely splendour as Haroim al Raschid. ^' Wise Ali," he cried, 
*' must I see you again in a situation where you are not a hair's 
breadth wiser than the caliph?' So saying, ne took him by the 
hand and led him to an adjoming apartment^ where he was received 
by (julhyndi. *' Accept your bride from my hands," said the 
caliph; ^' she is yours, and I renounce all my claims to her. But I 
will not proceed in an arbitrary manner in this affab ; I have sent 
for your parents, and trust to obtain their consent." He had scarcely 
uttered uiese words, when Hussain and Ibrahim were brought in. 
^^ Hussain I" said the calidh, sternly, ^' I have reason to be very angry 
with you. Tou have not onered me your daughter on my own account, 
you have employed me as an instrument to wreak your revenge. 
X ou have sacnficed this poor girl to prevent Ali's union with her ; 
she would be unhappy, had not despair inspired her with courage to 
disclose all to me. (jive your consent, as that is the only way by 
which you can be restored to my &vour." 

'* Commander of the Faithful !" replied Hussain, '^ yours is the 
power, but you are good and just, and you will not abuse it From 
the moment when I discovered that my daughter would be beauti- 
fiilf I formed the resolution that she should belong to you or none. 
I was obliged thus suddenly to put this resolution into effect 
by this youth, the son of my deadly enemj, who has not so- 
licited my daughter firom me, but has cunmngly crept into my 
house in order to seduce her. That I mve to you what I thought 
too good for every one else cannot surely displease you. You are the 
feUher of your people, and you will not punish witn your displeasure 
your slave, who in his trouble, flies to you for refiige." 

'^ I know all," said the caliph; '^ use no shifts, lou and Ibrahim 
shall become fiiends [again, and render your children happy; — such 
is mywilL" 

«'This alliance," replied Hussain, ''would be my greatest mis- 
fortune, and death more welcome. I entreat you, sire, if I have 
shown any fidelity and zeal towards you during my long service; 
reward them by allowing me the autnority of a &ther; do not de- 
prive me of the power over the fate of my child." 

'' She cannot be mine," cried Al Raschid. 

'' Then," said Hussain, '' my misfortune is great; permit me and 
my daughter to go home, and mourn the loss of your favour in 
sackcloth and ashes." 

'' And you, Ibrahim," said the caliph, turning to him, '' vrill you 
not advance a step towards the happiness of your child?" 
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^' Commander of the Faithful," said Ibrahim, '^ I do not think 
that a man is made more unhappy by not obtaining a woman upon 
whom he has set his heart, pernaps only for a moment. If it were 
so, I ought to be very imhappy, for Hussain is the very man who 
once robbed me of my betrothed, and with her the hope of my 
youth. I trust my son will be contented to share the fate of his 
mther, and to suner what I have suffered — a grief which I know, 
from experience, does not endure long, and for which the world 
affords us sufficient compensation." 

The blood came into Al Raschid's face, and a fire flashed from his 
eyes, which usually was the forerunner of sudden wrath; still he re- 
strained himself. ^' Is it your unalterable resolution," he asked, 
^^ to conspire against the happiness of this young man, and against 
my will?' 

Both parents perceived the emotion of the caUph's mind. Hus- 
sain continued calm, but Ibrahim turned pale, and threw himself at 
the caliph's feet, exclaiming: " I am your slave, your pleasure be 
done ! You are wise, and you act as the successor of the Prophet, 
as the guardian angel of religion and the people. I give my 
consent.' " My son," he thought within himself, " may take several 
wives; he may repudiate her whom he took first; I shall not lose 
so much as Hussam, and be no nearer to him than formerly." 

Hussain contemplated him, smiling, with a chilling and con- 
temptuous expression. 

*' And what do you say, Hussain?" asked the caliph. 

" Commander of the Faithful, your will be done. To-morrow I 
will celebrate the nuptials of my daughter; but you will permit me 
to take her home with me to night. All's betrothed must not pass 
the night in the harem of the caliph," 

" Take her; but your life shall answer for her." 

** I answer for her with my life," said Hussain, with composure; 
and taking his daughter by ner hand, he retired. 

" Oh ! let him not go hence !" exclaimed Ali. " Gulhyndi, my 
beloved!" 

She turned round, and looked at Ali with a sorrowful smile, and 
then went away with her father. The caliph consoled Ali, who 
went home with Ibrahim, in the greatest despair. 

When Hussain arrived home, he ordered nis daughter to go to 
bed immediately, that she might rise with the early dawn, bathe, 
perform her devotions, and prepare for a long journey which they 
would make together. Poor Gulhyndi passed the night in the 
greatest affliction, being convinced that ner father had arranged 
every thing for flight, and that she had seen Ali for the last time. 

Early the next morning Hussain entered her chamber, and seeing 
her on her knees in fervent prayer, retired imtil she had finished ; 
he then ordered Maria to go to her room. He now said to his 
daughter: "I was delighted to see you praying so fervently. I 
douDt not but that AU^ will forgive the sins that you have com- 
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mitted in this world against jour &ther and your honour. All is 
now over in this world. My enemy has triumphed; he has won the 
heart of the caliph, and Haroun ai Raschid will use his power, and 
have me executed if I do not comply with his wish. As ever since 
I commenced life, honour always had a higher worth than life itself, 
I now mudi prefer death to di^race. But I will not ouit this 
world until I have deprived you oi the possibility of degrading me 
after my death, by a shameful alliance wim the son of my worst enemy. 
The prophet luis given every Mussulman the right of chastising ms 
children, and has made him the master of their lives. As a wise 
guardian, who sees that the flower which he has carefully cultivated 
will, in time, be destroyed by worms, so do I pluck you, fair bud, 
that you may not wither disgracefully. I take you with me to the 
everlasting habitations, and hope to answer there for this act with a 
ffood conscience. Praised be Allah, the Lord of the creation, the 
Judge of the last day, the most merciful Being !" 

With these words he took a df^ger from his bosom, and plunged 
it into the heart of the beautiful Gulhyndi. For an instant ne held 
his daughter, who was now pale in his arms, looked at her, and 
then laid her gendy on the ground. He now took a blue silk cord, 
put it round ms neck, drew it tight without trembUng, and thus 
volimtarily cut short his days, faithful to his pride and implacability. 

The following morning the caliph went for Hussain and Gul- 
hyndi; only their corpses were found. Ali shed many tears on the 
pale face of his Gulhyndi, but they could not wake ner. It being 
a custom with the Mohammedans to bury their dead three hours 
after their decease, Hussain and his daughter were deposited imme- 
diately in a burial vault outside of the city, whither Ali followed 
his beloved. When all had retired, he alone continued sitting in 
the burying-ground, on her tomb. In the clear night, when the 
moon Ulummed the tomb, he said, afler a deep silence : ^' I must see 
her once more; the sacred moon shall once more shine upon her in 
my arms, before her beautiful body is reduced to dust." As he 
said these words, he saw something moving in the high grass 
between the graves. In hopes that it was the grave-digger, he went 
near, to ask him to lift the stone from the tomb. On approaching 
quite close, he discovered that it was Lockman, and shuddered at 
meeting this little monster on so sacred a spot. By the pale 
moonlight he appeared to him more hideous and fiend-like tnan 
formerfy. " Wnat are you doing here?" he asked him. 

*' I assist my master, as I am ever wont to do." 

*'I no longer want your assistance; you are the cause of her 
misfortune and her death; you seduced me to see her; without 
me she would still live and be happy." 

** Would you rather wish never to have seen her?" 

" Go call the grave-digger, and then go home." 

" The grave-digger is from home; ITcqow what you want, and 
can afford you better assistance than he." 

2 a 
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" You shall not move the stone firom the grave." 

" That would be of little use, for she is not in it." 

*' She is with Allah, but her body is there. I have myself lowered 
the coffin into the vault, and have never since left the spot" 

" Where her body is, there she also is," said Lockman; " but 
neither of tbem is in the vault'' 

Having said these words, he picked up a human bone £rom the 
ground, and knocked with it gently three times on the stone, whicli 
moved of its own accord. *' Now look in," said he. 

Ali looked, and saw Grulhyndi's and Hussain's coffins standing 
open and empty. ^* Heaven I what is this?" cried Ali, rending w& 
clothes in despair. 

^^ Gulhyndi is liot dead," said Lockman; '^ she lives, and still 
lives for you; if you wish to see her, go some night across the 
desert. Kest yourself near the spring of Ali Haymmamy, and 
then go towards the ruins of Babylon; towards the west there is a 
large grotto of marble; at its entrance you will find me ready to 
conduct you to your beloved. Banish fear fix)m your heart, and 
harbour no imworthy suspicion towards your friend and protector.** 

When Lockman had thus spoken, he went away and disap- 
peared among the ^ves, a few pale blue ufnes fattn alone 
marking the way which he went. Ali, who followed him widi 
his eye, started up as from a firightful dream, scarcely knowing 
what to think of all that had happened. The moon cast her 

gile light on the tomb enclosing the coffins ; a heavy dew had 
Uen on the grass, and grasshoppers were chirping on its moist 
blades. 

SECOND PART. 

Li the centre of Upper Asia, the most ancient, and, at the same 
time the least known coimtry in the world, is a high table-land, 
across which runs a chain of lofty rocky mountains. Its soil con- 
sists of coarse sand and gravel, in which, however, are often found 
the most beautiful precious stones. Here and there is found, 
during the summer-season, patches of rich pasture to which the 
Mongols bring their cattle. Over its greatest extent it is quite 
bairen, without either tree or shrub, although in some places 
aprinffs are gushing forth which soon run off in the stony groimd. 
The elevated basins m the snow-capped mountains are reservoirs ficom 
which innumerable small rivulets flow down in every direction 
through the crevices, and form the mighty rivers of Asia. 

Large heaps of stones are piled up at short distances, painting 
out the way to the caravans, and near them wells are dug out for 
their refreshment in the burning heat. Besides these are found many 
salt lakes among these mountams, which, viewed fiom a distance, 
have a reddish appearance. The wild horse Dsch^^etai is seen 
running about in nerds. In its slight make it resembfes the mule; 
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and with its slim stag-like neck, and its beautiful cream colour, it 
rushes across the desert like clouds of drifted sand. All the do- 
mestic animals of Europe, the dog, cat, ox, rein-deer, and horse, here 
rove in their primitive wildness, at war with the still wilder and 
untamed lions, tigers, panthers, and the horrible serpents who 
dwell in the clefts and creep forth in the darkness of night. Here 
and there the diggers of rhubarb have built their huts on some 
rocky fastness under the green cedars, and are the only human 
beings who are met in this wild scene. 

In these immense unknown regions there are parts surroimded 
by chains of lofty mountains, where beautiftd nature still blooms 
in a paradisaical youthfulness, which no mortal eye ever yet has 
seen. 

Here the spirits live in all their natural grandeur, as in the first 
days of creation before Allah had formed man. They choose their 
abode according to their several dispositions; the evil spirits, whose 
nature is malicious, and whose deeds are destructive, haimt, for 
the most part, the wildest and most barren spots, living in dark 
damp caverns deep below the eartii, and bestiiae at night the pesti- 
lential winds to visit the men on the fertile southern coasts of Asia. 
The good spirits Uve in cool ^ottoes in the beautiM and fertile 
parts near springs, and often with the morning dawn soar through 
the aiv to Arabia, Persia, and India, to renesh and accompany 
those men who render themselves worthy of their assistance. The 
Eastern nations call tiiis unknown wonderful land Ginistan; and 
though knowing it to be on the earth, they yet think it inac- 
cessible, and separate it from all the inhabitea countries of the 
globe. 

In one of these beautiftd grottoes, where clear crystals forced 
themselves like icicles through stones glittering with ore, the 
lovely Gulhyndi for the first time reopened her eyes, being roused 
by a rippling spring in the back ground, which gushed down into a 
bLn of i^^fih^ j^. The hSipid stream se^ed her as a mirror 
when she awoke, and there she saw herself reflected in the most 
charming morning-dress. After having contemplated herself for 
a mon^ent, she uttered a sigh of wonder: all aroimd her became 
animated. From the streamlet rose nymphs with rushes in their 
hair, the water still flowing firom their snowy bosoms; in their 
hands they had instruments which they held against the rippling 
of the stream, and these struck the cords and produced wonderftil 
sounds. In the trees hui^ beautiftd boys with wings of splendid 
colours; their golden locks flowed from theb heads like foliage, and 
a glow like that of the rising sun beamed from their rosy cheeks. 
From the clefts in the rocks fantastic figures stretched forth their 
&ces^ pale, mournful &ces, with crowns of gold and precious stones 
on their heads, holding diver Rongs in their hands, on which were 
suspended silver bcUs, which they struck. Grulhyndi's astonidiment 

2a2 
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was at its height, when ^e heard these singular creatures sing tlie 
following words: 

** Monntams, riverB, breezes fleet, 
Greet thee, sweet 

Greet thee in the dew diop*8 bright, 
Queen of light. 

The night has Inll'd the rose's child. 
Soft and mild. 
Has she wrapp'd it in her Yeil« 

But its leaves are opened all 

When sunb^uns fiill 
Warmly at mom into the yale. 
t And thy fieite has been the same. 

Thy soft frame 
Died away in slnmber deep. 
Soon has sleep 

Coloured thy fiur cheeks again. 
The wild bird's strain 
Wakes thee from thy sweet repose. 

In the fresh-blooming lap of nature 

Thou hast gained new charms, fedr creature, 
Like the rose." 

Then these fantastic forms vanished again, and she heard the 
roring ripple, as before the rustling of the trees, and the echoes 
through the vaults of the cavern. Soon a troop of girls dressed in 
white came into the grotto, spread a carpet, and put upon it the 
most exquisite viands, placed two cushions, one for her, and an- 
other for a second person, and then bowed and said, " Your guar- 
dian angel is coming." 

Gulhyndi had scarcely recovered from her astonishment, than, 
amidst a train of singing and dancing creatures, a handsome puth 
entered, dressed far more splendidly than the Caliph of Bagdad him- 
self. A mantle of the finest purple hung down from his shoul- 
ders, the rest of his attire was oi snow-white silk, and he had 
a crown of glittering nibies on his head. He sat down, and 
asked Gnlhyndi to do the same. When the dancers and singeis 
had retired, he said, *' Gulhyndi is now in the bliss of Paradise." 

She was silent and trembled. The splendid king began to take 
some of the meats that were served up, and said, after a short 
silence, '* Gulhyndi is in the abode of enjoyment, let her enjoy 
without fear." 

Upon this she rose and fell down at his feet, saying, " Pow- 
erful being, I cannot enjoy any thing; ray enjoyments were few 
when I was living, they are still less now that a superior power 
has placed me in your Eden. Give me back my AJi when he 
has ended his davs ; imtil then my dreams within these sacred 
shades shall recall to me the past and prepare me for a blissful 
eternity." 

** Am I less ethereal than you?" said the young king, " and do I 
not participate in these thin^? Take one of these frmts, its juice 
is heavenly, its enjoyment spiritual." 
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Chilhyndi bowed low, but found it impossible to accept the firuit 
lie offered her; for, notwithstanding his beauty, there was something 
in his features that inspired her with terror and warned her not to 
accept It. 

At this he smiled and rose, saying, as he retired: *' This earthly 
nature must be purified." 

Giilhyndi was alone all day. She went out of the grotto to walk 
about in the beautiful country around. Towards simset she was tor- 
mented with hunger and said to herself: '* Can one really feel such 
an earthly appetite in a state of bliss? But, alas! I am not in a 
state of buss; I feel as earthly as I did before; deep melancholy and 
yearning are gnawing my heart." As she said these words her eyes 
glanced at a bread tree which overhung a fountain. It looked so 
izmoxious that she plucked some fruit, ate it, took some water in the 
hollow of her hanos and drank. She felt herself refreshed and in- 
vigorated by her scanty repast, and her heart felt lighter. The set- 
ting Sim shone kindly on her through the deep clefts of the snow- 
capped mountains that bounded the horizon, as he cast his beams on 
the gold leaved shrub, called Dsaac, which bloomed on the brink. 
Flying fish moved their silver fins in his last rays. Gulhyndi walked 
peacetully back to her grotto amid the evening song of the twitter- 
ing birds. A sweet slumber soon came over her as she recUned on 
her couch, during which a pleasant dream showed her her beloved 
AU. 

For some days she repeated her walk, and at evening returned to 
her grotto. Tne young king came daily with increased pomp; he 
spoke kindly to Ghilhyndi, had dances and music performed, and sang 
himself, whilst his eyes tenderly contemplated her charms. She con- 
tinued taciturn and reserved; she touched none of the dainties that 
were placed before her, and opened neither her ear nor her heart to 
his singing. He always smiled when he departed and said: *^ The 
earthly nature must be purified." 

Gulhyndi was del^hted when he was gone, for she could then 
wander about in the delightful and verdant region. Oh, how much 
did she wish that her AJi was with her ! Tne beauties of nature 
were here greater than imagination could conceive. Among the 
many variegated birds she was particularly pleased with a pheasant 
of the Argus species ; she tamed nim in the few first days ; he walked 
by her side, stood before her in the sun, with his yellow body and 
black spots on his wings; his head and neck were red, and the former 
was adorned by a blue crest. When she stroked him he spread out 
his long wings with orange feathers like a fan, which glittered with 
large oval eyes. In the iresh green meadows she found a quantity 
of the fine plant called ffinsenff, which the eastern nations so highly 
esteem, because it cures all diseases. She had no doubt that she was 
in Paradise; but for the angel, as he was called, she could feel no 
fljBfection, having, on the contrary, a dislike to him. He seemed to 
be a sensual spirit, and though so handsome she thought she dis- 
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covered features which reminded her of a man of hideous appear- 
ance whom she had seen once or twice in her Ufe, namely, Ixx^man, 
Ali's slave. Once while she was walking across a field leading to a 
forest, a dreadful tiger came running towards her with open jaws; he 
stopped on coming quite close, couched down and stared at her, as 
if ne were going to poimce on her and tear her to pieces. At first 
Gnlhyndi was terrified, but soon recovered herself. At this moment 
the yormg king, returning fi*om hunting amid the sounds of bugles, 
approached, and seeing the tiger in this menacing attitude beforener, 
hastened to kill him with his spear. '^ I have saved your Ufe, fidr 
maiden," said he. 

" Impossible, sir," she replied; " my earthly life, as you have be- 
fore told me, I have lost already, and my eternal life I can obtain 
only by a good conscience, and lose only by sinfiil thoughts, firom 
which may Allah preserve me I" 

^' I appreciate your courage and sagacity," said the young king, 
vexed, and he left her in anger. 

After several days had passed, and Ghilhyndi still continued 1^ 
same, the young kmg said, '^ It is my duty, fair Ghilhyndi, to show 
you what you do not desire to see. Tou are lavishing your affec- 
tions on an unworthy mortal, and thereby render yoursdf unfit for 
joys of a higher order. Are you desirous of seeing your Ali once 
more?" 

" Oh !" cried she, " favour me with this blessed sight, and you shall 
reap my eternal gratitude." 

** You shall see him this very night in your grotto," replied he. 

In the evening, shortly after sunset, while the moon shed her 
beams on the grotto, he came again, dressed as when she first saw 
him, in his purple mantle, and with a crown of rubies on his head, 
which sparkled brightly in the moon's rays. ^^ Look into the depth, 
of the cavern while all is dark," he said, *' but take care not to look 
at me during the appearance of the apparition, otherwise all will 
suddenly vanish." 

He now waved his wand, and Ghilhyndi saw through a bright 
opening, her Ali in the deep recess, in the arms of a beautiful youn^ 
girl, and she heard him say, ''Fair Zulimal can you love me? 
Ghilhyndi is dead, and my love has expired with her." On hearing 
these words Ghilhjmdi grew pale, but recovering herself suddenly, 
and remembering the warning of the young king, she turned her 
head quickly, without being observed, and now beheld by her side, 
instead of the beautiftil youth, Lockman, with his hideous humpe, 
squintuig eyes, and cock's feathers, on his pointed '.hat. He no 
sooner perceived that she was looking at him, than the i^paritiflEn 
disappeared, and he again stood before her in his former b^uty. 

'' Holy AUah I Mighty prophet P' exclaimed she, &lling on her 
knees and extending ner white arms towards the moon, '' save me 
fiK)m this fiend I Kemove this seducer who harasses me I" As sihe 
uttered these words the young king vanished, and her fiuthful 
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Aigus came in and sat down at her side. The birds were singing in 
the bushes; the fountain, which had ceased flowing, again mur- 
mured, and Gnlhjndi fell into a sweet slumber, during which a 
dream showed her Ali, with his hand on his heart, saying, ^' I am 
faithful" From this time she saw the young king no more. She 
lived on the roots of the earth, the fruit of the trees, and drank fix>m 
the fountain. No nymph or other creature appeared again. Her 
heart bein^ tranquihsed, hope revived again m her soul, and she 
bloomed like the rose in the valley. She tamed many pretty ani- 
mals, and lived amon^ them like a shepherdess, praying night and 
morning to Allah, that, he might show her Ali, who appeared 
ni^ljT, in her most pleasing dreams. 

While the fair Gulhyn£ thus lived happily, her fitther, on 
awaking, found himself in a condition quite the reverse of hers. 
When ne opened his eyes, he was stretched on a barren rock, 
under a burmng sun, and with the cord still round his neck. Stung 
by an innimierable quantity of ^nats and flies, that were buzzing 
round him, he sprung up, and with all the torments of a parching 
thirst, which allow^ mm no time for reflection, he ran about 
seeking a spring to refresh, himself, but found none — ^not even a 
tree was nigh to cast a shade in which he might repose. Just as he 
was &lling senseless to the ground, he discovered a cavern, which, 
by the rays of the sun shining into it, he found was spacious. 

Further in the back ground some rays of light U3l in through an 
aperture. Hussain entered, and found a table ant out in the rock. 
A stone near it served as a chair, a wooden goblet stood on it, and 
close by a. fountain was bubbling. The first thing he did was to 
take the goblet and run to the fountain in order to fill it and drink. 
He filled it a second time, but finding it too cool in the shady 
cavern, and apprehensive of .producing a fever, he took the goblet, 
sat down at the entrance of the cavern in the sun, and slowly emptied 
its contents. While doing this, it seemed as if something was 
moving at the bottom of the goblet, and on looking in he discovered 
a black leech writhing. Disgusted, he threw firom him the goblet, 
the contents of which caused vomiting, and he feU fainting on the 
ground. 

He was roused by a violent shakii^. Opening his eyes, he saw 
a little deformed ^gure standing betore him wiui a hump on his 
chest and back, with squinting eyes, and with a nose that hung 
over his mouth Uke a bimch of purple grapes. His clothes were 
black, ancl be wore a miner's apron, having on his head a black cap, 
upon which appeared a death's head and cross bones. In his hand ne 
held a miners hammer. " What are you doing here?" asked the 
monster, " Who gave vou permission to enter my cavern, to cast my 
goblet in the sand, and to ^eep on my ground? 

"Pardon me, sb," replied Hussain; "I am a poor unhappy 
wretch, and know not how I am come hither. I was once Caoi of 
Bagdad, thus much I recollect; I had a beautiM daughter, who was 
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to be married to the son of my enemy, but I would not give mj 
consent. What took place further is concealed from my memory as 
•ifbyamist." 

^' You have come here without my permission/' said the little 
miner; "you have cast my goblet into the dust; you would not 
allow your daughter to marry ; all this deserves punishment." 

He now took poor Hussain by the hand, and lea him into a cavern, 
where the icy cold water incessantly poured into the abyss below, 
like a shower bath, through innumerable holes. Hussain was obliged 
to stand on a narrow piece of rock, where, in spite of a shivering fit 
of ague, he dared not move lest he should fall into the well beneath. 
When he had thus stood for a long time, the miner led him out and 
threw him on the sand, under the burning sun, where he could not 
move. ** This will teach you not to throw my cup on the ground 
again, not to sleep again in my cavern without my permission, and 
not to forbid agam the marriage of your daughter," said the dwarf. 
He then filled the goblet with water, took a piece of black bread 
from a recess in the rock, and put both before Hussain, saying, 
" Eat, drink, and be my slave, but do not venture twenty paces 
from the cavern; rest yourself that you may be strong for work oa 
my return." 

When he was gone, Hussain took the bread which hunger made 
him relish, notwithstanding it was very bad. As he took the 
goblet and again saw the leech in it, he was near despair, put 
It down again, but unable to resist any longer, he seized it and 
drank, as tormenting thirst at last overcame ms loathing. He had 
no sooner drank than the leech fastened on his lip and bit him so 
sharply that he fell on the ground senseless. Bemg aroused again 
by snaking, the little miner stood before him, crying, ** Have you 
thrown my goblet to the ground a second time?" 

Hussain trembled, but made no reply. 

" For this time it may pass. Follow me,^said the monster. 

Hussain was obliged to follow him further into the desert, when 
the little man said, " I want to find gold and precious stones for my 
crowns; but you are as yet too weak and ignorant to work in my 
mines: I have, therefore, for the present, destined you for some 
light work. You shall seek gold and precious stones on the desert. 
Every evening you must brin^ me at least three good stones, and 
one ounce and a half of gold; if you fail to do so, you may reckon 
uponpunishment for your idleness." 

What a task for the unfortimate Hussain ! He was obliged to 
walk the whole day on the dry sand, and search under a scorching 
sun. He could but rarely satisfy his cruel master, who generally 
punished him by hunger and thirst, and the terrible icy cold bath. 
His food consisted of mouldy bread, some fruits, and water out of 
the loathsome goblet; but he was already so accustomed to the leech, 
that he was no longer disgusted with it, making it rather his sole 
friend and companion. When his hands were swoUen from his long 
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E search between sharp stones, and his feet with walking on them, he 

applied the leech to the blisters, which mitigated his pains by suck- 
ing the inflamed blood. Thus he Uved for a long time. His pride 

: and haughtiness, which in former days had causea his daughter and 

r himself so much sorrow, were gradually forgotten; only ms hatred 

and abhorrence for Ibrahim was still felt, as though he were the 

: cause of his misery. 

But it is now time to return to Ali and see what in the mean- 

j while has happened to him. The first weeks of his disconsolate state 

had passed; aespair had exhausted itself; and hope began to re- 

I vive him by pleasing anticipations, reminding him daily of Lock- 

t man as the sole sheet-anchor of his happiness. He indeed at first 

shuddered at the idea of resorting to an eyil spirit, but afterwards 

c said within himself, '* Is it then really certain that he is evil? 

} What has he done to proye him malignant? Near Ali Haymmamy's 

fountain in the desert I haye seen nothing but what is in the natural 
order of things. Lockman has seryed me with his knowledge; he 
has endeayoured to withdraw me from solitude; has procured me 
the pleasure of seeing my beloyed; has sayed my life from the wrath 
of her father, and inspired me with hope when all hope had fled. 
That he is hideous, that there is somethmg repulsiye in his features; 
that blue flames flash from the earth where he treads — ^what does all 
this signify? If he is a spirit, it must be easy for him to assume 
what appearance he likes on earth. J£ he were a subtle spirit he 
would show himself in the most captiyating form of temptation. But 
he despises this. Certainly he is one of those capricious beings, 
who exert their influence on human life, and make men happy or 
miserable as they please. He has favoured me, and it would be 
folly without parallel not to ayail myself of his kindness. What do 
I risk, now that I have lost all on earth?" 

Ali found it an easy matter to obtain his father's permission to 
wander again to Babylon. The old man rejoiced that his son could 
still take pleasure in something, and hoped he would soon console 
himself for his loss. Ali therefore took his knapsack on his back, 
and set out on his way as he had formerly done, being careful to ob- 
serve the right time. He crossed the desert in the deUghtful cool 
of morning, and met nothing remarkable on his way. first, when 
he reached Ali Haynimamy's fountain, he was surprised to find the 
spot totally changed. The palm trees were fresh and verdant, flowers 
grew round the brink of the fountain, and he perceived no sulphur- 
ous exhalation; but saw, on drawing near, a delightful brook of^clear 
water. A cup of emerald hung by a golden cham near the fountain, 
and invited him to drink. His Iiand already held the cup filled, 
when suddenly a shuddering seized him. He poured the water 
away, and dropped the cup, saying to himself, " It is still cool, and I 
really feel no tmrst, it is not well to amuse oneself with supernatural 
things." He spent the noon with his old ac(maintance the water- 
carrier, and to'vv^rds evening proceeded in the direction of Babylon. 
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He searched lon^ before he foimd the spot described by Lock- 
man. The son had aheady sank and cast his rays on scnne stonea 
overgrown with ivy, when A£ perceived an entrance, and &ncied he 
saw Lockman. As he went towards him, Lockman said: 

'* Have youcomeat last? I have been waiting for you here more 
than an hour. But what is the matter with you? xou look pale 
and bewildered. You do not seem to have confidence in me; why 
did you not drink at the fountain? Have I not told you that with- 
out confidence nothing can succeed?' 

" I have confidence," replied Ali; '* whoever you are, mighty 
spirit, bring me to my Gulhyndi r 

'* I am a man like yoursdf," replied Lockman, '* a poor, good- 
hearted fellow, who takes pleasure in helping others without thought 
of himself My industiy nas taught me various secrets of nature; 
and I have applied my skill to your deliverance. Haviujg discovered 
some magnificent ancient vaults of Babylon, now in ruins for many 
generations, I have fitted them for your use; there you may dwdU 
happy and imdisturbed with your &ir Gulhyndi. During the day 
you may walk in these delightftd fields, and at night the magnificent 
castle beneath will endoee you within its strong walls. I will serve 
you as formerly, and my deUght shall be, as itever has been, to show 
ou my fidelity and devotedness.*' When he had said these wordfl|y 
e tooK Ali by the hand, and conducted him down a stone stair- 
case. 

Ali followed readilj; but when he had counted nearly three hundred 
steps in his descent mto the earth, and still found no end, he bc^aa 
to quake. It was pitch-dark around him, the only li^ht they had 
being from a dark lantern, which Lockman held in his hand, and 
whicn shone fiill on his face, lowing Ali his hideous features. He 
fancied he often saw him distort his &ce, and smile malignandj. 
Just as he had counted the three hundred steps he stopped, and 
cried: *' Whither do you lead me? I can go no fiui^her. My Gul- 
h]mdi is an angel of l^ht, she cannot be in the darken abodes of the 
subterranean world." 

Lockman burst out into a roar of laughter, making the cavern 
tremble, and the light in his lantern was extinguished. " Are you 
afisid to be in the dark?" he asked. '* Well, then, it shall soon be 
light!" 

He now struck the solid rock with his wand; it burst, and Ali 
found himself in a most beautiful place, such as he had never seeiu 
He seemed to stand in a large diurch; slender columns of brown 
porphyry rose high, like trees, supporting an arched ceiling of 
emerald, like intertwined foliage, in the back ground stooa a 
shining globe of red crystal, semi-transparent, upon an altar. This 
^lobe ummined the whole edifice, and appeared like the fiill moon 
m the horizon, shedding her light into a dark forest. From this 
place they proceeded tlm>ugh a narrow passage, which ended in 
a cheerful apartment, the walls of which were of white pdished 
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marble. In its centre was suspended a chandelier of diamonds, and 
at the farther end a pnrple curtain, fiJlin^ in symmetrical folds, con- 
cealed a magnificent couch. On each side of the couch stood two 
Hons of brass, so naturally formed as to appear Hying, had not the 
brightness of the metal proved the contrary. " You are now in the 
haven of your joy and destination," said Lockman. ^^ Upon this 
couch slumbers Gulhyndi, whom Heaven has destined for you. She 
stretches her arms towards you, and it remains with you to choose 
the moment when you will be the happiest of mortals," 

When Lodnnan had said these woros, he drew the curtain, and 
Ali saw his Gulhyndi sleeping in the most charming attitude on 
black silk cushions. Lockman, contemplating Ali, said, as he left 
the room, " Venture, and be happy." 

Ali stood there, blushing and trembling. The noble beauty of 
Gxdhyndi inflamed his heart *' Come, my beloved," she cried in 
her sleep, stretching out her arms, *' come to my heart." 

Ali hesitated ; he approached her, but suddenly stopped. '' No, 
Gulhyndi," he said to mmself, " it is not thus we ^oula meet agaiii ! 
Sleep sweetly I I will go and await the moment when you rise and 
come towarcis me." 

With these words he drew the purple curtain, and hastened with 
quick steps to the church. 

Perfect silence and peace reigned here. The brown porphyry 
columns rose majestically, and the light firom the moon in the choir 
played strangely in the mnumerable precious stones which covered 
the ceiling like sparkling foliage. Ali knelt down. '' Eternal 
Allah !" he cried, ^^ I stand £ai removed from thy bright moon, far 
from thy genial blooming forest that adorns the surface of the earth ! 
Anguish and expectation oppress my bosom in the dark bowels of 
the earth, where burning lamps and dead stones are to supply, by 
their flickering gleam, thy holy light, thy fresh, young, and ever- 
changing nature. But where I am, there thou art also ! Thou 
seest me in the bowels of the earth, as on the highest rocks. I am 
in thy power, wherever I go, and resign myself confidently to thy 
protection." 

He now approached the choir, where the shining crystal globe 
was slowly turning on the altar. Curious to know how it was con« 
trived, he went towards it; but passing an open door which he per- 
ceived on his left, and which seemed to be the entrance to a mag- 
nificent burial vault, he drew near it On both sides of the door 
stood two giants carved in black stone, with drawn swords in their 
hands. Just as he was going to enter, they dropped their swords 
crosswise before the entrance, and would undoubtedly have cut him 
to pieces, had he not started back immediately. He paused a mo- 
ment in astonishment, but soon became himself. He saw that the 
giantB a^ain raised their swords, and that all was done by skilful 
mechanism. He, therefore, was careful not to go straight up to the 
door, but slipped boldly round one of the giants, trading on his 
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feet instead of the thieahdd, and thus by a dezteroos torn found 
hianBelf suddenly in a cmious yanh. The Knotty walls and aiches 
were of black gnmite; here and there blue lays of light fdl through 
fissures in the rocks, as if horn burning sakpetie. In the centre 
stood an open silver coffin, in which was the body of a female 
stretched out, attired in doth of sibrer, and with a crown of dia- 
monds on ha head. One blue ray fell through the ceiling, and 
illumined her pale face. Ali shuddered, and was starting back, 
when at the same instant he discovered a sparkling serpent moving 
on the breast of the corpse, and pointing its sting at h^ heart In- 
spired with a pious veneration for the dead now before him, and 
indignant that a creeping vermin should desecrate an embahned 
body, Ali, without hesitation, and forgetful of his own danger, has- 
ten^ near, and seized the serpent by the head to flinff it away. But 
what was his astonishment at perceiving that what ne held in his 
hand was a talisman composed of precious stones! He had no 
sooner removed it than the corpse sighed deeply, opened her eyes, 
extended her arms, and rose in the coffin. She looked around and 
contemplated Ali, who stood there amazed, with the talisman in his 
hand. With her fore-finger on her lips, she seemed collecting her 
thoughts; then stepped from the coffin and approached Ali, with 
the splendid crown on her head, whilst the silver train of her 
dress swept the ground. Ali, shuddering, exclaimed: '^Praised be 
Allah, the most merciful being !'' 

** Praised be Allah !" she repeated. 

When Ali heard her utter the name of Allah, he took courage, 
and his confidence increased when he saw the living red return to 
her cheeks. She dropped the stiff silver robe to the ground, and 
now stood before him m an azure garment, over which fell a gauze 
wroi^bt with silver stars; but she still retained the crown of dia- 
monds. She now walk^ back to the coffin to take the emerald 
sceptre that had laid at her side, and as she seized it she exclaimed: 
"Now I have regained the power I lost; thanks be to Ali's cou- 
rage, which has disenchanted me !'' 

Ali knelt down; he knew from Gulbyndi's description that she 
was the beautiful fairy who had once appeared to his beloved in a 
dream, who had often comforted her, and of whom they had heard 
nothing of late. 

" You see the cause of my not having appeared to Gulhyndi," 
said the gracious Peribanu^ who guessed his thoughts; " I am still 
your mutual friend. Follow me to the mosque; a few words will 
disclose all the past." 

Thus saying, she took his hand and led him to the splendid vault, 
sat down upon a couch at some distance from the radiating globe, 
and said as follows: " I am a good fainr, and have been living for 
some time at enmity with the wicked Zelulu. Being once inflamed 
with love for me, lie solicited my hand, and on my treating him 
with contempt, he has ever since entertained a violent hatred towards 
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me. As he was not able to vent it on me, he has wreaked his 
vengeance on manj innocent persons. This inveterate hatred 
towards them proceeds from his l)elief that thej do not reallv pos- 
sess any good qualities. He thinks that their inclinations deserve 
nothing letter than to be disappointed, and he has repeatedly told 
me, that he has no more compassion for a fallen man, than for 
the insect that flies of its own accord into the flame, and burns its 
wings. 

" WTien I once met him in a windy moonlight night, in a desert of 
Upper Asia, I cried to him as I pa^ed, ' Zelulu, have pity on poor 
humanity.' 

" ' Peribanu,' he replied, * you have none on me, and why should 
I have any on wretched morteb?* 

" * Love cannot be forced,' said I, * but reason rules every thing, 
and ought to rule you. Do you not tremble at the vengeance of the 
ju%e?* 

" * Teach me to esteem them/ he exclaimed, * and I will cease to 
persecute them.' 

*' Some time after that he came to me in a friendly manner, say- 
ing, * Peribanu, allow me to present you with a magnificent orna- 
ment for the bosom. I shall consider your acceptance of it the only 
way of compensating for the contempt you have expressed.* 

" I wfis imprudent enough to accept this beautiful serpent of pre- 
cious stones, which you now hold in your hand, and placed it on 
my bosom. I had scarcely done so when I fell into a death-like 
trance. In this state Zelulu's slaves brought me into this vault, 
where I should have continued for centuries without hope of de- 
liverance, had not Heaven, through you, rescued me. Thus the 
wicked Zelulu exercised his power over me without any resistance. 
He came to me every night, asking me whether I would love him; 
for the charm was so contrived that it deprived me of the exercise of 
my power and of motion, without deprivmg me of consciousness. I 
have always answered his importunities with a loud and distinct 
* No !* so that he was obliged to depart without hope."^ 

The fidry now took Ali by the hand, and led him out of the 
mosque, through a long corridor, into the apartment of white marble. 
She touched his eyelids with her sceptre, and drew aside the curtain. 
What was his astonishment when, instead of his Gulhyndi, he saw 
an image of wax, which had but an imperfect resemblance to his 
beloved ! The figure stared at him with dull, glassy eyes, like a 
painted corpse. He could not conceive how it was possible to 
nave mistaken this horrible pale Iximp for his Gulhyndi. Peribanu 
struck the wax figure with her sceptre, it broke, and a hideous knot 
of poisonous serpents rolled from its bowels, and fled into the clefts 
of the rocks for fear of her wand. Ali cast his eyes on the two 
metal lions which stood on either side of the couch, and saw in 
amazement that they were living. They wagged their tails, and 
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Stared with fierj eyes at him. '' Flee," cried the fiuiy, laising her 
wand, and they fled quickly, Uke obedient doss. 

'' Go home to your father,'* said the good fidiy, '^ do all he com- 
mands you, and this shall be the means of your happiness. You will 
see Ghlyndi again." 

With these words she led him up the steps to an aperture, say- 
ing, ^^ Go, you will find yourself in a wdl-known spot, not £ur fixan 
your native city. Remember what I have told you, and forget me 
not.'' 

Sajing this, ^e vanished. Ali stepped out, and found himself by 
the brink of Ali Haymmamy *s fountam. It was a fine morning, and 
the rising sun cast his rays upon him. He stood for a momait and 
looked down into the depth, scarcely knowing whether what he had 
passed through was a dream or reality: he remarked at the same 
time that he still had the talisman in his hand. He was caiefid 
not to bring it near his bosom; but kept it as a sign of the past sin- 
gular events, and wrapped it in the foldsof his turban. Now he set 
out on his way with a heart joyfiil and full of hope, and before 
noon he arrived at his father's at Bagdad. 

The followin^c momin£c Ibrahim said to Ali, '* I am rejoiced, my 
son, that you^ye b^ to compoee yourself: Theie is no b^ 
remedy against melancholy thoughts than amusement. I intend 
taking a journey to Samarcand in a few days, and doubt not that 
it wm be very advantageous to us. I nave already received 
my goods fi:om a port on the Red Sea, and exj^ect to bartar them 
profitably for the precious things of Upper Asia. My advantage 
IS yours; therefore go too, it will cheer you and assist me." 

Ali, recollecting what the fidry had told him, looked upon his 
fiither's proposal as a presa^ of his happiness; and soon Ibrahim 
and his son departed &om Bagdad, with a large number of slaves 
and heavily laden camels. Not far from the city they fell in with 
another caravan, and now hastened, as quickly as drcumstianoes per- 
mitted, through many remarkable countries and dties of the fiur- 
famed Samarcand. 

During their journey they were oflen obliged to cross deserts and 
trackless steppes, where Ibrahim, never havinjg made this journey 
before, trusted himself to a guide. Ai);er having thus travelled for 
several months, and stopped at different places, they one evening 
passed through a desert. The guide, a little deformed man, with a 
red nose, assured them that this would be the last, and promised 
that within three dajrs they would reach their destination. 

As they now passed through a narrow valley, bounded on either 
side by lofty rocks, and thickly overgrown with pine trees, a most 
terrible phenomenon presented itself, that dispersed the whole caravan. 
A thunaer-storm came on, and the lightning struck a mighty cedar, 
the resinous bark of which immediately ignited. The whole tree 
was instantly in a blaze, and the cracklmg nre spread on every side; 
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all the jnne, fir, larch, and cedar trees were in one blaze. The 
lurid tongues of the flames rushed fearfully along the mountain ridge 
in the dark night. A thick smoke arose and darkened the air be- 
yond. In the universal confusion, where each only thought of 
saving himself, Ibrahim lost sight of his son. Ali anxiously searched 
for his father but without success. Throughout the awful night he 
rode about on his camel until it would no longer carry him. Terri- 
fied at the fire, it at length threw him off and rushed into the flames. 
Ali forced his way boldly through a narrow pass in the rocks, which 
p the fire had not yet reacted. Having passea through it, he saw be- 

fore him a large valley and a wood beyond. He rallied his last 
energies to reach it, and sank down exhausted near a tree, where, by 
the hght of the burning forest, he saw that the fire was not likely to 
penetrate so &r ; more, his failing strength did not permit him to ob- 
serve, and weariness closed his eyes. 

When he awoke, his first thought was of his father. He felt re- 
* fireshed bjr a short sleep, and hastened onward. The country, 

although it was autumn, was blooming as though it were spring; 
^ nature had not purchased her fruits with her blossoms, but fruit and 

blossoms glowed side by side in msterly concord. He had never 
^ seen such green fresh tun, nor such a variety of flowers. Straight be- 

[ fore him opened a beautiful grove, with splendid orange and date trees, 

' where he sat down and took refreshment in the cool solitude. As 

he sat buried in thought, he heard a voice call, '^ AH I AH !" Asto- 
' nished, he looked roimd but saw no one. Thinking he had been 

' mistaken, he continued eating his repast quietly. Suddenly the 

' voice again cried directly opposite to him, ^'Aii! AliT' and the 

name was repeated in several places. He now discovered a quantity 
' of beautiful parrots flying about, which looked at him, and repeated 

^ with complacency his name. ^^ Who has taught them thisr' said 

Ali, to himself, and a sweet glow darted through his veins. The 
parrots still repeated, ^^ Ali I Ah ! Come ! Come r and fluttered from 
bough to bough. He followed them, and foimd himself at length 
before a thick hedge that was impenetrable. The birds flew over 
it, perched within it, and again cried, ^' Ali! AliT' He now 
looked for an entrance, and finding one, at last entered, and saw a 
splendid lawn, enclosed by a semicircular hedge, both ends of which 
terminated by a rocky wall. In the centre of the turf was a flower- 
bed, whither one of uie birds flew, again repeating his name. Look- 
ing at the plants, he discovered they were all arranged in letters; — 
great was his delight when he found an A. and G. beautifully 
entwined, and he no longer doubted where he was. He discovered 
the beautiM grotto, and nastened to it, exclaiming, '^ My Gxdhyndi, 
where art thou ?" To these words a sweet voice replied : 

" Ali» dear Ali ! where canst thoa be? 
Oft thy Gnlhyndi weeps for thee." 

'* What is that? It is not her voice, it is not the voice of birds/' 
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" My Ali I My beloved friend ! thy Giilhyndi often we^ for 
thee," said a pert starling, hopping about on the ground and picking 
up some seeds. 

** Ali ! Ali!" cried the parrots, without. 

" Ali ! AU ! my beloved friend ! Giilhyndi often weeps for thee," 
said the starling, stretching out her neck, bending not, and looking 
at him shrewdly. 

Now a fine bird, in a golden cage, began to whistle a melody 
which Ali had taught Gulhyndi shortly before they parted. " Oh, 
she loves me I" he cried. ^^ She is here I She has taught these fea- 
thered songsters my name and my songs. How many times must her 
lips have repeated these words before these birds knew them." At 
this moment he heard some one approaching; " It is she !" he said 
to himself, '* but she must not see me yet — I must prolong this blessed 
moment.'^ With his staff he traced the following lines m the sand: 

** Lovely Gnlhyndi, iorrow no more, 
What hate has taken, love will restore ; 
The sun is more bright when the storm is o'er.** 

He had scarcely done this than the fair Giilhyndi, like a lovdy 
queen of nature, appeared with her numerous train. As a proud 
body guard, there stepped before, with majestic step, two large bay 
coloured lions, with thick manes. By her side walked the beautiful 
Argus, as a faithful friend; while the most lovely birds fluttered, 
ana the most lovely beasts of the forest ganiboled around her. The 
train was closed by a troop of snow-white lambs with red ribbons 
round their necks, each having a singing-bird on its head, chirping, 
while the lambs bleated. Last of all came a stag, whose large antlers 
were hung with bells; so that the bleating of lambs, the singing of 
birds, and the bells of the* stag were not unlike a merry band of 
Turkish music. 

When they arrived at the grotto, the two lions lay down on either 
side of the entrance, and Gmhyndi, with her Argus, entered. All 
the rest remained without, forming a semicircle, while Ghilhyndi 
took her repast. Two monkeys stood behind her couch^ officiating 
as servants, and offering her fruit, and water from the fountain. 
Argus stood by her side, and, with his beak, caught in the air all 
the fragments which she flung to him with her white hand. AU 
that he missed, so that it fell to the ground, the little starling snapped 
up before Argus had time to stoop after it. 

When the repast was over, Argus went to the entrance, spread 
his shining fan, and turned it several times, upon which the 
assembled courtiers without dispersed. Only the lions remained at 
their post, and Argus remainea in the grotto with her mistress, aa 
lady in waiting. 

Ali trembled with emotion when he beheld Gidhyndi, her fair 
hair flowing in long tresses. She wore a green silk robe, fastened 
with a purple girdle, without any other ornament. She appeared 
taller, more blooming and majestic; she was no longer the limgiiish* 
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i ing, pensive, Oriental beauty sighing for liberty, but the healthy, 

: sprightly daughter of Eve, blooming as the fairest flower in nature, 

otilla soft desire seemed to depress ner arched brow, and indicated 
. that, in the midst of abundance, she still lacked something. 

B While she was sitting with her eyes cast downwards, she disco- 

c vered the lines traced on the sand. She immediately recognised 
the characters, but was doubtful whether she should trust her eyes. 

if What was her delight when convinced of the truth, by the happy 

Ali hastening and throwing himself at her feet ! Both now were in 

1 Paradise. 

n When their first transport was over, thev related all that had 

happened to them since they last met. She told him that once, 

s when she was alone in the ^tto, the two lions had suddenly broken 

9 through the hedge. At this she was at first alarmed, but soon reco- 

vered on seeing that th^ lay down on either dde of the entrance, 
like obedient do^, and followed her as faithfiil guards. Ali could 
not suppress an mward shudder at seeing that wey resembled die 
bronze lions which, at Peribanu's command, had become hairy, and 

. left the subterranean apartment. He now built a hut in the neigh- 

^ bourhood of his GKilhyndi, without concern for his father, whom he 

confidently supposed was in the power of the &iry. But, unfor- 
tunately, this poor father had not &red so well as his happy son 

^ wished. 

Ibrahim wandered for a long time in that awM night; he has- 

■ tened to the oppjosite dde to get clear of the bumiig wood, in- 

stead of p^ietrating through it as Ali had done. "Hie ground 
became so stonv and rugged, that he could no longer ride on his 
camel. He tied it to a tree, and endeavoured to m3aie his way on 
foot through the thick bushes, in order to reach a high tree, on 

^ which he might pass the night without fear of serpents and wild 

beasts. As he proceeded, he fell into a dark, damp, aeep pit, where 

' he lay for some time senseless. When he recovered, he had only a 

faint recollection of the causes of his present situation; he had quite 
forgotten Hussain's and Gnlhyndi's death, and fancied he had 
fled with his son fiom Bagdad, to escape the persecutions of the 

' maUcious cadi. 

He had not remained long in this state before he saw coming 
through a narrow rocky path, a little person dressed in black like 

' a miner, with a lantern m his hand. '* Lockman," cried Ibrahim, 

who immediately recognised him, '^ you here, and in this garb ! What 

' does this mean? Where is my son?' 

** You had better be your son's keeper yourself," replied Lock- 
man; '* I have nothing to do with him, but I have something to do 
with you. Up to worfc ! you are now my slave." 

With these words he seized Ibrahim, exhausted as he was, and 

^ led him to the icy cold bath in the cleft. He then brought him out 

' again, and gave him bread and water, suchashe had given to Hussain ; 

' 2b 
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bat in his cap there wss no leedi, and, on tike wliok, lie treited Urn 
Ion htfshb^ toan the GftdL 

When il»ahim had taken hk acaniy meal, Lockman ssd: *^ Get 
up and go wilh me; it was always jam fiiiToante basbeBB to sad: 
inches. 1 wiU show jon the wmj to gold and poeckNis stoneB." 

He then took him to the desert, and commnided him to seoch. 
When Ibmhim was left akme he ivns BUieh con&sed, and gneved, 
bat Lodonan's threate made him obejr. Walking about in the bom- 
ingheat, hepaaed ahi^h meoeof lock, in theniadeof whidisGme 
grass was growing. He there beheld a pale, haggard man wSk 
sunken cheeks, sitting down, greatiy ezlmMted. Ming ntoitlly 
otnnpaBBonate, he quiddy nm Ibr a pitcher of wmft^ which he 
had taken to the desert to queDch his thint while wockiig, lad 
^duch, to keep the water fiesn, he had boiied in the aand. Tins he 
brought, and put it to the lips of the frinting man. The poor ma 
dmnk, was leneshed, Ibldea his hands as 1^ raised his eyes, and 
said: *^ Who art ^u, angel from heaT^ that a a s ist est me in my 
eztremxty?^ 

Ibrahim knew the Toioe, and cried in amaifmrnt , ^ Homan, 
is it yoQ?" 

HuBsain stared st him, aayiz^, as well as oThaiwHifWi neaBoHA 
^ n^ahim, ase you here? How, have you oome into Inis ^ ^ 
tears to comfort jour enemy?" 

** Bt some evil fiite I have fidlen into the hands <^ mine enesiiy,'' 
replied Ibrahim, ^ who has condemned me to sedcsdd and predotf 
stones in this desert" When he said theae wordks, HuflBKin put oat 
his hands for the sack which he had filled that day wi&muehlahoiff; 

but what was his terrcMT on finding it half empty! '^ What is Att^ 
he cried; ^^ haire yon oome even in the last moments of my Hfe ^ 
rob me wd e3q>o0e me to fidghtful Dunishment?'' 

Ibrahim affirmed diat he had teJoen m>tking; he felt oompaflBOO 
£ar poor Hussain, and ibr^ his own trouble. 

^^ Yon lie, in&mons fiSkyw," cried Hnssain; ^ yoor bag is fid, 
you hsFe filled it fipom mine." 

*' I assure you," renlied Ibrahim, ^* that I htLve taken nothi^ 
nor have I ever thought of grieving you, and, as a proof^ I will ex- 
change my bag fisr yours whenever you widi." He then offisred hi^ 
own. 1^ Stop here and lee^ yonmelf," he continued. ^^ I am SQ< 

gso tired as to be miaUe to tr^ to fiU a second bi^ b^bie eveniag.'' 
left him, and with much pains collected the seoood haiL Hut- 
sain did not know what to think of all tins, aadboth weni -together 
to the cavern without speaking. 

'^ Axe your bags ftdlr cried the monster, who was sitting at the 
entrance as they arrived. ^^ Emnty them before me." Ibrahim enf- 
tiad his bag fisat; it was full of gold and precioos atones. Huffmincamc 
with the one Ibrahim had given him — and it contained nothing hot 
•and and pd>ble8. LocSonan looked silently incensed at Hubsub* 
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took 1dm hv tlie aim, and led him, weak and faintixig, again to the 
terrible rushing diower-bath, where, for want of strength, he would 
have fallen into the abyss, had not Lockman seized him and flung 
him half dead on the sand. 

'^ He is a -villain," said he to Ibrahim, while the other lay Want- 
ing. '^ I will tell you plainly ^t he has dandered you to me, and 
is the sole cause of mv reodving you so harshly. I hate him, for he 
is not even fit to do the workofadave. Ifyouwilldo me a service 
I will restore you to liberty, bring you to your son, and arrange 
every thing so that you may again hve in Bagdad in your former 
haifipy dbrcnmstances." 

" what do you desire?" asked Ibrahim. 

<« I am a spirit, and cannot diqpose arbitrarily o£ the life of a 

. mortal. You, on the other hand, have power to destroy each oth^; 

^ take this knife and thrust it into Hussain's heart, ihesn 1 will restore 

^ you to your fonner happiness, and give you all the gcdd-duat and 

^' jffecious stones in my cavern." 

^ « Far be it hxmk me," said Ibrahim, '^ to act thus even to my 

bitterest enemy. May God forgive the evil we have done, and for 

^ which we are both now suffering. My hatred is extingui^ed. I 

have this day eacchanged my ba^ for his, with the hcmest intention 

^ of lightening his burden. That it has turned out so badly is not my 

• fault." 

«< Kill him," cried Lockman, threafcening as he readied him the 

^ knifo, *' or I will throw you a hundred &thoms deep into the abyss, 

^ among serpents and adders !" 

^ *' '[Oirow me," cried Ibrahim, with firmness, claroing his hands, 

^ and raising his eyes to the stam. 

^ *' You have regained courage," said Lockman, accusing. 

^ *' Misfortune inroires that, replied Ibrahim. 

" Daibg num," coed Locknuux, «• you are not yet ripe, I wifl 

4 chastise you slowly." So saying he left him. 

^' Poor Huasainl" mghed Ibmhim as he lodked on the pale man. 
Hussaui opened his qres, gave a fideodly emile, andextendea his hand 
to him, saying, 

i ''I hesurd what passed b^ween you and the sorcerer; whose 

i wicked design haa ill succeeded. What was to separate us has united 

i SB. I now Imow you; can you forgive me?" 

E Ibrahim embracing him said, *^ Will you again be my fidend?' 

$ « For life and death," said Hussain, returning the embrace of his 

I former enemy. They knelt down, and Mahommed's holy moon 

^ filione on their xeconciliataon, which was sealed by a kiss, as she cast 

h^ pale gleam over the des^ and the fiiint reflection from the sand 

f was incr^ised, as if rejoicing that fix)m the desert of affliction a flower 

I had sprung, which the £d^i of a life of luxury could not produce. 

i Lockman returned, looked atthe reconciled Mends, and burst into 

f a hideous laugh. '^ I suppose you now fimcy yourselves happy, and 

that you have gained peace of mind," he said; '^ do notthmk it 

2b2 
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Hussain is lost for ever. AUali has turned his eyes firom him for en« 
deavouring to shorten the da3r8 of his child and his own. He 
is mine for ever !" 

" None possesses that eternal power but Allah," cried Hussain, 
who had now recovered. " Having saved my life, you have, 
against your will, assisted my salvation. As long as there is life 
there is hope ; as long as man lives he may become better." 

" You have killed your daughter," said Lockman; "you haTe 
spilled her blood, you are an infanticide !" 
Hussain turned pale. 

" She lives," cned a sweet voice from on high, " take couiage 
and hope." 

'* Ah ! is she released from her sleep of death?' exclaimed Lock- 
man in consternation, and vanished. 

From this time Ibrahim and Hussain were &ithful friends, tky 
shared their troubles, and found consolation in each other's societj. 
It was no longer difficult to discover gold and precious stones in the 
desert; they had only to go out and search, and immediately found 
what they wished. During this time the sun was shaded, and a light 
breeze was blowing; they at last discovered recesses in the rocks for 
shade, flowers, and springs. When Lockman perceived this he took 
them into the mines, where he forced them to laborious employment 
But even here their fortune attended them. They learned of them- 
selves to cut the ore which they easily found. Li this familiar in- 
tercourse with quiet, sublime nature, their hearts opened, their minds 
became elevated, and their bodies strengthened. They no longer 
loved wealth and vanity, but God, the wonderful worts of nature, 
and each other. Lockman had no further power to molest them. 

The only thing that still caused them exertion, and even bodily 
pain, was a torn apron of thick, hard leather, such as miners wear, 
which Lockman had given them to sew together. The needle often 
broke imder their bleeding fingers while sewing it. They shared 
their task freelj, each tafinff it when the other was tired. One 
evening, when it was still far from being finished, Lockman ordered 
them, with violent threats, to remain up all night to complete it by the 
next morning. They exerted all their strength to accomplish this task, 
though they hardly thought it possible, when Hussain, who was 
sewing, towards morning, while Ibrahim was sleeping, unluckily 
thrust the awl so deep into his hand that he screamed with pain, and 
in despair threw the hard leather on the ground. Ibrahim awaking 
at this, sought his turban to bind Hussain's wound. Whilst looking 
at it he perceived that it was his son's, which he had mistaken for 
his own the last night they spent together. As he now took off the 
cloth, the singular talisman which Ali had concealed met his view. 
He looked long at it, and discovering the many precious stones, s^d: 
'* Our tjrrant has a fiincy for rare and precious stones, and these are 
finer than I have ever seen, I will, therefore, place this splendid 
jewel on his bed; he will rejoice on awaking, and his stem mind 
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will relent, perhaps, even though he may not find the apron repaired." 
With this intention he went into the cavern where Lockman dept, 
and placed the talisman on the bare chest of the sorcerer. He then 
hastened back, boimd his friend's wound, and continued sewing as 
long as he was able. 

The sun was now high, but Lockman still slept, contrary to his 
custom. Hussain crept in and found him in a profound slumber. 
Both friends thanked ^Providence, which saved them from ill-treat- 
ment, and Ibrahim said : '' Perhaps he may sleep the whole day, and 
we shall gain time to finish our task." 

They now vied with each other, one sewing while the other rested 
or fetcaed water and bread for refreshment, but the night came, and 
still their work was unfinished. Thus they went on lor three days 
and four nights, their hands bleeding and swollen, their eyes dun 
with workii^, but their course unabated. Their mutual feelings 
of friendship and sympathy and their honest exertion enabled them 
to accomplish their work. A secret presentiment told them it was 
for the happiness of their future life that they had to restore the hard, 
rigid, and torn apron. 

When the fourth morning dawned, they put in the last stitch, 
and with tears of joy, then embraced each other, exclaiming in rap- 
ture, while they extended their hands towards heaven in gratitude : 
** It is finished !" "It is finished T* they heard an harmomous voice 
rejpeating. They raised their eyes, and behold, the damp, dark cavern 
where they stood, was chang^ into a beautiful bright grotto. Be- 
fore them stood the lovely Jreribanu, with her crown of stars and 
her emerald sceptre, saying, with a friendly smile, *' It is finished! 
Look what you nave jomed again I" Hussam and Ibrahim looked at 
the apron they still held, and behold ! it was the splendid gold cloth 
which Ibrahim once in anger had torn in the market-place, and with 
it Hussain's firiendship. 

" It had suffered great damage," said Peribanu, " and it has cost 
you labour and trouble to sew it together again ; but it is restored. 
The threads of early friendship are again united, the flowers of child- 
hood, which were torn up by the roots, are again planted in the 
golden groimd of jour life." 

Ibrahim recognised in her beautiful features the kindly woman who 
had once come to him in the hour of midnight, to beg the gold 
doth as a bridal dress for her daughter. " You must really give it 
me for a bridal dress for my daughter," said Peribanu, " this very 
day I shall celebrate her nuptials. Ibrahim gave it her. Peribanu 
waved her sceptre, a curtain was raised, and Ibrahim and Hussain 
saw their childuren crowned with flowers, kneeling at an altar before 
the sacred image of the Moon. 

" The beaming symbol of the prophet perpetually changes," said 
Peribanu, " bringing joy and sorrow according to the law of eternal 
fete. On you it nas now bestowed happiness. The life of Ali and 
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Gulhyndi will be like a fine spring momii^, and the dd age of 
Ibramm and Hunain a fflorioua September daj." 

When she had said this, she ooodncted tM bfidal pair to their 
parents, who embraced them with de%ht, and ^Te th^ the pater- 
nal blessing. " Your Jojr will no more be troubled by the snares of 
malice,** she said, '* K>r it is caught in its own trap.** She again 
waved her sce[>tre, the rock burst, and they sawthe young kiogwith 
a crown of ruoies on his head, in a purple mantle, stretched out, pale 
as death, on a couch, while the lamp of death was burning over lis 
head. The expression of cimning and malice was in his countenanoe 
even in his death-slumber. ** Skep on for ever," cried the fciiy. 
^* Levity will some day again release me," he said in a hcJIow 
voice, and the vault closed. *^ For this cycle, at least, nothing is to 
be feared," replied Peribanu. 

Hereupon the good fidry celebrated the nuptials <£ the yoang 
couple, and beautuul Nature, with all her creatures, shared the fes- 
tival. They lived long and happily in the bosom of nature, li^e 
our first parents in the Deginning of creation, and gave to poetentf 
lovely children, who became the ancestors of a powerful race in tli« 
mountains. Hussain and Ibrahim died at a great age, and thar 
grandchildren mourned over them. The good fairy never left Afi 
and Gulhyndi. 

O.A.F. 
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A TALE OF TH£ TIMES OF LOUIS XIT., BT HEIHiaCH ZSCHOKKI. 

A SMALL village in Languedoc was my home and birth-place. I 
lost my mother very early. My &ther, a poor fiomer, could spend 
but little for my education, although he was very saving; and jetlte 
was &r firombcongthe poorest in the village. He was obl^fed to ff^ 
for taxes, besides the tithe on his vineyards, diive plantatioiis, and 
cam lands, a fourth of what he earned wiIIl great trouble. Oar 
daily food was porrid^, with blade bread and turnips. 

My father sank under his troubles. This grieved mm very ^onAf- 
** Colas," said he frequently to me, with troubled voice, laying ^ 
hand upon mvhead, ^^ hope forsakes me. I diallnot,in8piteoftlK 
sweat on my dtow, lay mv head down in the co£Sn without leaviog 
debts bdiind. How shall I keep the promise which I made to y^ 
mother, with the last kiss, on her death-bed? I solemnly proiniwa 
her to send you to school and make a clergyman of yon. Y^ 
will become a labourer and a servant to strangers." . 

In such moments I comforted the good old man as well as I conU- 
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Bat fhiUBflh coiiflclation odIj mftde Iiim still move dejected^ He 
became wone, and fdt the. approach of his last days. He o£teii 
looked at me with cooiceni vai care for my fiiture Hfe; and ihe 
bitter tear of hopd^sBnesa moistened his e jes. When I saw this I 
abandoned n^ sports; I jumped up to him, for I could not bear to 
see him weepmg; I dun^ to his neck, kissed away the tears firom 
his eyelashes, uid ezckamed, sobbing, ^ Oh ! my father, pray do 
not weep I" 

What a hapi^ people might inhabit that country where the fer- 
tile soil yidda two harvests yearly to ihe agriculturist, and olives and 
grapes ripen in abundance by the warm rays of the sun! But an 
oppressed race of men creeps over this blooming earth. The^ give 
the fruits of their necessity and labour to the gormandising bishc^ 
who promise them, for the suffering in this world, the everlasting 
joys of a future life; they give their ^ain to the nobles and princes, 
who, in return, profieas themselves wilhng to govern the country with 
wisdom and goodness. One banquet at court devours the annual 
produce of a whoie province, wrung from the lap of the earth with 
moIUons of groans, and millions of drops of sweat. 

I had attamed my eighteenth year when my fiither died. It was 
a serene evening, and the sun near its setting. My &ther was sit- 
ting before oar cot in the shade of a chesnut tree, he wished once 
more to enjoy the sight of a world that had become dear to him 
amidst all his sorrows. Wh^i I returned home from the fields, I 
T«iU Bp to Inm. «Dd foimd Imn already fiuirt; he clasped me in hiB 
arms, and said, ^^ Okr my Boa 1 1 now feel happy. Mine eve is ap- 
proaching; and I dball go to rest. But I shall not forget thee. I 
shall stand before the Almighty with thy mother; above yoikder stars 
we will my for thee. Thinkof uB,and befidthful to virtue even to 
death! We will pray for thee. Thou art under the care of the Al- 
n^hty, dierelbre weqp not. For when once thou shalt have ended 
thy day's work thy eveniag hour will also strike. Then thou wilt 
find us yonder, me and thy mother. (%, Colas, with what louCTig 
we shall await thee there I What a dd^ht itwillbewhea the three 
blessed hearts of the parents and the child wiU again palpitate against 
each other before the throne of God !" 

The last ray of the sun grew pale on the distant mountain tcnps; 
die world was plunged in a gmy twil^ht. The roirit of mj father 
had freed itself from the frail fruB« (^ its bdoved body, which now 
lay in my anmr. 

Oar fiuthfol servant — ^whoee name has escaped my memcoy — being 
&ected, br the last wish o£ my &ther, to take me to my m^Je, 
on my mother^s ode, Etiemie, held me by the hand when we were 
pacing througk the dark and narrow streets of the dtrp- of Nismes. 
1 trendbled. An involaailHrT shudder seized upon my nund. ^You 
are trembling. Colas," and tne servant; ^^ you look pale and anxious; 
are you not well?' 

^' Alas !*' ezdaimed I, '^ do not bring me to this dark, stony laby^- 
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rinth. I am as terrified as if I were ^in^ to die here. Let me be a 
common labourer in my verdant native village. Look only at these 
walls, they stand here fike those of a dungeon; and those men look 
as confused and troubled as though they were criminals." 

*' Your imcle, the miller," replied he, " does not live in this city; 
his house stands outside the CarmeUte-gate in the open green fields." 

Men are apt to believe that the soul possesses a secret fitculty for 
anticipatine its future fete. When I became a fellow-sufferer in 
that horrible misfortime, the history of which has filled with shud- 
dering every sensible heart of the civilised world, I remembered the 
first apprehensive anxiety which I felt in the streets of the gloomy 
Nismes, on entering the city, and which I then took for an omen. 
Even the most enlightened man cannot entirely divest himself of a 
superstitious fear when his despairing hope gropes about in vain for 
help in darkness. 

The impression that Nismes had made upon me remained per- 
manent within me. This was natural. Accustomed to live in and 
with nature, solitary and simple, the stirring crowd of the busy town 
had a terrifying efiect upon me. My mother had rocked me under 
the branches of the olive trees, ana my childhood I had dreamed 
away in the green, cheerful shade of chesnut groves. How could 
I bear living within the narrow, damp, waUs^ where only the 
thirst for money brings men together? Li soUtude the passions 
die away, and the heart assumes the tranquiUity of rural nature. 
The first sight, therefore, of so many faces, in which anger and care, 
pride and avarice, debauchery and envy, had left behind their traces, 
and which were no more perceived by him who saw them daily, 
made me tremble. 

Outside the CsCrmelite^ate was the house of my unde, and by 
the side of it his mill. The servant pointed with his hand to the 
fine building, and said, '' M. Etienne is a wealthy man, but alas— >" 

" And what then — alas?" 

*' A Calvinist, as people say." 

I did not tmderstand him. We entered the beautiful building, 
and my anxiety vanished. A tranquil, kind spirit spoke to me, Wit 
were, from every thing I beheld, and I felt as happy as if I were in 
my native place. 

In a neat room, marked by simpUcity and order, the mother was 
sitting at the table, surrounaed by three blooming daughters, busy 
with domestic work. A boy of two years' old sat playing in his 
mother's lap. Kiudness and tranquillity were on every countenanoe. 
All were silent, and directed their looks to me. My unde stood at 
the window and was reading. His locks were already gray, but a 
youthful serenity beamed from his looks. His air was that of piety. 
The servant said to him, " This is your nephew, Colas, M. Etienne. 
His father, your brother-in-law, died in poverty. He ordered me, 
therefore, to bring his son to you, that you might be a fether to 
him." 



ALAMONTADE. 367 

'^Mj welcome and blessing to you, Colas!" said M. Edenne, 
laying his hand upon my head; " I will be your father." 

Then arose Mdme. Etienne, who offered me her hand, and said, 
" I will be your mother." 

My heart was much moved by this kindness. I wept, and kissed 
the hands of my new parents, without being able to utter a word. 
Now their threa daughters surrounded me, and said, *' Do not weep, 
Colas^ we will be your sisters." From this hour I was as much ac- 
customed to my new home as if I had never been a stranger to it. 
I £uicied mys^ living in a family of quiet angels, of whom my 
father had oflen told me. I became as pious as they all were, and 
yet I never could surpass them in piety. 

I was sent to school Afler the lapse of half-a-year, M. Etienne 
told me one day, with a very kind look, " Colas, you are poor, but 
Cbd has blessed you with superior talents ; your masters praise 
your industry, and say how wonderfully you siu*passall your fellow- 
scholars in learning. I therefore have come to the resolution that 
you shall devote yourself to study. When you have completed 
your term at Nismes, I will send you to the academy of Mont- 
peUier. You shall study the law, which will enable you to become 
a defender of our oppressed church. I behold in you an instrument 
of God for our salvation, and for the protection of the Protestant 
£uth against the cruelty and violence of the Papists." 

M. Etienne was secretly a Protestant, as also were several thou- 
sands in Nismes, and in the places surroimding it. He initiated me into 
the doctrines of his failli. The Protestants were laborious, quiet, 
and benevolent citizens; but the hatred of the people and the fury 
of the priests persecuted these imfortunate individuals even to the 
interior of their homes. They lived in continual fear; yet this kept 
up the ardour of piety more auve in the hearts of all. By compulsion, 
and for the sake of appearance, we frequented the churches of the 
Catholics, celebrated their holy days, and kept the images of their 
saints in our rooms. But neither this compliance, nor the practi- 
cal piety of the persecuted, could appease the hatred of the per- 
secutors. 

Wavering between two different persuasions, to one of which I be- 
longed publicly, to the other secretly, a daily witness of the bitter 
quarrels of both parties; and howmucn more pride, hatred, and selfish- 
ness, than conviction and piety, flocked to the standards of the belli- 
gerent churches, I became, wiuiout knowing it, a hypocrite and a dis- 
believer to both. The grounds upon which each attacked the contested 
doctrinal points of the other, were better weighed, more subtle and 
effective than those upon which, the value of that, which was 
thus attacked, was defended. This raised within me a distrust 
against all tenets; only those that never had been attacked retained 
a lasting sway in my eyes. Yet I concealed my inward thoughts 
from aU, that I mi^ht not be an abomination to all. 

Thus my mind isolated itself early. God and His creation were, 
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in mj leisare hours, the objects of mj oontemplatioo. I had a hocror 
for the £rensy of men^ wim which th^ peraecated one modxr on 
account of a chanraig opinion, a tract of country, or a dtle of 
princes. Early I felt the hardness of my &te in hTinf among 
Dein^ who^ in e^ery thing, judged difieiemt^ £ram mysm. I saw 
mys^f surrounded liy barbanans or half-aarages, not yet much wxxe 
hnmanwed than those, at whose saeri&ces of moi we ore struck widi 
horror. If the ancient C^, or the Brahnuns, or the aaTa«B of the 
wilds of America butdier human beings at the attars of their gods, 
were they in this more monstrous tmm the modem Europeans, 
who, at the altars of their gods (since (^)inioBS are the gods of 
mortals) butcher, in their pious seal, thousands of their brethren? I 
lamented over the atrocities of the age I fired in, and saw no 
means that could remove the general ferocity of nataons. The 
animal nature of man is everywhere the prevailing one. Food, 
concupiscence, and greediness Tor power are, w in eveiy species of 
animals, the most powerAil provocatives to activity; they are die 
sources of harmony as well as of disced, of the rise and £dl of 
nations. Disinterested virtue, eternal right, and incontrovertible 
truth, are more felt than recognised and encouraged. Their names 
are proclaimed in the schools, while their essence does not, at aU 
times, pervade the teachers themselve). And whoever should, wi& 
a pious zeal, profiessthem, would soon become the laughing-stock of 
those surrounoin^ him, and the victim of the general nenerv. 

The present tmie was too gloomy for me, I ioaged lor things 
nobler and more perfect. In the period of a blooming imagination, 
I could not but create a more bemitifol world, in whioi virtue, jus- 
tice, and truth, embraced each other, and where the senses diffused 
the tenderest feelmgs. I turned poet, and lamented the fall of 
Borne and Oreeoe, which gave hopes of a more deli^itfal existence 
of manldnd, and bitterly diaapfKHnted their ezpectatioiu!. 

The ruins of the vast amj^theatre at Nismes, that aaciait sphtsuSd 
monumentof Roman greatness, became my fiivottritehaxnit. When 
walking through the lofiy arcades between the gray pilasters, ot 
looking down over the magnificent ruins firom the Attica, I £ete 
as if the smrit of that majestic antiquity embraced me, and, lamGil- 
ing, pressed me to its breast. 

jSere I lingered with {deasure, but never without a feding of sad* 
ness. TI^ reDoains of long-deported human ^enenitums became to 
me books of history . The hands of several nations hove been potdi- 
ing up this work of Roman magnificence. The two half-decayed 
towers of the Attica, solitary masses of stone piled up wxtlunit 
taste and sense of art, were reared by the Goths, the conquerora of 
the Romans. And the huts of wood in the arena beneath, are the 
dwellings of poor labour^s and workmen of mod^n days. What 
a change of times, andof the men that lived in them! 

The shriek of a female under the vat^ startled me one eveaxoff 
out of my dreams. Dodkness had alrady crept into the holb. I 
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bftstened down the steps &om the second stoiy, and perceived a 
well-dressed woman in the power of a common man. Tne sound of 
my steps frightened the TiQain^ and he dkappeaied among the 
columns. A Yoong ml with disheyelled hair sat on a block di 
marble, tremrang, and almost beade herself with fright 

^' Have you su^axned any harm?" I asked her. 

She raised her hand to lier head, and said: ^ It was a robber, sir, 
who had torn off my head-dress, ccmsisting of some pins of value; — 
nothing further. I entzeat you to afford me your protecticm, as I am 
a stranger in ibis pkce* It was from curioeity I left my mother and 
aster who are waiting without Ihis man was to guide me back 
from this extezffiive labyrinth, and he led me to this remote spot." 

I offered her my arm; we stepped out to the dayHf^ht. Ok ! my 
Clementme! .... 

She was sixteen jeois of age, delicately and beautifully formed. 
She floats at my side, like an aerial beii^; I did not perceive her 
steps. The sw^tness, freshness, and intdlectual expression of her 
countenance were angdic, and her look, frdl c^ innocence and love, 
penetrated my inmost soul. 

I sank into a pleasant confrision. I had never before known such 
a sensation of confidence and admiration, of inexpressible affection 
and profound reroect. I had grown up to the age of twenty-<me, I 
knew love only nom the pictures of the anciait poets, and I called 
it a passionate friendship, unworthy a man. Akis ! it was, indeed, 
something very different. Love is the poetry of htunan nature. 
The sensation we experience in contemplating beauty, atmobks 
rude sensuali^, and devates it to a point of contact with the sm- 
ritual, so that the virtuous, independent spirit imites itsdf, under tne 
magic influ^ice of grace, with the earthly. Thus it is true that 
love deifies the mortal clay, and inms down upon earth what is 
heavenly. 

Thus I went on,and I had lost all my recollection, till we arrived 
at the Carmdite-gate, whare, suddenly, I came to myself again. 

^ You are a stranger?' I asked, in a faltering voice. 

" Yes," she r^died; " but it is in vain that we seek my mother 
and sister. Do you know the house of M. Albertas? It is th^e 
we Hvc." 

" I will bring you to it." 

We turned round towards the street where M. Albertas resided. 
What a change! The narrow dark streets seemed no longer to 
me like damp dungeon walls, but like splendid clouds through whidi 
men were passing nke shadows^ 

We did not speii. We came to the house. The door was joy- 
fully opened. The whole fiunily pressed forward to wdcome the be- 
loved lost child, for whom servants had been sent out, who w«re 
still in search of her. It was then that I heard, amidst a .thou&»nd 
caresses towards her, the name, ** C3ementine." She thanked me in a 
£sw words, not without blushmg. All the rest did the same^ but 
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I was unable to reply. They naked my luune; I told it them, 
bowed, and left the company. 

I was often afterwards in the amphitheatre, and my way led me 
firequently through the street in which ALAlbertas Uved. Her I did not 
see again; but her image was constantly hovering before me, in my 
waking hours as well as in my dreams. The hope of beholding the 
beautiful vision again forsook me; but not so my longing after her. 

Now, for the fiist time, I felt that I stood alone in the world, and 
that I could not cling to a being akin to mjrself. I was without a 
mother and father, without a sister or brother. Beloved by the 
fSunily of my uncle, I still looked upon myself amidst them, only 
as a fortunate orphan; and upon all who loaded me with their Idnd- 
ness, I looked as upon beings elevated above myself. 

The time approached when I was to be sent to the academy of 
Montpellier. M. Etienne repeated to me his wishes, and conjured 
me not to disappoint his expectations. In the excess of his confi- 
dence in my youthful faculties, he saw in me the future protecting 
an^el of the rrotestant church in France. He gave me his blesdng, 
whilst the whole family stood weeping rouna me as I took my 
fiirewell. I promised to come to Nismes in all my vacations, and 
went away overpowered with grief. 

The distance from Montoelher to Nismes is full eight leagues. I 
walked in the shade of mulberry- trees, between the golden fields of 
com, and along the vineyards on the chain of hiUs, overtopped by 
the ffray Sevennes. But the air was glowing, and the ground be- 
neath my feet burning. After three hours' walk, I sank fiitigued 
on the banks of the Vidourle, in the shade of a neat villa and its 
chesnut trees. 

I reflected on my past and future life. I computed the time I 
had lived, and the space of time still remaining, according to the 
general measure, for my sphere of action. I foimd I had still forty 
years, and, for the first time, I shuddered at the shortness of our life. 
The oak on the mountains wants one century for its development, and 
stands for another in its full vigour, whHe man's existence is so tnin- 
sitoryl And wherefore is it thus? How shall he employ his 
faculties? Not a long life, but a life of variety, is given to mortal 
man by nature. This thought quiets me. Well, men, I said to 
myself, forty years more, and I shall stand perfected where my 
father is. 

Pursuing these thoughts, I gradually fell into a slumber. In my 
dream I imagined myself an old man; my limbs were heavy, my 
hair gray; the thousand fine pores of the skin, by which the body 
imperceptibly imbibes vitaHty, and is nourished by the elements, 
were dned up. With the decreasing influx of Ufe, the power of the 
muscles relaxed, the delicate parts, which we call organs, gradually 
hardened and closed* I heard no more of the world, and the light 
of my eyes was also extinguished. While the senses, by which 
the spirit is rooted to the earth were thus dying away, the feelings 
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became weaker, the ideas fainter, and all that was formerly communi- 
cated to the mind by the active senses was lost. I was no longer 
master of my body, and had forgotten the names of things and their 
use. Men fed me, dressed and undressed me, and treated me as a 
child. I was still able to speak, but often wanted words, and some- 
times uttered phrases which no one understood; thoughts still pre- 
sented themselves, and I felt, though without regret, that I no more 
belonged to the earth. Soon, however, I was not able to give 
utterance to my thoughts; but had only an unvaiying, torpid con- 
sciousness of existence, such as we feel while sleeping, when not even 
dreams present themselves. This state, always the same, without 
any external change, was unaccompanied by pleasure or pain; there 
was no variety of thought, therefore no succession or notion of time. 
In short, I had been dead for along period, and my body had been 
buried and mouldering for centuries. Only on earth, during the 
existence of the senses, where we cormt the change of things, we 
can speak of ages, and the succession of events suggests to us the 
notion of time. Abstracting from all idea of change, time no longer 
exists. 

A Incasing, indefinable sensation produced a change in me; my 
mind, before isolated, was connected with new organs which opened 
to me a larger sphere of action in the universe. 

I began to feel more and more conscious, I heard a senile rustling 
around me, which invigorated me with its delightful n^eshness. Be- 
fore me floated dazzling golden rays, whilst silvery clouds sportively 
passed along. I cast my wandering gaze on the bright transparent 
verdure of the surrounding boughs, which waved m the crystal 
ether like aerial forms, and between the boughs and the clouds shone 
Clementine, motionless, in ineffable beauty, a wreath of firesh flowers 
entwining her dark hair. 

She smiled on me with an expression of innocent love; took the 
wreath from her hair, waved it with her delicate hand, and it dropped 
on my breast. 

" Oh ! heavenly dream never depart firom me," I said, while gazing 
with inexpressible rapture on the beautiftd vision. 

While 1 was in this state a carriage rolled past. Clementine's 
countenance darkened on hearing her name callea. 

^^ Farewell, Alamontade," said she, and disappeared amidst the 
trembling boughs. 

At that moment I was going to fall at her feet but found myself 
on the ground. I was no longer in a dream, for I perceived the 
Vidourle and the ch&teau in the shade of the lofty chesnut trees. 

I rose and heard a carriage rattling over the bridge, and as I 
hastened along, an old servant approached, and asked whether I 
wished any refreshment. On my evincing astonishment, he asked, 
" Are you not M. Alamontade?' 1 answered in the affirmative. Then 
he saia, *^ Mademoiselle de Sonnes and her mother have left me 
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orders to that effect !" I went back, took up tbe wreadi mid f(dk>wed 
the servant. Clementine was MadeoKxiselle de Sonnes. 

That day was the hi4)p]est and most memorable of my life. 

A garret in the back part of the house of M. BertoUoo, one oC 
the richest and most fortonate dtizens of Mon^peUier was ray dwell- 
ing. Some roofs, black walls, and two windows, with llie baloomies 
of a house in the opposite street wore my only prospect; still I was 
happy. Surroundea by books, I lived <ml^ to study, and Gemen- 
tine s wreath hung aver my taHe. Ihe Tmllions of gyring bloesoras 
lost their qpkndour belbre the magk of tiiese wilJierod flowers, and 
the jewels o£ kings wese vals^ess to me in oompanson with die 
gmallest leaf of the clover. 

Clementine was my saint, and I loved her widi a pious veneiatiaB, 
such as we feel for angdic beings. Her wreath was a relic, wUc^ 
an angel had let fall on me from heaven. In my dreams I saw her 
aurrounded by gloiy, and she was Ae Bubject of my poedc efl5«o«. 
I looked most anxiously for the vacations of the cdl^e to see ny 
unde and Nismes, and perhaps, by some happy chance, my ad<»ed 
saint. 

One day the door of my solitary room opened, and a faaadocHne 
young man entered. It was M. ibertoUon. " Tou have a gloomj 
prospect," he said, as he stepped to the window, ** still it extends to 
part of the house of M. de Soones, one of the most tasteful in the 
town," he added, smiling. 

At that name I became agitated. M. BertoQon stood thought- 
fiilly at the window and a{^peared mdancholy. We resumed ^le 
convarsation, and he asked my name and the nature of my etudicB. 
Having mentioned my fondness for the haq>, he said: ^^Do you 
[day the hazp and love it passionatdy without possessing one?* 

^^ I am too poor, sir, to purdiase one, for the Ettle money I have 
is scarcely sufficient to procure the books that I need most.'* 

'' My wife has two harps and can well Bj^tae one,*' he repEed, and 
left me. 

Before an hour elapsed the harp was sent. How happy was I! I 
now thought of Clementine, and struck the diords. S^ramoitB axe 
speechless; words have been invented to express thought8,and mdo- 
cuous tones to express the feelings of the heart. 

On the following morning the amiable B«ix>llon came again, and 
I thanked him with emotion. He asked me to play, and I complied 
with lus request, still thinking of Qementine. Bte was leaning 
with his forehead against the window, and gazed sadly on the op- 
posite roofs. My soul was enrapt in the fiimess of haomony, md 
I did not perceive that he had turned and stood listening near me. 

*^ Tou are a delightful magician," he said, and embraced me wiA 
warmth; '^ we must become friends." 

^ I was his friend already, and in the space of a few weels our in- 
timacy increased. During our short excursions, when the weather 
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was fine, he gradually introduced me to a numerouB acquaintance, 
who treated me uniformly with esteem and attention, and Bertolloa 
seemed only happy in my society. In possession of a c(»isiderable 
Ubrary, and a museum of natund history, he entrusted me with their 
supenntendenoe, and appeared to have chosen this as a way of a8« 
sisting my slender means, by a considerable annual income, without 
hurting my feelings. 

Bei^ollon was in more than one respect a distinguished man. His 
acquirements w^e yarious ; he possessed wit and doquenoe ; he 
captiyated by his graoe&lness and dignity ; in c(»npany he was the 
spirit of joy, and his sole aim waste gain the este^oi of his fellow- 
dtizecs. He luid already refused aeyeiu public aj^intments with a 
nkodesty which made him still nune worthy c^geiMxal confidence. He 
was w^khy, the partner in a lai^e comm^cial house, was possessed 
of one of the most ddight£il eh&teaux on the height a[ the neigh- 
b(Hiring yillage of Castdnau, and was the husband of the most beau- 
tifiil woman of Mcmlpellier. His wiie usually liyed at the chjiteaa, 

\ where Bertdlon saw her but seldom, but in winter she resided in 

^ town, llieir alliance aeemed to haye been lormed not fixmiloye, but 

conyenience and interest 

' What made this man still more remarkable tome was his fireedom 

' fixttn all prejudice, in a town which seemed entirely animated by 

' religious &naticism, and where he only was an exception. Notwitl^ 

standing this he went frequently to mass, and was himself a member 
of the natemity of the Patents. *' It is so easy,'* he used to say, 

' " to reconcile moi ; we need but pay homage to their prejudices if 

we cannot ccmibat and conquer them, and are sure to gam all hearts. 

' He who wages ODea war i^ainat prejudices is as mucn a fimatic as 

' he who defends them with arms." 

We neyertheless w«re often inyolyed in fiiondly disputes. Ho 

I considered haziness the grand end <^man, and reoognised no bounds 

in the choice of means to that end ; he derided my ardent zeal for 
yirtue, called it a woik of sooiid order, and proyed to me that it as- 
sumed differ^ftt colours among di&rent naticms. His wit sometimes 
made me scpfeai ridiculous to mysdf, by following my cardinal yir- 
tues to difia^nt nations, where ne always confounded them. But 
notwithstandii^ the daiig^ of these prmciples, Bertdlon was dear 
to me, for he always did what was right. 

While I thus deyoted my time to friendship and die muses, the 
two windows and the balcony of the house of De Sonnes were not 
fei^ott^i. M. Bertollon had more than once offered to ezdiange my 
garret ibr a room in his house, which was furnished in cost^ style, 
and commanded an extensiye and cheerful prospect But 1 would 
not have exchanged my poor garret for his best diawing-room, or 

I for the prospect of the paradise of Languedoc. 

By chance — ^for a singular shyness preyented me from malring in- 
quiries — I learned thatthefamilyDeDonnes would, in a few weeks. 
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return to Nismes^ and that they weie in great grief for Clementine's 
sister, who had died lately. 

The few weeks, and, indeed, the quarter passed. As oftien as I 
played the harp, my eye was fixed on those oeloved walls, but the 
family De Sonnes did not return, and no chance brought me ftirther 
intelhgence. I was silent, and concealed my loye fix)m the world. 

The vacation arrived; I hastened to Nismes in hopes of being 
happier there. As I pa^ed the ch&teau on the Vidourle I stoppe£ 
AU was closed, though the fields and vineyards were thronged widi 
reapers and grape-gatherers. I looked for the magic spot under 
the chesnut trees, where dream and reality were once so magically 
blended. I threw mjee]£ under the waving branches, and on the 
spot which Clementine's foot had once hallowed by its touch. LfOre 
and sadness weighed me down, and I kissed the sacred ground 
which had then borne all that the world contained most dear to me. 

In vain, alas ! I looked for the angelic vision. I left the delight* 
ful ^t when evening approached, and only the rocky smnmila of 
the Sevennes reflected the sim's golden rays over the dusky plain. 

My uncle Etienne and the pious mother, with my cousins, Maria, 
Antonia, and Susanna^ received me with affecting joy. I embraced 
them all speechlessly and rapturously, and knew not who expressed 
the greatest affection for me, or whom I most loved. I was the son 
and brother of the family; I felt at home, and was the joy of them 
all. 

" Yes," said my uncle, with emotion, " you are the joy of us all, and 
the hope''of our church. All the reports firom MontpeUier have praised 
your mdustry, and have eroressed the ^teem your teachers enter- 
tain for you. Continue, Cobs, to strengthen yourself, for our sofifer- 
ings are great, and the affliction of the true believers knows no end. 
God calls you to become his chosen instrument to break the power 
of Antichnst, and to raise triumphantly the gospel now trodden in 
the dust." 

The fears of my imcle had been particularly increased of late by 
the harsh expressions of the governor of the province a^nst the 
secret Protestants. The Mareschale de Montreval resided m Nismes, 
and was the more powerful and formidable as he possessed the un- 
bounded confidence of the king. His threats agamst the Calvinists 
spread from mouth to mouth, and were the common talk even of the 
boys in the street. 

I was harassed by another care. In vain had I wandered daily 
up and down the street in which the house of M. Albertas vras 
situated; in vain had I loitered in the amphitheatre; Clementine 
was nowhere to be seen. 

One mominff I met the old servant who had entertained me, by 
the orders of Madame de Sonnes, in the chateau. He recognised 
me joyfiiUy, shook me by the hand, and told me, among a thousand 
other things, that Madme de Sonnes and her daughter had left 
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Nismes for some months, but had gone to Marseilles to seek relief 
from their sorrow for the loss of a beloved daughter and sister^ in the 
amusements of that ^reat commercial city. 

My hopes of seeing Clementine once more being thus disap- 
pointed, I walked sadly home. All the joyful expectations which 
nad supported me for the last six months were frustrated. I deter- 
mined to go to Marseilles, which was only three days* journey, 
there to search every street and window, attend every chiux^ and 
mass, to discover her, if only for a moment; — would she not, for so 
much trouble, give me one kind look? 

But, on cooler reflection, I soon abandoned my wild scheme, and 
returned home more dejected than ever. 

With surprise, I there perceived an imusual embarrassment and 
trouble in every countenance. 

My aunt came towards me, put her hands on my shoulders, and 
kissed me with an air of deep melancholy; my cousins kindly 
seized my hand, as if wishing to comfort me. 

** What is it, after all?*' asked my uncle, with a powerful voice; 
who, notwithstanding his air of piety, had something heroic in his 
character; " you know that a good Christian is most cheerful when 
the waves of misfortune are lashed most tempestuously. The devil 
has no power over us, and providence has numbered every hair of 
our heads. The mareschale is not beyond the power of the Al- 
mighty." 

I expressed my surprise at this. " You are right, Colas," said 
n^ imcle, " and 1 am grieved at the despair of the women. The 
Mareschale de Montreval sent orders here an hour ago for you to 
go to the castle to-morrow morning, at ten o'clock; — ^that is all. 
And where then is there cause for alarm? If you have a good 
conscience, go to him without fear, though his castle be hell itself." 

No wonder that the peremptory order, coming from so exalted a 
personage, terrified the humble miller's family. The mareschale 
seldom showed himself to the people, and then only when attended 
by a numerous suite of high officers, noblemen, and guards. The 
external pomp of the great, exercises greater awe on the minds of the 
uneducated multitude than their power. 

Next morning, my aunt arranged my wardrobe with trembling 
hands, and I endeavoured to comfort my dear afflicted relatives. 
*' It is ten o'clock," cried my uncle, "go in God's name, we will 
pray for you." 

I went, and learned that the mareschale was still in his cabinet. 
Aifter an hour and a half I was conducted through a suite of rooms 
to him. An elderly gentleman, rather thin, and of a stiff com- 
manding manner, oi dark complexion and piercing eyes, stepped to- 
wards me, while the respect of those around marked him as the 
mareschale. 

'' I wished to see you, Alamontade," said he, " as you have been 
distinguished by so much praise on the university list of Montpellier. 

2 C 
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Cultivate your talents, and you may become a useful man« Yoa 
shall have my patrona^ for the mture. Let not my enoouiage- 
ment make you proud, but more industrious, and I shall not &il to 
learn how you proceed. Do all in your power to retain the friend- 
ship of M. BertoUon, your patron, and tell him that I sent for yon." 

This was all the mareschale said. He evinced satis&ction with 
me during this short interview. I commended myself to his fii- 
vour and hastened to comfort my family, who were most anxioas 
about me. 

Their joy at my return was great, and soon all our neighbomSf 
indeed the whole town had he^ the great honour I had received 
from the mareschale. *' Did I not say before that it is God who 
governs the hearts of the powerful?" exclaimed my unde; "Tlw 
sun rises out of darkness, and the holy cross rears itself to heaven 
over the bruised serpent and painful thorns.*' 

On arriving at Montpellier, I foimd M. BertoUon had gone to 
his wife in the coimtry. With melancholy feelings I stood in my 
^rret before the withered wreath, and sighed forth the name of 
Clementine, while I kissed the faded leaves which had once bloomed 
in her deUcate hand. I felt half ashamed of the tears with whidi 
disappointed hope suffused my eyes, and yet I felt happy. 

The wreath and the small ^rt of the magnificent house, De Sonnes, 
were to become again, during winter, the mute witnesses of my 
love, jojTS, and hopes. Spring and its blossoms (I said as I looked 
towards the palace) will bring her, perhaps, to Montpellier. 

At this moment I saw, at the opposite window, a female form 
attired in deep mourning, and with her back turned towards me. 
My pulse ceased to beat, my breath stopped, and my eyes became 
dim. '' It can only be Clementine,'' said a voice within me ; but I 
had sunk down senseless on the window, having neither the con- 
ra ge n or the power to look up and convince myself. 

When I had recovered, I raised myself, and cast a trembling look 
towards her. Her face was turned towards me, covered with a black 
veil, with which the breezes sported; it was raised — ^I saw Clem^i- 
tine, and that at a moment wnen I had engaged her attention. I 
cast down my eyes, and felt a burning glow through my Teins 
When I again raised them, she was gone from the window, but nos 
from my mmd. '' It is she," said a voice within me, and I stood on the 
pinnacle of earthly bliss, solitary, but having before me Clementine's 
image, and inspiring anticipations for the future. A golden gleain 
was poured over the smoky walls, and a sea of flowers waved ovcf 
the naked roofs ; the world dissolved before me like a splendid 
cloud, Clementine's form passed through a lovely eternity, while I 
was beside her, and my lot was endless rapture. " Oh, of what bliss 
is the human heart susceptible !" I exclaimed, &lling on my knees, 
and raising my hands to heaven. ''Oh God! for wnat scenes hast 
thou spared me ! Oh ! perpetuate this feeling !" 

Late that evening, I saw the windows lighted, and her shadow 
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passing to and fro; I took my harp^ and with its 80tind% my feelings 
gnduSly became calm. 

I did not awake till late the next morning, having^ passed a sleep- 
less night. When I stepped to the window I saw Clementine lean- 
ing from hers in her morning dress. I saluted her, and received 
a scared J perceptible return; but she looked kindly. I was riveted 
to the spot while she remained, our glances met timidly; but my 
soul conversed with her, and I seemed to receive soft answers. 

Oh ! blessed hours which I dreamed away harmlessly in the secret 
contemplation of a lovely being. With my poor and humble pa- 
rentage, and without claim, as I was, to personal attractions, how 
could I raise my hopes to the most lovely, richest heiress of Mont- 
pellier, whose favour was courted by the noblest youths of the 
country? 

How much do my thoughts love to dwell on the recollection of those 
days! Friendship and love belong only to mortal man; he shares 
them neither with an^ls nor the animal creation ; they are the off- 
spring of the union of the earthly and divine nature within us; they 
constitute the privilege of man. In their possession we are more 
pious, more beueving, more indulgent, and more at home in the 
universe; we have more confidence, and endure the thorns by the 
way. Nay, even the vdldemess appears more splendid in the glow of 
a calm, bright fancy. 

In the evening I again took the harp, struck the chords, and 
played the suflfermgs of Count Peter of Provence and his bdoved 
Magellone, then one of the newest and most affecting ballads, and 
full of expressive melody. When I had finished the mrst stanza, and 
rested a minute, I heara the sound of a harp, softly repeating the 
same air in the stillness of the night. Who could it be but Clemen- 
tine, who wished to become the echo of my sentiments? When she 
had finished I began again ; thus we responded to each other. Music 
is the language of the soul. What an meffiible delight to my heart, 
Clementine thought me worthy of this conveise ! 

Alas! I must pass over in silence a thousand nameless trifles 
which receive their inestimable value only fix)m the sense by which 
they are given and received; but they cannot be forgotten. The 
corse of the dream of my happy youth, I mean recollection, is also 
still delightful, though its life nas passed away. 

My dream lasted thus for two years. During that time we saw each 
other in silence, but still loving, and we conversed only by means of 
the chords of the harp, without ever approaching nearer. I knew the 
church where she prayed; I also went and prayed too. I knew the 
days when she, in the company of her motner and friends, prome- 
naded amid the shady trees of the Peyrou;* there I went also. Her 
look showed that she recognised me, and timidly rewarded me. 

Without having spoken to each other during this long space of 

* One of the most lovely wallcB near Mcmtpellier. 

2C2 
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time, we bad by degrees become the most intimate confidants; we 
reciprocated our joys and sorrows; we entreated and granted, hoped 
and feared, and made vows that were never broken. 

No one suspected the intercourse of our souls, our sweet and inno- 
cent familiantj. Only M. Bertollon*s kindness threatened mote 
than once to rob me of my joys, as he insisted on my occupying a 
better room, and it was with difficulty I retained possession of my 
garret. 

When Madame Bertollon had returned from her coimtiy house, 
her husband introduced me to her. '' Here," said he, " is AlamcHi* 
tade, a young man whom I love as a friend, and to whom I wi^ 
nothing better than that he may become yours also." 

What I had heard of her was not exaggerated. She seemed 
scarcely twenty years old, was very beautiful, and might have served 
an artist as an idea for a Madonna. A pleasing timidity rendered 
her the more attractive, especially as most of her sex and rank in 
Montpellier knew less of that reserve, without which grace itself 
loses all its charms. 

She spoke little, but well; she appeared cold, but the vivad^ 
and brightness of her eye betrayed a sensitive heart and active mind. 
She was the benefactress of the poor, and honoured by the whole 
city. Neglected by her husbana, and adored by young and at- 
tractive men of the first families, she allowed not calumny itself to 
throw a shade over the purity of her character. She lived as retired 
as in a convent. I saw her but seldom, and only during my last 
year at the university, when the illness of her husband afibrded me 
an opportunity of meeting in his apartment. 

The tenderest anxiety for the health of M. Bertollon was visible in 
all her features. She was incessantly with him, administering his 
medicine, or reading to him; and, wnen the illness reached its crisis, 
she never quitted his bedside, but even destroyed her own health by 
her continual nightly watching. 

When M. Bertollon recovered, he continued his cold and polite 
behaviour towards her, and never returned her afiection. This in- 
difierence she seemed to feel deeply, and by degrees became estranged 
from him as his health returned. I could only pity her, and re- 
proach my friend. 




you my wife is beautinil; but mere beauty _ 
only a pleasing gloss, imder which the heart remains cold. Why do 
we not fall in love with the chefs-cCcettvre of the sculptor? I grant 
you she has understanding; this, however, we do not love, but at 
most admire. She is charitable; but she has money enough, and 
takes no pleasure in expensive amusements. She showed me much 
attention during my illness; for that I am grateful to her. She 
shall not want any thing that she wishes, ana I can give; but the 
heart cannot be given, that must be taken. As to the rest, my 
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friend, you do not know her. She also hasher failings; nay, if you 
will allow so much, her faults. If it should unfortunately happen, 
now, that some of these faults are of such a nature as necessarily to 
extinguish every rising feeling of aflFection in me, am I to blime, 
that I cannot cnange stone into gold, and transform a marriage of 
convenience into one of the heart? ' 

" But, dear Bertollon, I never even discovered the slighest trace 
of such a repulsive fault." 

" That is because you do not know my wife. To you, as my 
friend, T may reveal what has estranged me from her for ever, even 
during the very first days of our marriace. It is her untameable 
and unreasonable temper, which is as an all-consuming fire. Trust 
not the ice and snow of the external veil; a volcano is burning 
within it which, from time to time, must emit its flames, or it 
would burst its outward covering. She is quiet, but the more dan* 

Sjerous; every feeling is fermenting long within her before it mani- 
ests itself; but when it has done so, it is the more lasting and 
destructive. She seems to be virtue and gentleness personified; 
without her unhappy temper she might be a saint, but that destroys 
all better feelinsrs. I have often surprised her in designs so atro- 
cious and terrible, that it is difficult to conceive how one of them 
could find its way into the soul of a woman, or how she could harbour 
it. Such a character, my friend, is not likely to conquer one's heart." 
These confidential communications startled me the more, as I had 
proofs of BertoUon's knowledge of men, and his correct judgments. 
In the meanwhile, I did not discontinue my visits to Madame Ber- 
tollon, and thought I perceived that she foimd pleasure in my 
society. She was always tranquil, gentle, and seemed sufiering. So 
much beauty and gentleness changed my respect into sincere mend- 
ship. I formed the resolution of reconciling her to her husband, 
let it cost what it woidd; or, rather, of bringing him back to her 
arms. 

The habit of daily intercourse removed, by degrees, the constraint 
of etiquette, and made her society absolutely necessary to me. Once 
when I was walking with her in the garden, and she leaned on my 
arm, she said: '^ You are Bertollon's most intimate friend and con- 
fidant. I consider you mine also, and your character gives me a 
claim on your kindness. Speak openly, Alamontade, for you know 
the reason — ^why does Bertollon hate me?" 

''He does not hate you, madame, he entertains the highest 
esteem for you. Hate? he must be a monster if he can do that. 
No ! he is a noble man, he cannot hate any body," 

** You are right: he can hate no one, because he loves no one. 
He does not consider himself bom for the world, nor for any one; 
but that the whole world, and every one in it, is made for him. 
Education, perhaps, never poisoned a more feeling heart and a 
sounder heaa than his." 
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" You judge, perhaps, too harshly, madame." 
" Woidd to Heaven I did ! Pray convince me of the contrary." 
'* I convince you? Not so, madame; observe your husband, and 
you wiU change your mind." 

"Observe him? I always did so, and always found him the 



same." 



" He is a kind, amiable man, at least.'* 

" Amiable ! he is so, he knows it, and takes pains to be so; but, 
imfortunately, not to make others happy— only himself. For this I 
cannot call him good, although I cannot call him bad/' 

" Surely, madame, I do not understand you; permit me, how- 
ever, to return confidence for confidence. I never knew two human 
beings who so much deserved to be happy, and were so calculated 
to render each other so, as you and your nusband, and yet you arc 
estranged from each other. I shall certainly believe I have Kved 
long enough, and have accomplished enough, if I can unite you 
more affectionately to each otner, and attach your now divided 
hearts." 

" You are very kind; but though half your wish is already ac- 
complished — for my heart has long been pursuing his, which flies 
from me — I fear that you attempt an impossibility. However, if any 
one could succeed in this, you are that one. You, Alamontade, are die 
first to whom Bertollon has quite attached himself, — to whom he 
firmly clings. Try it; change the disposition of the man." 

" You are joking; I change himr What other virtue do you 
wish Bertollon to practise? He is generous, modest, the protectee 
of innocence, of an unvarjring temper, without predominant pas- 
sions, disinterested, kind." 

" You are right, he is all that." 

" And how shall I change him?" 

'^ Make him a better man." 

*' A better man?" replied I, astonished, stopping and lookuif 
with embarrassment into the eyes of this beautind woman, whi(£ 
were filled with tears. " Is he, then, bad? Is he vicious?" 

" That he is not," she said; " but he is not good." 

'^ And yet, madame, you allow that he possesses all the nobk 

Dualities for which I just now praised him? Do you not, peihi^ 
emand too much firom a mortal?" 
*' I do not deny that he possesses what you have praised in him, 
Alamontade; but he does not use those qualities as virtues, only as 
instruments. He does much good, not because it is good, but be- 
cause it is advantageous to him. He is not virtuous, but prudent 
In every action he only looks at the useful and injurious, never 
at the good and evil. He would as soon employ hell for accom- 
plishing his designs as heaven. His happiness consists in the aUain- 
ment of his desires, and for this he is and does what suits his pui^ 
pose under any given circumstances. The world is to him the ndd 
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of desire, wherein all belongs to the most fortunate and cunning. 
The throng of men living together created, in his opinion, states and 
laws, religions and usages. The wisest man in his eyes is he who 
knows the entangled tissue of circumstances to its miest threads; 
and he who knows that can do any thing. Nothing is in itself right 
or wrong; opinion alone sanctions and condemns. This, Alamon- 
tade, is a picture of mj husband. He cannot love me, for he only 
loves himself. His mmd and taste change, and with them his na- 
ture. With iron perseverance he pursues and attains his ends. The 
son of a much respected family, which had been reduced in circum- 
stances, he wishea to be rich, so he became a merchant, went to dis- 
tant lands and returned the possessor of a million. He then wished 
to secure his wealth by uniting himself with one of the most respect- 
able families of this ci^, and I became his wife. Desirous to possess 
influence in public afiairs, without exciting envy, he made himself 
popular, and refused the most honourable posts of office. In his opi- 
nion nothing is unattainable; he considers nothing sacred; he con- 
quers every obstacle; no one is too strong for him, because all are 
weak by some propensity, passion, and opinion." 

This picture of Bertollon's character staggered me. I found it 
corresponding to the original in every particimr. I had never formed 
a clear idea of all this, although I had felt it. I discovered the enor- 
mous chasm that separated their hearts, and despaired of ever being 
able to fill it up. 

'' But, madame," said I, pressing her hand with emotion, ^^ do not 
despair; your persevering affection and virtue will finally triumph 
over him." 

" Virtue I Oh, my dear Alamontade, what can be expected fix)m a 
man who calls it a weakness, or one-sidedness of character, or prudery 
of mind? From one who considers reli^on only as the toy of church 
and education, — the toy with which the fancy of the shortsighted 
plays with childish zealr' 

*< But still he possesses a heart." 

" He has a heart, but only for himself— not for others. He wishes 
to be loved without any sacrifice of feelinff on his part. Alas ! can 
one love such a man? No, Alamontade, love demands something 
more ; it gives itself up to the beloved object, exists in it, and is not 
master of itself; it does not calculate, it knows no care; it takes its 
chance whether fidelity will at length bless it or treachery destroy it. 
But it cannot exist without hope; it demands the heart of its object, 
and in that finds its heaven." 

'' And in that it finds its heaven," sighed I, as I again stood in 
my own chamber and thought of Clementine. 

I took down the withered wreath, which had been hitherto a 
aacred pledge of Clementine's favour, and hung it upon my harp. 
Had she not herself thrown it on the breast which incloses my loving 
heart? Did she not then appear as if she wished to crown that heart 
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with her own hand? Could it only have been childish jday ? Ah ! 
could it have been indifferent to her whether it was a crown of 
thorns or a wreath of blossoms which she was winding round mj 
heart? 

She was at the window. I raised the wreath and pressed it to 
my lips. She seemed to perceive it; she suppressed a smile, bent 
forward and looked into the street, but not again at me. This re- 
sponse plunged me into inexpressible trouble. It seemed as if she 
was ashamed of the gift she once had bestowed on me. I now^ sud- 
denly became conscious of what I expected and hoped from her. I 
wished an impossibility. I had never thought of Clementine as my 
wife; I loved her and wished to be loved by her. But she my wife? 
I, the poor son of a farmer who died encumbered with debt. I who 
still had to battle with want, and only saw an uncertain fate in the 
future — ^I expect the richest heiress in Montpellier ! 

At this thought my proud spirit sank. I loved Clementine and 
forgave her if she could not return my love. I saw clearly that I 
could not change the relations of social life; and, in £actf was too 
proud to make my fortune by marriage. 

Henceforth I applied more ardently to my studies, wishing to 
pave my way to Clementine's elevation by my own energies. IViAny 
nights I pa^ed sleepless in study. Desirous of hearing the unbiassed 
judgment of critics respecting my talents, I published, anonymously, 
a work on the jurisprudence of the ancients, and a collection of 
poems, the greater p£t of which were inspired' by my secret pa«ion. 

This publication of my labours had an unexpected success. Cu- 
riosity soon discovered the name of the author, who was everywhere 
courted. The loud applause raised my self-esteem, and the success 
of my first attempt rekindled the extinguished flame of hope by the 
light of which I saw Clementine as my own, though at a distance 
which rendered her indistinct. 

She herself rewarded me in the most pleasing manner, by once 
reading my poems at the window, when their author had become 
known. Indeed, from a himdred allusions in the poems which she 
only understood, she might have guessed their author. She looked 
across to me, smiled, and pressed the book to her bosom, as if she 
wished to tell me, " I love it, and what you express in it you have 
addressed to this heart, which feels and is grateful" 

I again took up the withered wreath, at which I had often sung; 
smilea, made a sigh, and retired. 

But no one was more delighted by the applause I had gained than 
my friend Bertollon. He became more anectionate and confidentiaL 
We regarded each other as brothers; he was devoted to me, and 
proved, in a thousand ways, that he had a heart for others. He did 
not let a day pass without showing some kindness; it was only by 
chance that I learned many of his noble deeds. 

'' Oh ! Bertollon," I once exclaimed, as I pressed him to my heart. 
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" what a man you are ! Why must I pity as much as admire 

" You go too far in both points, for I deserve neither one nor the 
other," replied he, with a complacent smile. 

" No ! Bertollon, what I lament is, that you are good and virtuous, 
without wishing to appear so; you call virtue fanaticism and narrow- 
ness of ideas, and yet you constantly practise its precepts." 

" Well, then, Alamontade, rest satisfied with that. Why do you 
for ever weary yourself with my conversion? When you are older 
I shall see you treadii^ in my footsteps; be, at least, tolerant for the 
present; the same child has, perhaps, a twofold name." 

" I doubt it. Could you, Bertollon, voluntarily plunge yourself 
into'misery in order to support a righteous cause?" 

** What do you call a nghteous cause? Your ideas are not clear." 

" K you could save Montpellier from destruction by sacrificing 
yourself, would you be capable of sufiering poverty or d[eath?" 

*' M. Colas, you rave again. Only fanatics can demand and make 
such sacrifices, and it is good for the world that there are such. But 
now come for once to your senses; I am sorry that you are always 
indulging such whims, for in this way you will never be happy. 
Run over the whole world and collect tne fools who would meet 
death for your notions; you will not find one in a himdred million. 
Every thing is true, good, useful, just, and noble, only under certain 
circumstances. The ideas of men vary everywhere ; many have 
fancied that they could save the world by their death. They died, 
but for their own caprice, not for the world, and were afterwards 
laughed at as fools." 

" For these words I could despise you, Bertollon." 

" Then you would not be over virtuous, according to your own 
notions." 

" Kyou could increase your wealth by plunging me into misery, 
would you do so 1" 

" For such a question I ought to despise you, Colas?" 

** And yet I may put it, for you say that you only strive afler 
that whicn is useful to yourself. You weigh the goodness of an 
action only by the result." 

'^ Dear Colas, I see you will be a bad advocate, and will make a 
poor fortune, if you only defend causes which are right according 
to your notions, and never an unjust one by which you might gain." 

" I swear to you, Bertollon, I should abhor myself as long as I 
Hved, if ever I moved my lips for the accusation of innocence, and 
the defence of crime." 

" And yet you, good-hearted simpleton, you will do it more than 
once, because you will not always find guilt or innocence written on 
men's foreheacls. You will be the world's fool, if you will not walk 
its way." 

In this manner we of);en disputed. I was sometimes puzzled with 
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him, and could have feared him, had he not always expressed his 
terrible opinions so jocosely, that he did not seem to believe them 
himself. He only wished to irritate me, and when he had succeeded, 
laughed heartily. But his actions contradicted his words. 

Madame Bertollon, on the contrary, daily displayed more of the 
noble sentiments that animated her. She glowed for the virtaoos 
actions which she practised with rehgious ardour. 

I became her guest, and we were never in want of conversation. 
Alone with her I spent the long winter evenings, and from me ^e 
learned the harp. Soon I could accompany her channing voice, 
while she sang my songs with deep feeling. She was lovSy, and 
her beauty would have oeen dangerous to me, had not my heart been 
fixed on Clementine. 

When I ^ke of her with enthusiasm to Bertollon, he smiled; if 
I reproached him for leaving such a lovely creature to herself, he re- 
plied, " Our tastes diflFer; let every one follow his own inclination. 
Would you, dear despot, have all heads and hearts moulded in the 
same form? I know my wife loses nothing by me, consequently 
she is not made unhappy by my treating her in the manner so cus- 
tomary in fashionable society. She knew this beforehand. If you 
are happy in her society I am glad; and I rejoice if she also umdis 
pleasure m your conversation. You see, virtuous Colas, that I, also, 
am ca{)able of great sacrifices, for I leave you to her often when I 
most sincerely desire your company." 

I had finished my studies, had taken the degree of Doctor of Laws, 
and had obtained permission to practise as attorney before the tribu- 
nals of the kingdom. My increased occupations during this time 
prevented me from visiting Madame Bertollon as frequendy as 
before; but she received me the more joyfully when we met; and I 
felt now, more than ever, how sincerely I was attached to her. We 
never confessed how indispensable we were to each other; but each of 
us betrayed it in every feature, and by the cordiality of demeanour* 

At times it seemed to me as if she were more melancholy than 
she had been, and then, again, more affable and complaisant; at 
other times she appeared to treat me with marked coldness and re- 
serve; and then, again, as if she wished, with sisterly affection, to 
quiet my anxiety. This change of behaviour surprised me, and I 
vainly endeavoured to discover the reason of it. I could not help 
perceiving that she no longer possessed her former serenity and equai- 
nimity. 1 often found her with eyes that evinced recent weeping. 
She sometimes spoke with singular enthusiasm of the retirement of 
a convent, and withdrew more and more from her usual society. A 
hidden melancholy gnawed the bud of her youth. 

These reflections make me also melancholy, and I in vain endea- 
voured to cheer her. The calm sadness of her look, the vanishing 
bloom of her cheek, her deep silence, and her efforts to conceal, by 
an affected cheerfulness, the grief which was gnawing her heart. 
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added to my friendsliip the genial warmth and tenderness of sym- 
pathy. How gladly would 1 have sacrificed my life to procure hap- 
piness for her ! 

One evening when I accompanied her mngin^ on my harp, a sud- 
den burst of tears choked her voice. Alarmed, I ceased playing. 
She rose, and was on the point of hurrying to her apartment to con- 
ceal her grief. 

How touching, in moments of quiet suffering, are youth, beauty, 
and innocence. I seized her hand, and held her back. 

" No !" she exclaimed, " let me go." ^ 

" Stay, I cannot possibly let you go in this excited state. May I 
not witness your grief ? Am I not your firiend ? Do you not your- 
self call me so? And does not this pleasing name give me a right 
to ask you the cause of that a£9iction which you in vain endeavour 
to conceal from me ?" 

" Leave me, I conjure you, leave me," she cried, as she endea- 
voured, with feeble efforts, to free herself 

" No," said I, " you are unhappy." 

" Unhappy, alas !" she sighed, with imrestrained grief, drooping 
her beautiful fiice on my bosom to conceal her tears. 

Involuntarily I clasped my arms around the gentle sufferer. A 
deep sympathy seized me. I stammered forth some words of consola- 
tion, and begged her to be calm. 

" Alas 1 I am unhappy," she exclaimed, sobbing, and with vehe- 
mence. I dared not endeavour further to appease the storm of fil- 
ing by my untimely persuasions; and, letting her weep without m- 
terruption, I led her oack to her seat, as I ielt that she became ex- 
hausted and trembling, her head resting still on my bosom. 

" You are not well?" I asked timidly. 

** Ifeel better now," she replied; and, becoming more tranquil, 
she looked up, and seeing tears in my eyes, asked, " Why do you 
weep, Alamontade?" 

" Can I remain unmoved by your sorrow^?' I answered, bend- 
ing down to her. Silently we sat absorbed in our feelings, hand in 
hand, gazing at each other. A tear rolled down her cheek, which I 
kissed away, and drew the sufferer closely to my heart, unconscious of 
what I was doing. During this embrace our fears evaporated with 
ihe glow of our cheeks; and what we called friendship, was changed 
intolove. 

We parted; ten times we bade each other farewell, and as often I 
clasped ner in my arms, forgetting the separation. 

Keeling as if intoxicated, 1 entered my room; the harp, wreath, 
and window, terrified me. . 

I had never been in a greater state of conftision than I was on the 
following morning. I could not imderstand myself, and wavered 
between contradictions. Madame Bertollon appeared to love me; 
but hitherto she had heroically struggled with feeHngs which seemed 
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to wound the nobility of her mind. I was the wretch who, with- 
out loving her, could encourage her passion, and fan the £ital flame 
by which she must be consumed, and I must be dishonoured still 
more than the unhappy woman herself. 

In vain I called to mind the sacredness of my duties; in vain I 
disclosed to myself the base ingratitude I committed against Bertol- 
lon*s generous friendship; in vain I remembered my own and Cle- 
mentine's vows; all that once had been to her pleasing and estimable 
had lost its power and influence. The tumult of ray senses con- 
tinued without intermission: only BertoUon's lovely wife floated in 
my imagination; I still felt on my lip the glow of ner kiss, and my 
flattered vanity overwhelmed the earnest warnings of my conscience 
with illusive sophistry. 

" Wretch ! you will feel remorse, you will some day blush at your 
own disgraceful act, and the snow of advanced age will not quench 
the burning of an evil conscience !" 

With these words I endeavoured to arouse my better feelingSL 
While I still revelled in the remembrance of the previous evening, 
and dark forebodings were rising in my mind, 1 sat down at the 
table to write to Madame Bertollon, to describe to her the danger 
to which we should both expose ourselves by further intercourse, and 
to tell her that to continue worthy of her friendship I must leave her 
and Montpellier. 

But while reason dictated her precepts, and I wished to make the 
first heavy sacrifice to virtue, I wrote to Madame Bertollon the most 
solemn oaths of my attachment, declaring falsely that a secret passion 
for her had long consumed me, and that I saw my happiness only in 
her love. I entreated and conjured her not to let me despair, and 
imroUed to her imagination a vivid picture of our bliss. 

I started up, read the letter over and over, tore it, and wrote 
another, repeating only what I had written, and then again destroyed 
it. As if by an unknown power I was drawn against my will to a 
crime at which my soul vainly shuddered. While vowing to myself, 
in a half-suppressed voice, that I would start for Nismes, and never 
again see the walls of Montpellier,! also vowed unconsciously I would 
never leave the charming tnough unhappy woman ; but that I would 
ding to her, although my passion shoiua lead to inevitable death. 

It was as if two distinct souls were struggling within me with 
equal power and skill. But consciousness became more dim, and 
the feelinff of duty expired in the feelinff of the all-engrossing desire. 
I resolved to hasten to Madame Bertollon, thinking that she was 
perhaps tormenting herself with reproaches at the weakness she had 
shown, or that she also might be determined to leave me and Mon* 
peUier. I intended to detain her to reason away her fears, and to 
endeavour to persuade her of the lawfiilness of our love. 

I started up and ran to the door. A voice within me again cried, 
^' You are going to sin then? — ^to lose the long guarded feeling of 
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innocence?' I hesitated, and stepped back, saying to myself, '' Be 
pure as God and continue so. One day more ana this storm will 
pass over, and then you are safe." 

This holy feeling exalted me; the words, "Be pure as Grod," 
sounded above the tumult of my agitated feelings, and deterred me, 
for the time at least, from hastening to Madame BertoUon. But the 
struggle remained imdecided ; my yearnings became more impetuous, 
and I scorned my own virtuous mtentions. 

At this moment the door of my room opened, and M. Bertollon 
entered. 

" How are you, dear Colas," he askedf "are you unwell?" At 
this question 1 first perceived that I had thrown myself on my bed, 
from which I jumped up, but had not the courage to take the hand 
which he extended to me. 

** But what is the matter with you, Colas?' he said again, " you 
look confused and pale." 

Before I could reply, the voice within me again called, " Disclose 
all to him, disclose all to her husband, and a barrier will be raised 
between you and his wife; you will remain pure, you will not be 
the seducer of a woman, nor the traitor and deceiver of your noble 
benefactor and friend." 

" BertoUon," said I, hastily, fearing that I might not finish my 
confession; " I am unhappy, because I love your wife." I had 
scarcely uttered the last syllable when remorse seized me; but it was 
too late, it was done, the husband knew all, and I was now for once 
right. In the wild tumult of the senses, when powerful passion 
struggles with the sense of duty, it is only a sudden and de- 
cided act which we perceive to be a remedy, that can save us. We 
must as it were forcibly drive the reluctant body^ to accomplish it, 
until we can no more return. I felt like one who is tossed about by 
the waves of the ocean, and who, when on the point of drowning, 
indistinctly perceives before his giddy eye the branches on the shore, 
and hears a voice within him sajring, " Seize them." 

BertoUon changed colour and said, '* What did you say. Colas?" 

" I must go, 1 must flee MontpeUier, you and your wife, for I 
love her," replied I. 

" I think you are a fool," said he, smiling, and he regained his 
usual colour. 

" No, BertoUon, I am in earnest; I must not remain here. Your 
wife is a virtuous woman I and I fear my intercoiu^se with her wiU 
prove her ruin and my own. It is yet time. You are my fnend, 
ray benefactor, I wiU not deceive you. Take this bitter confession 
as a proof of my love for you. I am too weak to be always master 
of myself, and your wife is too lovely for me to remain indifferent 
near her." 

" A saint like you, Colas," said BertoUon, laughing loud, " who 
with pious devotion confesses the secrets of his heart to the husband 
himself, wiU not be dangerous to any husband. Compose yourself; 
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you will remain with us. What folly to make so much ado about 
a pasdon? I trust you, and have snspidon neither of you nor of my 
wife; let that suffice. If you love each other, what can I do against 

irour hearts? K I interpose the world between you, would you 
ove each other less for that? Will your removal remove also your 
heart? Love each other; I know you both think too nobly to 
forget yourselves." 

He said all this so ingenuously and cheerfully, and with a tone of 
such unsuspecting con^ence, that I pressed him with emotion to my 
heart. His noble-mindedness renewed my virtuous resolutions; I 
was ashamed of my baseness and even of the fiict that it had coat 
me so hard a struggle. 

** No ! dear Bertollon," said I- " I should indeed be a wretch if 
I could betray your confidence and requite your friendship so dis- 
gracefully. You have brought me back to a sense of my tetter self; 
I will remain here, and the recollection of your trust in me will 
preserve me against any dishonourable intention. I will remain 
and prove that I am worthy of you, by breaking off all intercourse 
with your wife. I will never see her alone; I will ^" 

** Why tell me all this?' interrupted Bertollon. " It is enough 
that I trust vou. Do you imagine that I have not long observed 
that my wire loves you, that her love is characterised by her violent, 
impetuous temper, and that her passion is the more powerful the 
more she conc^ls it? Impress her with your noble prmciples, and 
cure her if you wish ; but be cautious. I know her; Tier love might 
soon change into terrible hatred, and then woe be to you." 

" What! Do you expect, Bertollon, that I shall cure her of a 
disease by which 1 am myself overwhelmed? And what are you 
talking of the violence of her temper? Of this I have never dis- 
covered even the slightest symptom." 

" Friend Colas, you do not know the sex. In order to please 
you, she will not show herself in her true colours; and should she 
once forget herself, love will make you blind." 

Here the subject was dropped, and he engaged my attrition by 
another topic, as he would not suffer me to resume our former con- 
versation. The more I had cause to admire the extent of his canr 
fidence, the calmer I became, and the more I resolved to separate 
gradually from his wife. The following evening I saw her again : 
3ie was sitting alone in her apartment, her beautifiil head resting 
sadly on her arm. As soon as she perceived me she rose, her fi^ce 
expressing a pleasing confusion, and her eyes cast down. For some 
time we remain silent. 

At length I asked, trembling, ^* May I dare to appear before 
you? But I only come to atone for my transgression." 

To this she made no reply. 

" I have abused your confidence," I continued. " Esteem ought 
to be my only feelmg for the wife of my firiend. I have acted Ss- 
honourably." 



ALAMONTADE. 389 

" So have I," she added in a wliisper. 

" Alas ! madame, I feel I am too little master of myself ; — nay, who 
could be so in your presence? But, should it cost my life, I will not 
disturb your peace of mind. My resolution is imalterably taken. I 
have discovered my innermost heart to vour husband." 

" Discovered !" she exclaimed, terrined; '* and he—?' 

^' He at first changed colour." 

** He changed colour?" she faltered. 

'' But with confidence in you, madame, and with a confidence 
greater than my virtue, he wished to dissuade me &om my intention 
of leaving Montpellier." 

'' Was that your intention, Alamontade?' 

'^ It is still so. I love you, madame ; but you are BertoUon's wife, 
and I will not disturb the peace of a iamily to which I am indebted 
for a thousand benefits." 

" You are a noble man," said she, shedding tears. " You intend 
doing what I was resolved to do. My clothes are ready packed. 
I must and will not conceal from you, Alamontade, that 1 wish I 
had never known you. Our Mendship grew into love. I deceived 
myself in vain, and struggled too late against my violent feelings. 

She sobbed more violently, and exclaimed, ** Yes, it is better 
thus 1 We must part, but not for ever. No ! only until our hearts 



beat more calmly, until we can meet with cooler friendship." 

At these words I was deeply moved. 

'^ But, alas ! kind friend,' she continued, still sobbing, and 
throwing herself on my bosom, ^' I shall not long survive this se- 
paration. 

While her heart beat against mine, and our passion was rekin- 
dled, and our sense of duty was struggling for victoiy, the hours fled 
quickly. We vowed eternal, pure, sacred love, and yet swore to 
extinguish it in our hearts. We resolved to separate, to see each 
other seldom, and then only with calmness, and in the presence of 
witnesses, and sealed the indissoluble alliance of our souls with rap- 
turous kisses. 

What a wretched creature is man ! He is ever weakest when he 
thinks himself strongest. He who flees temptation is the hero; he 
who wantonly runs into it to attain the crewn of virtue has lost it 
before he begins the combat. 

When we parted, we agreed that I should not go &rther than a 
league from Montpellier. I was to Uve at the chateau near Cas- 
telnau, and only to come to town on an occasional visit. Without 
delay I executed my design, departing without venturing to take 
leave of Madame Bertollon ; and, however much M. Bertollon was 
against it, he was, nevertheless, obliged at last to consent. 

I soon recovered from my delusion in the tranquillity of rural 
nature. I felt that I had never loved Madame Bertollon, and I 
despised myself for endeavouring to make her believe that I enter- 
tained a sentiment for her which I did not feel. All with me had 



390 ALAMONTADE. 

been nothing but an intoxicating delusion, whidii was first produced 
by the unhappy passion that this lovely creature could no long^ 
conceal &om me. She alone was to be pitied, and it was my duty 
to restore to her the peace she had lost 

My mind now gradually resuming its wonted serenity and cheer- 
fulness, rose above the clouds that had darkened it, and Clementine's 
image stood before me more resplendent and charming than ever. 
At my departure from Montpelher, I had left the wreath and haip 
behind, not because I had then quite forgotten Clementine, but be* 
cause shame and a sacred awe cux>ve me back when I was on the 
point of touching the adored relics. I no longer thought myself 
worthy of her, and considered the torments of my longing, and of 
the separation from her, a mild penance for my crime. 

Several weeks passed, during which Bertollon only called on 
me, telling me often that he could not live without me, and yet that 
he was fettered by his affairs to the unlucky tovm. 

He made several attempts to induce me to return to Montpellier; 
but in vain. I continued in my salutary retreat, and felt myself 
happier. 

One morning early, I was awakened by my servant, who told me 
that M. Larette, a fnend of BertoUon's, had called, and desired to 
speak to me immediately. At the same moment, Larette hirnffelf 
entered, pale and confused. 

" Get up," he cried, " and come directly to Montpellier." 

** What is the matter?" I asked, terrified. 

'^ Get up and dress yourself; you must not lose a moment ; Ber- 
tollon is poisoned, and is on the point of death." 

^' Poisoned?" I faltered, and sank back senseless on my bed. 

^^ Only be quick, he wishes to see you once more; I hastened 
here by his order." 

Trembling, I flung on my clothes, and followed him mechanicaUy 
to the door, where a carnage awaited us. We stepped in, ancU 
with the utmost speed, went to Montpellier. 

" Poisoned?" I asked again on the way. 

** Certainly," replied M. Larette, " but there is an inconceivable 
mystery about the affair. A fellow who bought the poison at the 
chembt*s has been imprisoned; Madame BertoOon is also a prisoner 
in her apartment." 

'* Madame Bertollon a prisoner !— For what reason ? And who 
has put her under arrest?" 

" The magistrate." 

^' The magistrate ! Is the police mad enough to fancy Madame 
Bertollon capable of poisoning her husband?" 

" He believes it, and every body " 

** Sir, you are shrugging your shoulders; * And every body ? — • 
Well, continue: what were you going to say." 

" That every body beUeves it The fellow, Valentine I think is 
his name— '^ 
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" What Valentine ? Sure the old feithful servant, the most ho- 
nest fellow under the sun " 

" Well, he has deposed, that about a week ago, he fetched the 
poison by order of Madame Bertollon." 

" The infernal liar; the " 

^' And Madame BertoUon, when interrogated about the servant's 
deposition, has confessed it imconditionaUy. Hiere, that is the 
whole affiur/' 

'* Confessed ? I am bewildered ; for I do not imderstand you. 
What has she confessed?" 

** That she sent Valentine for the poison." 

^' Horrible I and also that it was she that murdered, poisoned, her 
own husband?" 

^< Who would like to confess such things? but such unfortunately 
is the case. BertoUon felt yesterday morning his usual indispo- 
sition; you know he is sometmies subject to giddiness. He then 
requested his wife, who keeps a medidne-chest, to give him the 
usual cordial, a very expensive essence which she keeps in a gilt 
blue phiaL" 

*^ I know it well and also the essence." 

^* She herself poured it into a spoon, added some sugar and admi- 
nistered it to her husband. In a short time he felt the most violent 
spasms in his bowels. The physician was sent for and recognised 
tne symptoms as the effect of poison; of which they found remains 
in the spoon. The physician did his utmost to save him. He asked 
for the essence to analyze it. At this Madame BertoUon was of- 
fended, and asked whether they thought she was a poisoner; but at 
length being no longer able to refuse the phial without causing sus- 
picion, she gave it up. In the meanwhile several physicians had 
been caUed, as weU as an officer of the poUce. The a£^ becoming 
known, the druggist, who recoUected that the poison had been 
lought by Valentine, had informed the poUce of the circumstance. 
Valentine was immediately arrested, but referred to his mistress and 
her orders. Madame BertoUon being interrogated by the police, 
fainted; aU her keys were taken from her, the medicme-chest was 
examined, and the poison, which was recognised by the above-men- 
tioned druggist, was found. It was, however, dendent in weight, 
and the essence in the blue phial bein^ likewise examined, the 
poison was discovered in that. Thus, sir, do matters stand, and 
you may think of it as you please." 

I shuddered but did not say a word, seeing in the whole a hor- 
rible connexion which neither Larette nor any one but myself could 
perceive. Madame BertoUon loved me with frightful intensity, and 
our separation had increased her passion instead of checking it; thus 
she conceived this atrocious plan of freeing herself from her hus- 
band. I caUed to mind the consuming toe in her character, of 
which BertoUon had told me. I also remembered my last interview 
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witk lier, dining wliic^ I had inoonsideniely tx)ld her diat I Imd 
candidly confessed our attachment to her kuaband, and liow die 
tiien was ataitled, and Kow the Iiad inqidfled aoizioualy oonoeimng 
BertoUon's deportment. 

My conjecture was changed into a fiigfatftd eertnatj. I could 
imagiae how t)ie black thoi^ght was voMtasnd, in her, I sm^ her mix- 
ifltg the aocuiBBd draudiiy iobSl, infiUnated bjr lier pasakm, p reoM l iag 
it to her unhappy husband. 

We amved m Monlpdlier. I haatened to the toohl of injl)e- 
loved benefitctor, exclamiing at the foot of die staizB: ^ is he sdl 
Uving?' 

They told me in wlospen to be calm, and picv^ ented aae fiom en- 
tering his apartment. He had simk into a gentle dnnber, trm 
iMtA, he was expected to derive benefit, end eiFen to reoofirer du^ 
iBgiteinflueace. 

*' And where is Madame BertoOon?' lasloed. 

In answer to thia I waa toid that abe had ieft the hoaK ed} 
that nuHning^ and had gone to lier rehlioaa, where she was uadff 
arrest upon the security of her &mily; that her nearest relationi,^ 
their innuence and with maoh cbi££culty, had eaooeoded in aTing 
her from the disraoe of impriaoauneot. I waa further told in coo- 
£denoe dmt ML Bertoilan had advised her, dinoa^ a fiiaid, toflf 
to Italy be£:nre it waa too kte. Aa she hesitated, her hrothen «lv 
had endewvoured to persuade her to avail herself cf her sks^ 
period of liberty. Her pride, however, triumphed, and her lep^ 
was: ^ I shall not fly, &>r by doing so I idiocud own a enne d 
which I am not yet, and cannot he, eoavxted." 

Beauty of fcrm eserts its anagie only eo &r aa we conoeive si ^ 
he the aign of a ooble eoiQ, bat iosea all its p9wer, my, iaspiics v 
with hociw, when it is the cloak of crime. Let the ardat pnat Sio 
beautiful on the threshold of hdl, and it will be a ihonnd tiaff 
BDove terrible when that which is dearest to man ia bmt the loolof 
his wicbsdneaa. 

I coold no ksBger think of Madame BertoQon withcart dettf- 
tation. Shewa8a]X)isoBer,«adafllhat Lorettehadhastifytoldi* 
was oonfinDod in MompeUier; while a nmafcer of vanoiis <itfce>- 
jtanoes threw still greater hgfat on her mnrderoas deed. 

AH MoatpelUer waa in agitation at this extcaordinary ooeafreaee' 
Bertolkn^ gradual lecovery, which waa aocooi^iirfied hylije^ 
of the physicians, caused the moat lively ^oy in every house. I ^ 
aaore ld& the bed of my bdorv^ friend, whom I hcafeoeei ts ^ 
£atber and a brother. 

;'Oh,BeitaU£mriezckii»edcneday, ^'Tcaanaaved. Hot 
imsend)le {should have heea had you <hied! My ^nef wodd a^ 
long have allowed me to earvrve yoar death. You are my oalf 
£l<md, Ihe <iidy one in (he wodd; you are my beaeGastor, my g^ 
dsan aageL I am always leady to die for yoa. And ia it yiSM 
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that a woman, sadi a teader tiinid creature, a woman endowed 
with eudi l^eavenlj ehsuififfl, a woman wiioee eyes and mau& 
]sieaclied yictoe so sweetlj, could be ao ainxsioTiB?* 

^' Do yon atiU love iter, Alamontade," add BerUdlon, pressing 
my hand. 

" Lav© her? TSie verjthougiit is levoiting to mte. I never lored 
her; it was only trifling vanitr and a delusion of tlie sensee that 
I oBoe in my iixfiubuation called love. I hare never loved her. A 
secret power alvnys drove my heart from her. How dioold I love 
one vmo intended to aiuider you? I cause every kovr I spent im 
lier society; aad repent the attentbcciB I lavished on her. Ah ! I 
Jmew he^ not." 

By this time the trial had oommenoed. The most oelebrated 
eocuMBel in Montpettier, M. Mensid, came forward of his own 
accord to the family of the aocnaed, and ofifered to be hex defi^ider. 
Menard had iKfjf^tK ket a sait. The ohaam of his eloquenee con- 
quered all; where he could not convince reason he knew ]k>w to 
«ntangle it ineKtrioaUy bydoubts, and to excite i^ainst it all IJie 
&elix^ of tiie heart Whenever he spolce in the court it was 
crowded with spectators, wko often came from distant parts to hear 
him. He undertook with suooess er^n the worst cause, if he could 
•expeet from it a lichieward. 

'^ I deoie Botfaii^," said BertoUon, '^ but an eternal separation 
from the poisoner, uod I require aao other punishment for her than 
the &ikire of her altempt. Her own oooiscience and public con- 
tempt are a sufficient sting to her. I know Menaid is my personal 
«Baemy. He was onoe my rival, and I foresee iSaat by his artifices 
1^ will so eonfound and dazzlethe judges and people, that my in- 
funotts wile will extricate hersdf tdumpiantly .*' 

*' TloisA he didil not do !" I exclaimed with vehemence. ^ Fray 
BertioUoa entrust me wzdi your case, iiiough I am but a beginner, 
askd have nevt^ spoken in a court of law. Confide in me and the 
justness of your cause. Indeed, it does not grieve me to appear 
oefore the trihimal against a lady whom I once called my mend, 
and who loaded me wilii treacherous &voura. Yon are my brother 
and benefactor, your cause is sacred." 

Bertcdlonsnubd, expressing at the same time his doubts as to my 
being a match for my adveanary's tact At length, however, lie 
Agreed to my w^ of making his suit the first tnal of my ability, 
but w^ apparently apprehensive. 

'^ Be easy, dear Be^Hon^" said Z, ^^ friendship will inipiie and 
<exalt me if 1 should^eeaaa to smk under Memwd's supedor powers, and 
notwithstanding all his subtlety he will not be able to get over the 
&cts which his cHenct teo hastily ocmfessed." 

From time immpwwml mx> irial had exdted gseater interest tii&n 
iihis, whidhi was vendened so oanspieoona, both by the atrocitj of its 
cMUiise, and the respectebiUty of the parties ooncemed. And what a 
part I imdertook ! No onekaew l£e xelatian in wiuchi I had stood 
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to Madame BertoUon. No one imaged that I had once claq>ed 
the accused to my heart in a moment of extatic rapture; no one 
knew that her illicit affection for me had perhaps given her hand 
the first direction towards mixing the poisonous draught. 

All this was still a secret, and was to remain so imtU Menard's art 
should threaten victory over me. Then only this last mine was to 
explode against him. 

\Vhen it was reported in Montpellier that I was BertoUon's ad- 
vocate, success was given to my opponent beforehand. After suffi- 
cient investigation, and the examination of witnesses, Menard and I 
were called to the bar. This powerful speaker seemed only to mock 
me. He almost evinced contempt at appearing against a youn^ man, 
who had recently been his pupil, and was now going to make his 
debut He spoke with such power that he affected me most deeply, 
and almost inspired me for the cause of the accused. 

The trial had been prolonged by Menard's manoeuvres for six 
months, when I had hoped to conquer in a few weeks. Me- 
nard was always followed by the applause of the people on leav- 
ing the court; and it appeared that I wasted my enermes in 
rendering his victory more difficult, only to increase his laurels. 

The beauty of the accused had gained for her party all the young 
men of the town, and her former beneficence engaged for her tli 
poorer class of the people. I had to contend against Menard, against 
the secret predilection of innumerable hearts prejudiced in her 
favour, and the remembrance of the virtues which Madame BertoUoa 
had once displayed. 

The more, however, my cause seemed hopeless, the more mj 
courage rose. An unusual energy animated me, and Menard him- 
self began to respect or fear me the more I drove him back firom his 
first conquests. His party diminished in proportion, as he was forced 
to acknowledge the truth of facts which he had before rendered doubt- 
ful and uncertain. Soon I heard my praise in public; soon a small 
number of partisans surrounded me : soon the applause of the people 
was increased, the more Madame BertoUon appeared guilty, and her 
beauty and virtues were eclipsed and darkened by the remembrance 
of so black a deed. 

Pleasing as this incense was to me, it delighted me less that 
Clementine's quiet approval. Madame BertoUon was related to the 
family De Sonnes. When it was known that I undertook BertoUon's 
cause, Clementine often appeared at the window shaking her head 
sadly, and making menacing signs. I thought I understood her. 
and shrugged my shoulders, but was not deterred from performing 
a duty so sacred. 

As my name became more known and lauded in Montpellier, she 
became more friendly. She appeared to forget her relation^p % 
Madame BertoUon in my success. Yes ! I saw myself loved by the 
angel I adored. No mortal could be happier than I. Our duml} 
correspondence had now lasted for years. 
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But I turn to that fatal trial which now took the most serious turn 
for the accused. Madame Bertollon seeing every fact and witness in 
league against her, could do nothing but strongly deny her intention 
of poisoning her husband, though appearances rendered her guilty. 
I now insisted on interrogating her more closely respecting her object 
in buying the poison a week previous to the deed. To this she gave 
evasive answers, and entangled herself in contradictions. It was 
evident that she feared discovering the reason. All the entreaties of 
her relations, and the menaces of her advocate, were of no avail. This 
increased the suspicion ; Menard gave up his case as lost, though 
still protesting her innocence. The tribunal ordered closer confine- 
ment, and threatened the first examination by the rack to force con- 
fession. 

Now Madame Bertollon undertook to plead her own cause before 
the tribunal in which Menard had been so unsuccessful. In this I 
saw nothing but an artifice of Menard himself, who wished to call 
the power of female beauty to his aid to support his eloquence. 

As she entered the hall a deathlike silence prevailed. She never 
was so charming as at this moment; her simple attire, and the pale- 
ness of deep gnef, summoned compassion into each heart, and tears 
into every eye. 

All was silent, and all eyes were turned from her upon me. I was 
to speak, but could not, such was my inexpressible confusion. She 
was the picture of suffering innocence. AU the delightful hours I 
had spent with her were recalled to my memory on seeing her, and 
surrounded my soul like weeping angels pleading for her and whis- 
pering that she was certainly guiltless. 

At length I recovered. I declared that no one would be more 
deUffhted by a proof of the innocence of the accused than her hus- 
band, and myself, his advocate. But for this proof it was necessary 
that she should remove suspicion and confess her intention in pur- 
chasing the poison. 

Madame Bertollon appeared very weak, leaning on the arm of 
her advocate. She looked at me with a painful glance, expressive 
of love and sorrow, 

" Oh ! Alamontade," she said, in a faint voice, '* and must it be 
you to urge the discovery of my object in purchasing the poison? 
You — and in this place?" 

After a few moments' silence she suddenly rose, turned her pale 
countenance towards the judges, and said, in a bitter tone, expressive 
of mental despair, 

" My lords, you have threatened me with the rack to force my 
confession; that is sufficient, and I will put an end to the proceed- 
ings — I am guilty, I intended a murder with this poison. More you 
will not learn from me ; pronounce your verdict.* 

She turned and left the court — perfect silence and utter amaze- 
ment prevailed. Two days afterwards the tribunal pronounced the 
verdict of ** guilty" against the wretched woman. 
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" An j to jonTs, Colaa ! You have aGqmttedyouiselfwdl. You 
aze a captai tUlcrw. I lay ytiu would not Itave made an. aAdiem haU 
BO eood bd<»e tbe court Kanutmjiriie, had ttki known that I mj- 
seir mixed the pcdeoa irim the tasence, thoagk it ma ool^ a aatail 
qtumtity." 

" No! certainly not, dear Bertollon." 

" TbcretoTB ii was wise on mj part not bo t^ you Iw&ie; now 
it can do no kacm.^ 

" Why yoQ wue n«t fiwl eaough to viak to poiaon yoursrif ?" 

" As to that I knew Teiy veil toat I wbb in no great danger. I 
was only sstaraiahed to Gad poiacn in my wife's poesesaion. ^e had 
laheUed it. But what do yon think ibe inteided to do with it?" 

" Wh^, that ia an enigma." 

" ButitWMadeqitrLck, Colas, wiaitnot? The following mean- 
ing I pretended giddiness, sent for my wiie, who bionght me ths 
eeaenoe henetf as iDOaL The ph^scaan wm also sent tor, and an 
antidote was apfitied, but Z had only mized in a amalt quantity oC 
tbepaisaD." 

" Bat BeitoffiMi, what are yoa taUing about? Tour wife after 
all Haesi is quite innocent?' 

" That is the joke in the a&ix. And you hare pleaded your 
throat sore for nothing. Butdnnk; ibis will cereit. ConleaBiKnr» 
was it not a bold stroke <^ nune? My wife must think Ai£ is quita 
bewitched, &r the does not know that I have the best of picklodn 
in the world for all her diawei&'* 

" But — " said I, bectMning sD^enly sober with hoiTGr. 

" Let no one hear any thing of thia; you, Cola^ are nr^ only eon- 
fidanl You most know tmit the a£nir might have tenunated 
badly tStes all, as in my haste J npeet a phial containing a red hquid 
in tlKnedicine-cheal, and fingot to replace it. But, to cut the matter 
ditstjColasT I amluq^y. Xoa. dudl be so too. I swear to you that 
the day on whidi I mazry Julia, yoa dtall celebrate yonr nupttala 
with Cloneitine. Bnt what is die mattK with you? Actually 
yion are iaintiBg. There — ddnk some water. The diampagne doa 
not agree with you." 

He snjqxictEd me with one um, while o&onff me the gbas with 
the other, which I poshed back ahuddezing. I waa stunned by 
what I bad beard. 

" Go to bed," he said. 

I left him, while he ataggoed atler me, lai^hing loudfy. 

Midnight had long pa^ed, sleep bad not TJsited me, and when 
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I felt some relief, however, in the hope that BertoUon only wished 
to test my friendship. For, if he really had acted so atrocioi^, 
how could he venture to let another glass of wine pass his lips, anoe 
every drop threatened to disclose his secret; how could he so shame- 
lessly reveal himself in all his atrocity, either to a villain or to an ho- 
nourable man? 

But I hoped in vain to deceive myself ; his expressions req)ectmg 
me and his unfortunate wife, and ms former willingness to resign 
her to me, made all but too true. His early plans were now be- 
coming clearly developed in the misty distance. I recollected 
many expressions which he had used, and that he himself favoured 
my mtercourse with Madame BertoUon, and refused to become sos- 
picious of our intimacy. And when he spoke of the vehemence 
and reserve of her disposition, he probably then conceived deogns 
of charging her with this crime. 

The morning had dawned, and I was still undecided as to what I 
should do. Innocence must be saved, but her safety must be the 
ruin of my benefactor, my first and only friend; only an excess of 
love for me had elicited the horrible secret. Should I ffo and be- 
tray him? He was the author of my happiness; should the hand 
which had received innumerable benefits from him, plunge him 
imgratefully into an unfathomable abyss? Should I lose him whom 
I still loved, the only one who loved me? " Unhappy series rf 
events," I sighed, " must I become the instrument of fettering in- 
nocence, or of sacrificing the life of my benefiau^tor?" 

But my conscience cned, ** Be just before you wish to be hind! 
Whatever consequences may attend the actions which we perform 
from duty, — nay, even did tney involve the destruction of oursdves 
— nothing should hinder us when virtue is at stake. Return to your 
poverty, go solitary and cheerfully through life, only save your 
peace of mind and carry with you a quiet conscience. You did 
what justice required. There is a God, be pure as he is." 

I wrote to the police inspector of the district to come inunediatdy 
to me on most urgent business. On his arrival I repaired to Ber- 
tollon*s room, while the officer remained without. 

BertoUon was still asleep; I trembled, love and compassion over- 
came me, I exclaimed, " BertoUon," and kissed him. 

He awoke, and I suffered him to wake completely during some 
indifferent conversation. 

*' TeU me," I said, at length, *' is your wife reaUy innocent? Hai 
you poisoned the essence yourself ?" 

He looked at me with a penetrating glance, saying, ** Be silent" 

** But, BertoUon, this answer is but a confirmation of last nights 
statement. I conjure you, my friend, remove my doubts. Ha^^ 
you done aU you said, or did you only wish to " 

BertoUon rose, and said, *' Colas ! 1 trust you are discreet" 

" But speak, BertoUon, pray speak ! the court wiU pass sentence 
on your wife to-day, let not innocence perish !" 
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** Are you mad, Colas? Would you become the betrayer of 
your friend ?" 

While stammering this he appeared in violent emotion. He 
turned pale, and his lips became livid; his eyes stared vacantly. 
All proved too certainly that he had confessed the previous night, 
in the excitement of wme, circumstances at which he was now terri- 
fied, seeing they were no longer safe in mj keeping. 

I put my hand on his shoulder, and whispered in his ear, ** Ber- 
tollon ! dr^, take money enough with you, and flee. I will manage 
the rest."*' 

With a look threatening death, he asked, " Why?' 
Fly, I say, while there is time." 

Wny ?" he replied, " Do you intend or have you, perhaps, 

already " 

*' By all that is dear and sacred to you, fly !" 

Wmle I whispered these last words to him, he suddenly jumped 
up, looked about the room as if searching for something, wmch 
made me think he had forgotton in his consternation that his clothes 
lay near the bed. While 1 stooped to give them to him he fired a 
pistol at me, and the blood gushed down over my chest. 

The door was burst open, and the inspector of police entered in ter- 
ror. Bertollon still holding in one hand the pistol he had fired, and a 
second in the other, looked aghast at the imexpected appearance. 

" Accursed dog!" he cried to me, with gestures of despair, and 
flung the discharged pistol furiously at my head. Anotner shot 
followed — Bertollon had shot himself. He reeled against me — I 
caught him in my arms — liis head was shattered." 

I became senseless, sank on the floor, and when I first recovered 
consciousness, I found myself in my own room, with physicians and 
servants busy about me. My wound, which was under the left 
shoulder, was probed and dressed, but was not dangerous. 

All around me were in great consternation. Several of Bertol- 
lon's friends were near me, assailing me with questions. 

I dismissed them, and, when recovered, dressed myself and 
ordered a sedan-chair to carry me to the assembled court. 

In the meanwhile Bertollon's suicide had become known in the 
town. An enormous concourse of people thronged his house, but 
when they learned that I intended going to the court the curious 
crowd followed me. 

Sentence had already been passed on Madame Bertollon at a pri- 
vate sitting of the court. The moment she was led into the haU to 
hear it before the assembled multitude, I arrived. 

I begged a hearing as I had to make important disclosures. Per- 
mission to speak was granted me. Amidst a silence as if death 
reigned, I said to the judges: "My lords, once I stood here the 
accuser of innocence, I now'come to save her, and to prepare her for 
a well-deserved triumph. I was deceived by the appearance of cir- 
eumstances, deceived and abused by my friend, and an accomplice 
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ia ftn ftct oC crudlj without knowing it. The xutfortimaile lady 
upon whom you are about to pronounce sentence is nai gmibj of 
any crime." 

I BOW fKfltiiiP.t]j stated the histoij of the pievioai ]i%ht, Ber- 
tdlon's suicide, ara his attempt em my life. Beside xoe afcood die 
pdice-irnqpector as a witMss, am kune Jaajveii who-icccdlected tkat 
he had seen M. BertoUon th& eveame fgevMrna to the poiasii bebg 
taken, comisg^ firom the apwrtment of Ins wife widi a HghL 

Sui^ a termination to uie trial in lAoA. I had ad mat acUeici 
such a splendid victory over my opponent Menard, and whiA las 
to found my i^[Hitation in thai countryy bo erne had esmdei 
During my speech astonishment and hcneror were depicted on a 
thousand Mcea. B«t when I stopped, a muzmunD^ arose whick 
swelled to loud exidtation. My name was shout^ with taliat- 
siastic joy, and the eyes of all were filled widi tesra 

All ordbt was at an end: Madame BeztoUoK had sonk fiuntng 
amidst the coBgiatulatioBe of those aioundu Thevioe-gairexnocof tfe 
piorriBce, a i^tioifc of the Mazcsdiale Montreipal, whom chance or 
cunosity brought to the co«rt^ dnoended fiom his aeat and en- 
braced me. M. Menard fbUowed Hb examine, amidst the shoutK^ 
the enthufiiartio muhxtude. 

I was led to MadauBe Bertdloiif my Icaees fioled me, I ssik 
down and pressed her hand, which I bedewed with teazB. 

<« Can you ferghie aae?' I fallcared. 

With a look loll of exeessife love aoid a hearvenlv smile, A^ 
looked down on me. *^ AUntna^^ii;^ l** ^ sighed soluy, but ieis 
checked her words. 

The couit 1»:oke up and the juc^es embntced me. In vam I en- 
deavoured to find Madame Bertolfen; the crowd waa too giett I 
was led down the step of the oourt-house, tharongk the deoae vaoB 
which headed mey with maiks of howmc. 

In the act of gettii^ into my sedan, I was stcnped by a wdl- 
dressed youn^ mansayisg, *' Sib, you cannot poesibty lekmn vi& 
pleasant fedmgs to a house which atill containa the oovpse of & 
suicide, and which must lemind yon of the moat hocziUe cueom- 
stancea. Do me the honour of aUowiasg me to eirtrrtainyoeintbe 
meanwhile in my own house." 

This invitatioii, urged irith cordiality, waa qule uneaBpeetBO. 
Tears still sparkled in the young man's eyes, and he eatrcated ■* 
so eam^y that I could not lefuse^ Ba pissed my hand wi& j^r 
fid gratitude^ gave oidera to the bearers and disappeared 

followed by the aedamatioBS of the nralbtude dooi^h ^ 
stieets, I mrooeeded but skmly, but at kn^ arrbed at ^^?^ 
c^ my unknown fiiend. I only noticed wX it waa in the vb^ 
boorbood of BertoUcMi's hofue and in the stre^ where deme^ 
lived, which could not be an ui^easant dBCOvezy to me, dio«gAl 
waa still coniused and overcoBie^ 

At the foot of the steps in the innec court, the aedan-chair ^ 
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c^pened. The friendly sinuigei &w»ited me; I Bsew myself in a hage 
flfdendid building, aiid mus aaaitked up tbe marUe stsars bj two 



AU that is terrible and pkanng in human life waa compressed 
fcr me into the Banw spMse of thS «ne day. 

The Ibldkig-dooxs wese opened, and some ladies adYtmced to 
xeceiye me. The didest uocmg th<ma addressed me, saying, ^^ I am 
much indebted to my nephew lor procurii^ me the honom* of 
se^^ the noUe-minaed deliverer of mnocence in my dwellixig." 

Who can deseiibe my asiimishmeDt when I diseoYered this kdj 
to be Madame de Scones^ and that ClementiDe was following hec 
I was about to stammer somethi^ in reply to* her kind reception, 
b«t waa too mneh exhausted. The loss of blood in the morning, 
aft» a night qpent in wakeful meknefaoly, saad the Tarious and 
extraardinaiy sensaticms to which I had heen exposed, had quite ex- 
hausted me. Clementine's appearance made me lose i^ht of all 
around me. I only saw her, only ^ke to her, until fcurms and 
colours were blended before my &(fixi^ sight in a confused chaos. 

For scTcral weeks I kept my bed and room, a fever having been 
produced by the sujBTeringB from my wound. Yotmg M. de oonnea 
never left me; he had all my prcmerty removed from BertoUon'a 
house; including the harp, but n44 tne wreath. They did not know 
of what value itwa« to me. 

In the meanwhile Madame BertoUon had been acquitted; and 
M* de Sonnea told me that the £iir suffarer had immediately hti 
Montoellier, and had gone into a distant convent He likewise gave 
me a letter which had been sei^ for me, under cover, to Madame de 
Sonnes, saying, '* Madame BertoUon probaUy wished us to thank 
her ddiverer. 

I took it with a trembling hand; as soon as I was alone I perused 
it, and ever since it has accompanied me in weal and woe. Its con- 
tents are aa follows; — 

« Abbey St. G., at V , 

"Mot 11,1762. 

'^ FareweB, Alamontade, these lines, the first I ever wrote to a 
man, will be the last. I have lef); the stormy life of the great wodd ; 
thesolemn stillness of sacred walls encloses me; I have been able to 
disengage myself, without regret, from all that once was dear and 
indisnp^isable; I take nodui^ out of the world except the wounda 
whicn it inflicted. 

'^ Ah! that I could have kit these wounds, and the remembrance 
of the past behind me. They cHngto me to make my last friend. 
Death, the more desirable 

" In the bloom of life the black veil of widowhood encircles me; 
by it I show to men a mourning which I fed not, and conceal that 
which consumes me. 

** Yes, Akunontade, I do not blush even now, in this sacred qx)t, 
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to confess what I never wished to conceal from you, that I loved you. 
You knew it. Alas ! you still know it; and it was you who could 
point the dagger to a heart which beat for you alone in this world. 

" Oh ! Afimontade, you have deceived me. You never loved 
me. I was not grieved at my unfortimate husband accusing me of 
the blackest crime. No. But that you could believe me guilty, coidd 
become my accuser; you, for whom I would cheerfully have died, — 
that has withered the very root of my life. 

** But no; no reproaoies. Noble, and still beloved, you were 
blameless. Dazzled by appearances, you sacrificed feeling to firiend- 
ship and your sense of justice. You wished, at most, to be unhappy, 
not ungrateful. I feel it fully; the wife of another dared not love 

Jou; and I, in my sinful affection, was never worthy of your pure 
eart. I always felt this, and my weakness was always at war with 
my inclination. No being was more wretched than I ; and each look 
from you, each kiss perpetuated a flame which it ought to have ex- 
tin^ished. In a moment of despair I wished for a voluntary death 
'rather than the danger of losing my virtue. Then I procured the 
poison which I had destined for myself, because I loved you much 
too passionately. This is the secret which shame would have pre- 
vented me from confessing upon the rack. Alas ! You, the source of 
my misfortune— it was you that interrogated me before the judges. 

" You have never loved me, and my separation will never grieve 
you. I had deceived myself, and must suffer for the devotion of 
my imsuspecting heart. The world pities me, but its pity leaves me 
without consolation; and even your compassion, my friend, aggra- 
vates my pain instead of mitigating it. 

" Within these cloistered walls 1 see the end of my short pil- 
grimage; the lime-tree before the grated window of my cell throws 
Its shade upon the little spot that will become my tomb. This is my 
consolation. 

** Ah ! how melancholy to stand thus alone in the world ! and I 
am alone, for no one living loves me. My friends have forgotten me 
already in their joyous circles, and my tears do not disturb their 
merriment. I fade like the solitary flower of the mountain, im- 
known and unseen; it gives and receives no joy; its disappearance 
leaves no trace behind. 

*' And you, the only one I loved, receive these lines as a farewell. 
A breaking heart breathed these words; a djdng hand traced them. 
I do my last duty. Do not disturb my peace by answering this. I 
shall not receive any letter, and will never see you. I will pray to 
God for your happiness; and my last sigh shall be for you ; and, with 
the remembrance of you, death shall lead me to a better life. 

" Amelia Bektollon." 

I never saw the noble creature again. Perfectly virtuous, she 
sank. But I never forgot her, and often shed tears to her memory. 
Madame de Sonnes and Clementine frequently visited me during 
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my illness, and treated me not like a stranger, but like a brother, or 
near relative. 

Madame de Sonnes was a noble lady of lively temperament and 
superior education. She never seemea to Hve lor herself, but only 
for others; being constantly anxious to afford pleasure and render 
some service, she knew how to give to those, who were not above 
profiting by her benevolence, the appearance of bein^ her benefac- 
tors. Her kindness always wore the stamp of gratitude. 

Clementine, the pride of the family, was quite worthy of her 
mother. Perfect innocence and constant serenity formed her cha- 
racter, and no one could approach her without loving her. I had 
never seen, never fancied her so beautiful as now. Her smile was 
inspiring, her look penetrated to the soul, her deportment was the 
beau ideal of grace, and she was distinguished above her friends by 
80 much amiability that she alone was unusually admired. Yet she 
was the most unassuming of all; she knew nothing of all her ex- 
cellence, and was delignted when she discovered excellence in 
others. You could imagine that she had never seen her own image 
reflected. 

I had never touched my harp since I had been with them; she 
also was more reserved than when at a distance as formerly; she 
came less frequently than any one else, spoke less to me than to 
others, and yet was most solicitous about me, watching anxiously 
my minutest wish. Only her eyes expressed her friendly feeling to- 
wards me. 

While my love for her increased to an unconquerable passion, a 
thousand obstacles became more evident, which deprived me of all 
hope of ever being made happy by her hand. I was poor, as I pos- 
sessed nothing but a good reputation and the confidence of all honest 
people. But how little is that in the great world ! I had, indeed, 
gained such general reputation by Sertollon's lawsuit, that the 
number of my clients mcreased daily. Still how long had I to 
work before I could acquire a fortune sufficient even to approach 
Clementine. I saw the lovely creature every day, both at home and 
in the garden, sometimes alone and sometimes in company. Oh ! 
she might easily perceive how much I loved her, for my silence and 
my converse, my approach and departure, were so many betrayers 
01 my heart. 

I l)ecame daily more embarrassed and uneasy. Absence from her 
was the only remedy against inexpressible unnappiness. I came to 
the resolution of taking a house for myself, ana discovered my in- 
tention to M. de Sonnes. Both he and his aimt opposed me in vain; 
I remained immoveable to their wishes and entreaties. Clementine 
alone neither appeared nor entreated, but she became more serious, 
and, as I thought, more sad. 

*' You are very cruel," said Madame de Sonnes one day to me; 
" what have we done to offend you, that you wish to pimish us so 
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Beve!<dj? You will take with you ike peaoe of oar houie, until now 
so happy. We all love you, leave us not, I beseech you.** 

AU uie teaions thut I could etate to jvistify ibt 4epaituve were in- 
Buffictent to satusfy her. The mort important, indeed li»e only <»e, 
i couid not ««4 aad d« «w iitrtJring Imt ia»c«^^ 
IB my reniaaL 

«^ WeU diea,^ ehe s»d tt leDgti^ ''w« niiiBt,! sappoae, leagn 
ourselves to your wiU; we are more indififereot to :^ than I 
thought. Why is it not given to all to allow fiiendfdbip to stiike 
root m the heart just deep euough to foe jdudoed up witliout pam st 
any time? — Qementine will some day be unhappy for titk. I £sr 
die will be quite ill." 

m^ese words pained me. I turned pale aad trembled, Uiteriag, 
^' Clementine suffer ?" 

Without the least su^cicm of wiiat was passing in my mind, 
Madame de Sonnes said, *^ Come with me to my room." I fol- 
lowed ; and on <^pening the door, she sidd to her dau^ter: '* Be 
will not stay, you perhaps can pamiade hnn." Finding mjadf 
alone with her, I aporoached her. 

What a beautini picture of grief! It will never be e&ced 
£x>m my memory. Ihe teirois of endlesB misery which I lia^ 
mffered in foreign dimes have not be^i able to depive it of i<8 
diarm and life. Th^e she sat in her plain attire, charming ass 
•diild of Eden; a fading blossom <^ Hkc mmg from her head, peer- 
ing forth by her simple veil, as though it were a symbol of that 
whidi she most needed, repose. 

When I approadied her, she looked up, and her kindly besnmic 
-eyes, filled wilh tears, smiled upon me. I took her namd, and 
kxieeling befbie her, sighed, ^ Cftemeavtine !** 

She made no answer, nor did «he smUe. 

^' Do you also wi^ me to stay? Only command me and I will 
joyfully obey, even if I should oeoome more unhappy.** 

" More unhappy?" Ae replied, with an anxious look; ** Areyoo 
then unhappy with us !" 

^ Yoii ^ not know that ! You only widi to diffuse hap^n^ 
aixnmd you; but, C^mentine, you aoeutftomed me to a heaven too 
ttxm. IlsooiiiCT or laiter Idbouldfaave to loseidijto loseyoursockijr 

(and such a time might arrive, Clementine), how would it then be 
wkh me?" I asked^ wnile I pressed her hand againet my throblHXig 
heart 

«< If you never s^arate yoursdf &om us we shaH »ot lose yon, 
tibe lulled. 

^ Would to heKven I might not iea^ you bvrt in death,** l€X- 
daimed. 

She looked towards heaven, sighed, and leaning farwaid, « Vaa^ 
ingteariK)Uedomii]^hattd. 

*^ Do you doubt tne oonstency of my fiienddi^/' flhemd. 
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'' Have I a rigiit to your friffTntWiip, Clemeotbie, and tins noble 
lieart? Ake! viU it not aooie daj beat moro 'waiml j Ibraiiother? 
and then, Clementine, then " 

^Hisvetl AkmontMb," she «aid,iinng quiddy, aad turning away 
Jber faoe, vliieh was oifiksed wiAh a goiae giow. I rose with in- 
«£Gib]e laptme, dasped her in b^ ansa, her boscxn heaving with 
strong cmotiam, her cheeks glowing, and her looks expresnng the 
words which her Jipa fefived to utter. 

Our souls were united, and made the >ei(Keila6ting compact. A 
tmnUiag si^ was oar yow^ the worid naydshed like a diadow, and 
in a kiss we esdianged life lor life. 

Oh ! what bliss hais the hand of the Almighty infesed ev^a in the 
dnst, and Imw mnch has it swe^ened the lot of ihe spirit to be 

When ve swvJce fromonr pore x^ituse, and I cocdd liip Clemen- 
tine'« name, and she mine, all nature azoumd wae changed, and 
Twthing WBB left of the ibinier world. Every tfam^ &one more 
gloriously and beautifully; the dn]l «partBient seeembled a temple, 
and a sweet vpiiit i^ke firom every object — ^from the pictures and 
from the carpet. Even the whispering of the trees was significant, 
nnd in the waving shadows of the leaves theoe was a secret expres- 
mon df del^ht 

" I will remain," I exdabned. 

^ Aad ISm: ever," she added. 

A few houzB a&erwards, when I saw Madame de Sonnes, I felt a 
slight laaaidity ; bixt she came to me with a smile, and said, *' What 
«l«ng« haw yoa worker! « Clem«toie? SlteisbBp^ She 
^eaksin-veoKB. iShe steps as li^t as a feiry. Bat what do I «ee, 
Akmontade? Why do yon biuoi? I am indebted to jou. How 
diall I show my gratitnder' 

Saying this, she embraced me with great affection, adding, " Yon 
aie a ndafe jnan. I know wdl die dearest xeasons you had for 
karvingns." 

I was so confused that I could not reply. 

" fimgnlsr eaowh, that I, a£ter all, was AOt to gnen yonr secret. 
Yon iJways wisiked to be the wraer, and bo you are, Alamontade, but 
not this time ! Do you think that I did not penceive yonr love fcr 
OtementiDe? Why did you make a aeexet <n it to me, the mLOther 
jof yonr beloved?" 

^' Madme, " I fehereO, nove con£»d. 

'^ I tUdc y<in ipould, even 3MW, deny it ifjrom eoidd,** d^^ 
a pleasant tone. '' I stood near you both when in Ae jusicht of 
your hspftmemj yenndthersvwmenoaridke worUaround; and liien 
1 ii^ that iw» not at idli»qin9od to witness yo^ My 

dsffigtepT lineB for yon, mske ha iufpy^ «id &en I shall be ao 
toa" 

WhatkiMSnoBJ ImnBL at her feet, and kwedher inad without 
beingabla t» uttern woid. 
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*^ Not 80," slie said, ^' a son must not kneel before his mother.'* 

''Madame/' I^exclaimed^ ''you give more than the most dar* 
ing hopes could ^" 

" Not I," she replied, " it is you, dear friend, who bring peace to 
our house. I am indeed a mother, but I have no command over 
my daughter's heart. Clementine has known you Icmger than I. 
On your accoimt she has refused many offers; her hopes were 
centred in you. To complete her happiness is my duty. Now I 
know you, I bless Clementme's choice." 

"This is too great kindness," I said; "it was indeed my leeo- 
lution, some day, when my fortune should be adequate — ^but I am 
poor, Madame ^" 

" What has fortune to do with this affidr?' answered the noble 
lady, " you have a respectable competency, and Clementine, beside 
liaving property of her own, is my leiress. The cares of life am- 
not trouble you; and should you ever, by any misfortime, lose all^ 
you must retrench; you possess knowledge, activity, and hcmesty: 
with these you will always succeed." 

In vain I stated several obstacles; she was above oonddering 
them important. 

" No, sir," she said, " that you loved Clementine without regard 
to wealth I was well aware. And indeed the girl has sufficient 
worth of her own to be loved for herself only. Your delicacy, 
dear friend, is therefore not coijipromised; if you could aspire to 
her heart and conquer it, tnily you need not blush at her bringing 
you a rich dowry. The heart which you possess is worth, more 
than the paltry money to which you fear to aspire, as if it were too 
much. My (daughter cannot be happier, if she marries with a man 
she does not love, though he has a million. She will only be ren- 
dered happy by the mmd, nobleness, true love, and soHcitade of 
her belovea." 

"And—" said Clementine, bounding in with her charming sim- 
plicity, taking my hand, and looking afTectionately in the eyes of 
ner kind mother. 

" You have chosen well," said Madame de Sonnes, embracing us 
both; "you always are more solicitous for your mother's hap- 
piness than for your own." 

Clementine was now my betrothed; the whole fiimily treated me 
with the greatest affection; I was looked upon as the beloved son, 
and possessed the esteem of the whole town. I had attained my 
supreme object, and it would be wearisome to describe the variety 
of my enjoyments. 

Letters had arrived from London to the Mareschale de M on- 
treval, as governor of the province, for my late father, together 
with the deeds of a large inheritance left him by a brother who had 
died in the West Indies. I hastened for a few days to Nismes to 
the mareschale by his order. He only showed me the letter from 
the London banker and a copy of the will, without being able to 
give me any further particulars. 
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The property had been ahready remitted to the government of 
Languedoc by draughts on the bank in Paris. This made me the 
possessor of an annual income of 4000 livres. 

Although aware that one of my uncles, in his early days, had 
gone to America, from -whence no news had ever arrived, I could 
scarcely believe that he had saved so large a fortune. Moreover 
the obscurity which enveloped several points requisite to be 
known in the account from London, inspired me with some sus- 
picion as to this imexpected wealth, considered as an inheritance, 
though it appeared to me too lar^ for a present. I wrote both 
to the London banker and the magistrate oi the province in Ame- 
rica, where my imcle was reported to have died; but never dis- 
covered more than I knew already. Hence I could not help thinking 
that Madame Bertollon had more to do with the inheritance than my 
unde. 

The mareschale appeared almost angry at my scruples. ^* Enjoy 
your undisputed property and have a dozen masses for uncle," he 
said; ** and that you may not live altogether idle on your property, 
come to me and accept the first situation in my oi&ce. One con- 
dition, however, I must make, viz: that you live in my palace. I 
must see you daily, my a&irs are numerous, and your advice will be 
valuable to me." 

I thanked the mareschale for this honourable distinction, and onlv 
asked time for connderation before accepting a situation to whicn 
my attainments were not adec^uate. He overwhelmed me with 
civilities, and dismissed me with kindly menaces in case I did not 
soon resolve to comply with his wishes. 

M. Etienne, my good old unde, was elated with joy when he 
heard of the mareschale's offer to me. 

" When you. Colas, came to me as a boy, in your smock-frock and 
wooden shoes, and so stood before me in your poverty, I was then 
touched in my heart, and heard, as it were, the voice of the spirit 
within me, commanding me to adopt you, because you would one 
day be the guardian angel of the oppressed believers. Behold, Co- 
las, the Lord has done great thin^ for you; you now stand again 
on the same spot of the poor miller's house, and are a highly ho- 
noured, leamea, and rich man. Hesitate no longer to accept the 
ofia: of the mareschale. It is not his will, no, it is the will of God; 
it is not his calling, but it is the call of Heaven, which comes to you 
to afford comfort to the gospel Christians. 

My uncle and his amiable family (in whose circle one daughter 
was missing, having been married), as well as his friends, who were 
all secret Protestants, did not desist in their most urgent remon- 
strances with me to accept the situation. I was obliged partly to 
Promise that I would accept it; but it was stiU important to consult 
/lementine and her mother on the subject. 

I had no sooner made the mareschale's proposal known to them, 

2£ 



408 ALAM(»ITADB. 

than both were at once agreed tliat I mint not kt riq> an oppor- 
tunity which pcomised me a larger sphere of actiTity. 

*' We will both accompany you to l^amea^^ sdd Cl^nestinB; 
*< you will no doubt remember liie amj^dieaitre and the house of 
Albertas? — but to Uve with the maseacfaale— no, that will not do, 
you must refuse that politely." 

And 80 it happened; we went together to Niames, I entered oo 
my situation, «i»i I Tnu> pennitted to fiod n»»«tu>^ 
society. 

Wealth, authority, and influence over the affidrsof the proyinoe, 
prepared for me the happiest lot man could koagine. Friendah^ 
and love completed my felicity; but in the picture of mj hik, at 
that period, there was almost too muck light, too little shade, aadaU 
became a bright, rosy monotony. 

The death of Clementine's grandfather occasioned a family moment 
ing, and our imion was postponed, out of respect, for six Timt^^Jig, 
But this could not darken our happiness; we saw eadi other dai^ 
and notfiin^ in the world could separate us. 

During we first few months the Mareschale de MoEBtreral treated 
me with marked favour. Still I oould not prerail upon myaelf to 
approach him with confidence, or to retom hia kind aratimflBto 
with equal cordiality. His affable demeanour had somethiiig tBp> 
rible in it, and in his smile there was always snwiething threatening. 
He was a man of genius and judgment, but yet bectonded by pse- 

S' lices which were sacred to him, and which were probata owing to 
monkish education in his early life. EnemtedbyfonnerezDeaBeB^ 
he was sickly, fearful of death, tormented by dark imaginations and 
sn^cions. He never scrupled to commit the most arfattoucy acts, 
to be severe even to cruelty, and to sacrifice the wdfioe of many to 
his caprice; but at the same time he pofeased to be very leB^aoa, 
The monks wess his favourite associates, and ruled hmi wiihu B t 
his suspecting it. He nev^ nedected a maas, and passedfi^r a most 
devout man. He seldcun smiled,, was generally gmve and oold; and 
there was something commanding in his cahn demeanour. Tht 
more I knew him, the more I privately didiked lum. A man like 
BertoUon, without religion, without Giod, without etemilj, and 
without moral principles, who, acting only on the scmgestiona of 
prudence, could see with an egotist smile a whole despauonir wrorid 
rink for his gain, is not more atoxdous, not more dbng!^^ 
man of the world, filled with bigotry, like MontrevaL The atheist 
and bigot, who do not acknowfedffe moral principles and eteoial 
right, wei^h equalty in the scale of morals, and are equally poiaon* 
ous to society. Both without fiaeling fi>r the true di^ty of man, 
without regfffd for humanity, snin their subtle web between the ie> 
lations ofsociety, and rob and kul with honour. Neither fear God, ftr 
the one does not believe in him, the other tries to appttae Bis wnA 
with nrayers and masses, and in &e temple deanaea nsmdf erf* the 
rins wnich he has committed without. 
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Srea chiriog tiie fiist dajs of my naidesoe in Nismes, I -was siop- 
zcnmded by a holy txoop of monkBy who feared my inflnenee on 
tibe mfloreKhale ae l>emg hostile to their viewa. But thsy -peatctarei 
how Httle I cared fer Inis infiuenee , and gradually kfi; me to myKl£ 
They, however, continued very friendly, praised my character to the 
mareschale, and ended by e^qnrenmg iixesr pity I was a man without 
reii gi on, 

'file Protestants of Niames looked upon me as didr leader and 
protector. They showed me extravagant honours, which could not 
laiLto excite the su^ioioaiof the mar^chale, even if he had bean less 
suspicious than he was. They became bolder in their words and 
deeds. More than once I succeeded in obtaining his paonion for 
their inconsiderate acts; but instead of being warned by such oc- 
enrrenoesy their fimaticism, in fre^ent ooml^ with their persecu- 
tors, and a secret cao&ienoe in my proteetkm, only rose higher,, aitd 
it was in vain for me to lepreasBt to tiiem the dai^er which th^ 
wantonly prepared for ^emseLves* 

*'*' No r cried M. Etienne^ my unde; '* no, where €rod ia^ thcne is 
no danger. Oh ! Colas, be not afraid of me% for the Locd is with 
you. ' He who confissses me before men^ him will I also confess be- 
fore my Father^' says the Saviour of the world. In Fiance, the 
gospel grain of mustard-seed will roixng up, as on the mountains of 
Switzenand and in liie fi>resta of Germany; but we want men like 
Zuingfius, Calyin, and Luther, who do not tremble before the 
princes of this world. And you, Alamontade, be like them^ and Grod 
vdU be your strong fertress.'' 

Once, when I was again obliged to intercede ibr the Protestants, 
the mareschale asked me, with a penetrating glance, ^^ You are not 
a heretic, I hme?' He refisea my solicitations, and from, that 
time became more reserved towarda me. 

I perceived how little good I oonld do under efxisting circum- 
stances, but, cm the contrary, how mjuiions my preorace in ISismes, 
my office, and the &lse notioa of my influence must be to the fol- 
lowers of Calvin, lAo relied upon me with too mudi oonfidence. 
This brought me to the resolu&n of requesting nrir diachaige; but 
Madame oe Sosmea andCSementine pr e vent e d naem»n dcnng so by 
their entreaties until the winter had passed. The mareschale was in 
Mon^pellier, and Im absence mdered me happw, but the Protes- 
tants still more darinfl^ 

On the Pahn Sunny of the year 170(^ the mareachale, who had 
recently returned from MontpeUier, invited me to a banquet in his 
castle, and though not fi^elin^ quite well I detennined on goinff. 

In the mormnglaaid snihng ta Clementine, ^ To-moirow 1 thidl 
ask £Dr my disduoge, and whaikever your mother may aay, it must 

be done to-morrow, and then, demcnidne I ^' 

" And then?*— Ae adted 

*^ We win no longer delay oar union; We may now rejoice 

2&2 
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with propriety since you have this day left off your black dresB. 
Therefore in a week you will be my wife. And then/' I contmaecU 
'< we wiU leave this melancholy Nismes, and go to onr new estate 
near Montpellier. Spring is coming with its beauty; we must live 
amid rural nature.'' 

And this was resolved on, and sealed by a kiss. 

At this moment I was called out. I quitted the room ; I found 
that my uncle had come, and requested a private interview in my 
own apartment. 

** Colas," said he, *^ this is Palm Sunday, and you must come 
with me." 

** I cannot," was my reply, " for I am invited to dine with the 
maieschale." 

" And I," said he, with solemn voice. " I invite jou to the 
holy supper. No grandee of this earth will there sit at taUe 
with us, but we shall be assembled in Jesus' name, and he will 
be in the midst of us. All of us, some hundreds in number, 
with our wives and children, celebrate this morning the holy sa- 
crament in my mill near the Carmelite ffate." 

I was terrified, and exclaimed: ^^ What presumption ! Do yoo 
not know that the mareschale is in Nismes?' 

** We know it, and the Almighty God is there also." 

" Will you then desimedly plunge yourselves into misery and a 
dungeon? The law forbids most strictly all meetings of this Idio^ 
and threatens death." 

*' What law? The law of the mortal king? Thou shalt obejr 
Gk)d rather than man." 

In this way my uncle knew how to surmount all my objecdom, 
by biblical quotations, and the more I urged the unlawfulness and 
danger of such meetings, and the more vividly I described the pro- 
bable consequences, the more zealous he became. 

" When Jesus was betrayed," he exclaimed, ** and when the trai- 
tor stood near him, and when he knew they were preparing to take 
him, then, oh I Colas, surrounded by the danger of certain death, 
he instituted the holy sacrament. And should we, who would be 
the disciples of Jesus, tremble? No, never; if all hell were in arms 
it should not terrify us." 

I could not bring my uncle to his senses; he called me an apos- 
tate, a hypocrite, a papist, and left me in a rage. 

I returned to Clementine. She had seen my uncle, and the vex- 
ation expressed in all his gestures; she inquired the cause whi<^ I 
dared not disclose to her. Amidst her innocent caresses, my feai 
and uneasiness gradually left me. She told me that her mother 
agreed to all my wishes; this cheered me still more. On Clemen- 
tine's bosom I (ueamed of the peaceful happiness of the ftituie. 

Withdrawn from the tumult of the world and its pasdons, I 
proposed to live alone with my young wife, surrounded by blooming 
nature, by love and ftiendship, and m the pursuit of science. 



ALAMONTADE. 411 

How happy we were both in these moments ! " Oh ! Clemen- 
tine," said I, '^ no throne is indeed required to make others happy, 
but only the will. We may be useful even in a small and insigni- 
ficant sphere. We will visit the abodes of poverty. I shall again 
defend the cause of accused innocence, and a uss shall be my 
reward when I have succeeded in accomplishing any good. . Our 
library furnishes an inexhaustible store for the mind, and our harp 
shall sound in the evemng, to record the unenvied felicity of two 
loving souls in the shade of our own grove. The poor shall eat at our 
table, and those consoled in their griefs shall be our companions. 
Surely, Clementine, we shall never yearn for the cold splendour 
of this palace. And some day, you, Clementine — the mere thought 
vibrates rapture through me^ — some day, Clementine, you will be 
a mother. Mother ! on, Clementine !" — Her kisses interrupted my 
words. 

At this moment my servant entered pale as death and breathless. 

" What is the matter with you?" I asked. 

** Sir, he faltered, " the Cklvinists have met for their interdicted 
worship in the mill of M. Etienne near the Carmelite gate." 

I was much alarmed. Lo, then, it was betrayed. " And what 
else," I cried. 

The mill is surrounded bv dragoons, and all within are prisoners. 
" Only think, the Mareschale de Montreval is there himself The 
preacher and a few others of the secured heretics endeavoured to 
escape through the window, but the mareschale gave the signal, and 
the dragoons fired." 

' * Fired ?" I cried. " Was any one killed ?" 

" Four of them lie dead on the spot," was the servant's reply. 

Without asking any further questions, I took my hat and stick. 
Clementine wept and trembled; she would not let me leave her, 
turned pale, and clung speechless and in great anguish round my 
neck. 

Madame de Sonnes came in. I told her of this frightful occur- 
rence, and that I was resolved to hasten there in order to move the 
mareschale to humanity. She praised my resolution, entreating me 
to fly thither without delay, and spoke consoling words to Clemen- 
tine. 

As I departed, I looked back, and saw Clementine pale and 
trembling in her mother's arms. I returned, kissed her pale lips, 
and hastened away. 

When I reached the gate, I had to force my way through a 
throng of people who stood crowded together, gaping with mingled 
curiosity, terror, joy, and expectation. 

With cold shudaerinff I beheld above the crowd the glittering 
arms of the dragoons, who surrounded, three deep, my beloved im- 
de's mill. Him above all I saw the mareschale on horseback, sur- 
rounded by noblemen; he seemed grave and thoughtftd. 

** My lord!" I excbSned, when 1 reached him. 
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He turned Toxmd on heaxing me, looked at xne, and pomtuig with 
Ub stick to the mill, aaidy without changing a feataie, *^ The 
wvetohes ! Now thej aie caught" 

^ What do youintead doing, mj lord?" I asked. 

** I hare heen considering for the last quarter of an hour." 

'' Oh ! my lord," I said; ^ it is true &ese infistuatad men hsie 
broken ibe laws, Init truly they are more the ol^ects of your con- 
tempt thanyour wrath. Be magnanimona, my lend, and the tcaii»- 
gressoiB wiUfall at your feet in repentance, and nerer again " 

^^What I" interrupted ihe mareschale, '^ then men are ' 




Ue. They are rebels, furious, audadoos rd^els. Am I to let 
aocursed weed lummate until it can pei^etrate a seoond Micii<4- 
ade?"* 

*' No, my lord," I said, sdzinff his hand, which was haa^iDg 
down; *' you are too just to attribute to these unfortunate pezsau 
cruelties which happened nearly aoentury and ahalf ago.** 

'* It is time to set a seTere example,*^ said the mareBcfaale, who to 
ihb moment had been undecided. He withdrew his hand, xode a 
few paces forward wi&out further noticing me, and cried, widi m 
loud voice, «* Fire the mill !" 

Cold with terror, I staggered afler him, seized the lions of hit 
horse, and cried, *^ For God's sake mercy, mev^." 

^* Begone," he cried, casting a furious look at me, and flofUiislBng 
his stick as if he would strike me. I let go the horse and f^ upon 
my knees before this cold-blooded demon, crying, ** Mercy f 

I heard the crackling and hissing of the flames, saw the thkk 
clouds of smoke rolling over the roof of the mill, and dien heard &e 
horrible cries of those enclosed within. I sprang inp again and 
clasped the mareschale's knees, but God only knows what i cried to 
him in my anguish. He heard me not, he had no hnmani^; the 
pious tiger only looked upon the burning milL 

Soon my voice was curowned amidst the wild roar around, the 
cries of those consigned to death, and the thunder of the carabines. 
Those who endeavoured to escape the flames were shot down by ifae 
dr^oons. 

1 started up and ran to the milL At this moment a giil tineir 
herself from the window. I caught her in my arms; it was Antcmia, 
my unde's youngest daughter. 

^* You are saved, Antonia," said I, carrying away the poor cse»- 
ture through the smoke and fire, and came up, without knofwing it, 
to the mareschale. 

*^ The dog V* he cried, ^ I always said he was one of them P I 
knew not he spoke of me. 

*^ Down witn diem !" he shouted again. Two dragoons tore the 



♦ ThcCalvinigtsinlfiiinei had, in the ni^ after Mrharimmdy, 1567, imdered, 
in their fanatic rage, about thirty magistratea, deana,yid monki. Dda •'•^g^rtrr 
gaye riae to the word MitMade. 
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(amting eirl £ram mj anna, and -while die lay cm tlie ground these 
ruffians euaot the innooeni creature at my feet 

^' It serres the cursed heretics right !" said the mareediale cahnly, 
close behind me. 

" Oh ! you atrocious monster i how will you answer for this deed 
before your and our king, — ^before your and our Gt>d ?^ I cried, foam- 
ing with lage. 

He galloped up to me, gave me a blow on my head with his 
stick, and rode oyer me. Half stunned, I imagii»sd he had given 
orders to kill me. I started up and snatched a carabine from the 
hands of a dragoon to defend my Ufe. No one dared to lay hands 
on me, in qnte of the mareschale's exclaiming repeatedly, *^ Secure 
him! secure him!" 

While looki^ around me with consternation, I beheld— oh! 
horrible sight — I beheld my imcle with blood streaming from his 
head, stanoing over the eorpse of Antonia; I only recognised him by 
his figure and clothing. He uttered a frightful shriek towards heaven, 
and sank amidst musket diots over the body of his beloved diild. 

I was going to address the maresohale, but my tongue was para- 
lysed. Raising jxiy eyes and my ann with the mudcet to heaven, 
i received a blow, and sank down perfectly insensiUe. 

Until then, I had still preserved my iSuA in humanity, uid 
Uindly devoted myself to this belief Imnressed with the best 
works of ihe grestest minds of our time, I had lulled mysdf into 
happy mariana. I had believed m-Jdnd much nwre humane and 
freer from the bondsof barbanam. Indeed, I was the subject of the 
most lauded monarch of the world, and Franoe called the rm^ of 
Louis XIV. her Golden Affe. Alas ! Montieval was one of his go- 
veamors, and the Palm Sunday of 1703, a day of that Golden Age. 
About 200 men wove burnt aiive and shot on that day, and even the 
infimt on its mother's Ineast was not ^ared. All the property of the 
murdered was confiscated, and MontiOTal's cruelty was crowned with 
laurels by the royal hand. 

When I had reoovered my consciousness and oould discover the 
objects around, I found myself among stnmgers, and my wounded 
iiead bandaged. Ifow and then, during my insensibility, I felt 
pain, and dimly perceived that peoj^ were emnloyed about me; but 
this consciousneas soon left me, and I rdapsed again into stupor as 
into a heavy sleep. 

'' J3y my fieuth thou hast a toush life." These were the frrst 
words I heard, aslh^ were uttered by a dirty old fdlow, who was 
fltodrnglTme ofiernLg medicine. 

I did not see Clementine. I was in anarxow chamber, on a hard^ 
ccarse bed. 

"" Where am I then?" I asked. 

" Thou art with me,^' said the fellow. I ]u>w, for the ^rst time, 
femembered the &tal event to which I owed my present dtuation. 

*' Am I then a prisoner?" 
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** To be sure, and quite right too !'* answered my keeper. 

'* Does Madame de Sonnes know of this? Has she not sent here? 
May I not see her?" 

" Dost thou know any one here? Where does she live?* 

" In the Rue de Martin. The house Albertas." 

" Thou fool ! there is no Rue de Martin in all Marseilles. Thou 
art still feverish, I think, or dost thou not know that thou art in 
Marseilles?" 

^^ In Marseilles? What, in Marseilles am I? Ami not in Nismes? 
How long have I been here?" 

" May be three weeks. I can easily believe that thou, poor 
devil, dost not know of it. Thou hast been raving in a burning 
fever till last night. Thou must have a strong constitution. We 
thought we should have to bury thee to-day. 

*' What am I to do here?" 

When thou art recovered thou wilt put on that dress ; doat 
thou know it?' 

** That is a galley slave's dress. What? pray tell me, am I then 
— I will — I cannot believe — have I been sentenced?' 

"Perhaps so; only for twenty-nine years to the oars, as they aay." 

The fellow spoke too truly. As soon as I recovered, my terrible 
sentence was announced to me. I was condemned to punishment in 
the galleys for twenty-nine years, for menaces, and murderous at- 
tempts on the life of the Mareschale de Montreval; also for the 
crime of beinff a secret Protestant, and for having committed sundry 
peculations, for the benefit of the heretics, in the office where I haa 
mfluence, by virtue of my situation. 

I sighed, yet conscious of my innocence, put on the dress without 
pain. My tears flowed only for the fate of Clementine. I en- 
deavoured to send her a few lines, which I wrote as a farewell, on a 
scrap of paper, with a pencil I borrowed. But alas I I was too poor 
to bribe my keeper; he took the paper, read it, and laughing, tore it 
to pieces, saying, ** There is no post for love letters here." 

1 was now put in chains, and led, together with some companions 
in misfortune, to the galley appointed for us in the harbour. It wis 
a beautiful evening, and the city displayed its splendour in the 
radiance of the setting sun. Amidst the dark green of the sloping 
moimtains surrounding the harbour, which was crowded with the 
vessels of all nations, glistened innumerable snow-white villas, and 
between the almond and olive trees of the Bastides, waved a thousand 
silken pennons, displaving all the colours of the rainbow; while 
through the mouth of the harbour, the view was lost in the im- 
measurable expanse of the ocean. 

The splendour of this spectacle dazzled me, and filled me with 
melancholy. The shores of my native land seemed to display all 
their glory, only to make me feel more vividly what I had lost 
All aroimd breathed joy, I only was for ever joyless, and I saw no 
limits to my miseiy , except on the brink of the distant grave. 
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I passed the night sleepless; with the early dawn our galley 
left tne harbour and when the sun arose above the ruddy waves, 1 
lost sight of Marseilles. I and five other slaves were chained to 
the oars. 

What a fate ! To be for ever separated fix>m all the friends and 
playmates of my youth, — ^to be separated alas ! from thee, Clemen- 
tine^ cast firom the lap of wealth upon the hard bench, forgotten by 
all l^e happy, dishonoured, and among malefactors, to hear' now, 
instead of Clementine's delightful conversation, only the curses and 
ribaldry of low thieves, murderers, smugglers, and robbers; — to be 
without books, without information as to the progress of science, my 
mind left the prey of itself, without hope; — to hear the terrible 
clanking of njv chains instead of the nmgic of music and Clemen- 
tine's harp ! Surely, death itself is not so bitter as this dreadful 
change. 

'* 8ut I will bear it," said I to myself ; " there is a God, and my 
spirit Imows its divine orimn. I have not lost myself. I shall re- 
main faithfid to virtue, ana though mistaken by tne world, I cany 
with me across the sea the esteem which innocent souls feel for them- 
selves. I have only been compelled to forsake that which was not 
my own, and what I suffer is but the pain of a body which hitherto 
ha^ not been accustomed to deny itseli." 

Thus my mind, after one year had passed, obtained the victory; 
thus did I live the greater part of my life, joyless, and in solitude. 
I have grown old m misfortune, and have never again heard any 
thing of those who once loved me. The only cheerful feelings 1 
have had were when, in my leisure hours, I could write down my 
thoughts, and look back with tears on the long passed paradise of 
my youth. Often during the monotonous sound of the oars, grief 
recalled to my mind the visions of the happy past. Then it seemed 
as if Clementine floated on the waves of the sea, and encouraged 
me with her smiles, like an angel of consolation. I gazed with 
moistened eyes at the beloved vision, and felt all the wounds of my 
heart again opened. Still I despaired not, but rowed cheerfully on. 

I should sometimes have taken all the felicities of my youth as the 
effect of imagination, had not the melancholy fitrewell letter which 
Madame BertoUon had written from the c^vent, by some chance 
remained with me. I preserved it with veneration, as the last 
sacred remnant of what I formerly possessed. I oflen read it in dis- 
tant seas, and on the burning coasts of Aftica; and I always drew 
fix)m it unspeakable consolation, and rowed cheerftdly onwards, 
nearer and nearer to the end of my life. 

Thus nine-and-twenty years have now elapsed. What are they? 

Death, my ardently wished for friend comes to release me. An ! 
sir, you have shown much compassion for me in making the last 
hours of my life so sweet. Our minds are congenial, and will, per- 
haps, meet again. 
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[The pieoeding mrtBthne, aooordinf to tiie author, is idated to 
some fidends by ihe AJbb6 IMlon, too was with AlamoDtade the 
httt days of his life, after his libemlioii from the gaUlBys, 

Shortly before his death, Alamontade learns that Clemeotine is 
sdll living, and is much dididbted to hear that she has jemdned 
faithftdly attached to him. I£b oaoly wish and consolatian now ia, 
diat his days may be prolonsed till she amves; but de does not 
come till the day after his oeath; aged and infirm lerself^ she 
aoon foUowB him to the grave. 

The whole of Alamontade is divided into two bocjcs in the ongi- 
nal, the first containing Zschokhe's* views on leligion and moral 
philosophy. The foUowmg are the author's prefirtory zomaris : 

'* The fi>llowing narrative was composed during the wint^ of 
1801 — 2^ at B^me, where the author havii^ retirea from public af- 
fairs, wished to devote his leisure hours to some useful purpose, hsviagp 
by frequent intesconrse become acquainted with many of thoae dis- 
eased minds who, bein^ entai^led m doubts, have lost their God and 
tiie joys of life, fie thexefore was desiious of making an attempt 
to raise again in them a holy fiddi and courage £» virtue. He warn 
inq)ired b]^ the affectii^ dieam of one night; it was an angelic but 
tranfflent vision, which he in vain endeavoured to hold fest. Hov- 
ever imperfect the original n a n ative was, yet it went Enough four 
editions during the first ten years aiier its appearance. This drcmn- 
stance makes tne au&or beheve that he has n<^ altogether fiiiled in 
his object."] 

C. A. F. 
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BT IB. T. W. HOFFMANN. 

Packed up in a wretdied post-chaise, wfaidi the moliiB liad left 
firom instinct — as the rats left Prosperous vessel — I at kst, afW s 
bzeak-neck jcmmey, stopped half dislocated, at the inn in the Gr— — 
market-place. AU the possible misfortune that might have be&lleA 
me had lighted on my carriage, which lay, diattered, with llie post- 
master at the last stage, four skinny, jaded bosses, aftor a lapse ef 
nany hours, dragged up the crazy vehicle, with tiie kelp of aevenl. 
peasants and my own servant; knowing folks came np, diook tliea 
heads, and thought that a thorough repair, which mi^t ooccny two, 
or even three oays would be necessanr. The place seemed to me 
i^reeable, the country pretty, and jeti foh not a little horrodHBtrudc 

* It win be remembered that he is the author of Vie Stumimdtr AttdaekL 
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at ^ dehy inth which I was threate&ecL I^ gende leader, yoa 
were ever compelled to stop three dajrs in a little town, where you 
did not know a soul, but were forced to remain a stranger to every 
body, and if some deep pain did not destioy the inclination for social 
converse, you will be able toa{^M^eciaite my annoyance. Inwozdsalone 
does the spirit of life manifest itself in all around us; but the inha- 
bitants of your small towns are Hke a secluded orchestra, whidi has 
worked intoitsownway of {dating and singing byluodpractiGe, sotiact 
the tone of the foreigner is discordant to their ears, and at once puts 
them to silence. I was walking up and down my room, in a thorough 
iU-hDmoiir, whea it at onaTaL^ me thataMend at home, i^^ 
had <mce passed two years at G , had often spoken of a learned, 
clever man, with whom he had been intimate. His name, I recol- 
lected, was Alo}rmie Walter, professor at the Jesuits' collie. I 
now resolved to set out, and turn my friend's aoquaintanoe to my 
own advantage. They told me at the college that Professor Walter 
was lecturing, but would soon hove finished, and as th^ save me 
the choice of calling again or waiting in the outer rooms, 1 chose the 
latter. The cloisters, colleges, and diurches of the Jesuits are every- 
where built in that Italian style idiich, based i^n the antique fonn 
and manner, prefers splendour and elegance to holy sdieninity and 
religious di^ty. In this case the lo%r, Ught, airy halls were 
adorned witia rich udiitecture and the images of saints, which were 
here placed against the walk, between lonio piHars, were sin^nlaily 
contrasted by the carving over the doorways, which invariably re- 
prasented a dance of gemi, or firuit and the dainties of the Idtohen. 

The professor entered — I reminded him of my firiend, and claimed 
his hospitality for the period of my forced sojourn in the place. I 
found him just as my mend had oescribed him; clear in his dis- 
course, acquainted wim the wtn*ld, in diort, ouito in the style of the 
higher class priest, who has been scientificjally educated, and peep- 
ing over his brevi^ into Ufe, has often sought to know what is 
gomg on there. Wnen I foimd his room furnished with modem 
elegance, I returned to my former reflections in the halls, and uttered 
tiiom to the professor aloud. 

*^ You are right," said he, "we have banidied 'from our edifices 
&at gloomy solemnity, that stranse majesty of the crushing tyrant, 
who oppresses our bosoms in Godnc ardutecture, and causes a certain 
nn^asant sensation, and we have veiy properly endowed ourworke 
wiui the lively cheerfidnesB dP the andents. 

^But," saidl, "does notthatsacied dignity, thatlofW maiesty of 
€kithic architecture which fsieems, as it were, saving aner Ueav^i, 
proceed from the true q)irit of Christianity, which, supersensnal h- 
Klf, is direcdy opposed to that sensual spint g£ the antique worUL 
which remains in the circle of the earthly?" 

Tlie pro&ssOT smikd: " The higher kingdom," said he, ^' should 
be recognised in this world, and this lecognitian can be awak^ied 
by che^fnd symbols, such as Ufe — ^nay, tl^ spirit wiiich descends 
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feom that kingdom into earthly^ life— presents. Our home is above, 
but while we dwell here, our kingdom is of this world also." 

" Ay," thought I, " in every tning that you have done you have 
indeed shown that your kingdom is of tnis world — ^nay, of this 
world only;" but I aid not communicate my thoughts to Professor 
Aloysius Walter, who proceeded thus: 

'* What you say of tne magnificence of our buildings in this place 
can only refer properly to the pleasant appearance of the tbnn. 
Here, wnere we cannot afford marble, and great masters in painting 
will not work for us, we are— in conformity with the modem fashion 
—obliged to make use of substitutes. I£ we get as hi^h as polished 
plaster we have done a great deal, and our different kmds of marble 
are often nothing more than the work of the painter. This is the 
case in our church, which, thanks to the Ubeiality of our patrons, 
has been newly decorated." 

I expressed a desire to see the church; the professor led me down, 
and when I entered the Corinthian colonnade, which formed the 
nave of the church, I felt the pleasing — too pleasing impression of 
the graceful proportions. To the left of the principal altar a lofty 
Bca£&lding had been erected, upon which a man stood, who was 
painting over the walls in the anti<me style. 

" Now ! how are you going on, Berthold?" cried the professor. 

The painter turned round to us, but immediately proceeded with 
his work, saying in an indistinct, and almost inaudible voice: 
" Great deal of trouble — crooked, confused stuff — no rule to make 
use of — beasts — apes — human faces — ^human faces — miserable fool 
that I am !" 

These last words he cried aloud in a voice, that nothing but the 
deepest agony working in the soul could produce. I felt strangely 
affected; — ^these words, the expression of face, the glance which he 
had previously cast at the professor, brought before my eyes the 
whole struggling life of an unfortunate artist. The man could 
have been scarcely more than forty years old; his form, though dis- 
figured by the unseemly, dirty costume of a painter, had something 
in it indescribably noble, and deep grief could only discolour his face, 
but could not extinguish the fire that sparkled in his black eyes. I 
asked the professor for particulars respecting this painter: " He is a 
foreign artist," was the reply, '* who came here just at the time 
when the repair of the church had been resolved upon. He under- 
took the work we offered him with pleasure, and mdeed his arrival 
was for us a stroke of good fortune, since neither here, nor for a 
great distance round, could we find a painter so admirably fitted for 
all that we require. Besides, he is the most good-natured creature in 
the world, and we all love him heartily; for that reason he got on 
well in our college. Beside giving nim a considerable salary for 
his work, we board him, which, by tne way, does not entail a very 
heavy burden upon us, for he is abstemious almost to excess, thou^ 
perhaps it may accord with the weakness of his constitution. 
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But," said I, " he seemed to-daj so peevish — so irritable." 
'* That," replied the professor, '' is owing to a particular cause. 
But let us look at some nne pictures on the side altars, which by a 
lucW chance we obtained some time ago. There is only a single 
origmal — a Dominichino — among them, the rest are by imknown 
masters of the Italian school; but if you are free from prejudice, 
you will be forced to confess that every one of them might bear the 
most celebrated name." 

I found it was exactly as the professor had said. Strangely 
enough, the only ori^naf was one of the weakest — ^if not the very, 
weakest of the collection, while the beauty of many of the anonymous 
pictures had for me an irresistible charm. The picture]on one of the 
altars was covered up, and I asked the cause of this: *' This pic- 
ture," said the professor, " is the finest that we possess, — ^it is the 
work of a young artist of modem times— certamly his last^ for 
his flight is checked. At this time we are oblig^, for certain 
reasons, to cover it up, but to-morrow, or the day after, I shall per- 
haps be in a condition to show it you." 

I wished to make further inauiries, but the professor hurried 
swiftly through the passage, ana that was enough to show his im- 
willingness to answer more. We went back to the college, and I 
readily accepted the invitation of the professor, who wished me, in the 
aflemoon, to go with him to some public gardens in the neighbour- 
hood. We returned home late, a storm had risen, and I had 
scarcely reached my dwelling than the rain be^an to pour down. 
About midnight the sky cleared up, and the thimder only mur- 
mured in the distance. Through tne open windows the warm air, 
laden with scents, entered the room, and though I was weary I 
could not resist the temptation to take a walk. I succeeded in 
waking the surly man-servant, who had been snoring for about 
two hours ; and in showing him that there was no madness in 
walking at midnight. Soon I found myself in the street. When 
I passed the Jesuits' church, I was struck by the dazzling li^ht 
that beamed through a window. The little side-door wasaiar, 
so I entered and saw a wax-taper burning before a niche. Wnen 
I had come nearer, I observed that before this niche a pack- 
thread net had been spread, behind which a dark form was running 
up and down the ladder, and seemed to be designing something on 
the niche. It was Berthold, who was accurately tracing the shadow 
of the net with black colour. On a tall easel, by the ladder, stood 
the drawing of an altar. I was much struck at the ingenious con- 
trivance. £r, gentle reader, you are in the least acquainted with the 
noble art of painting, you will once know, without ftirther ex- 
planation, the use of the net, the shadow of which Berthold was 
sketching. Berthold was about to paint a projecting altar on the 
niche, and that he miffht make a large copy of the small drawing 
with due correctness, ne was obligra to put a net, in the usual 
mamier, over both the sketch and the surface on which the sketch 
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was to be completed. Bi this instance ke bed to ponit not cm a 
flat flurfiuie bat on a snaiciicidar one ; and tlie coCTRapondence 
of die sqnaies ivbidi tbe onrred lines of the net fiooned cm tke 
eoncave snifiuse, with the afcCBight ones of die aketcb, toge^ier 
with aocuiacy in the aidutecturaL propord<»iB which were to 
be bronsht finwasd in perspeetiTe, coa£l net be othenvne ok* 
tained tnan by that simple and ix^enions oonftnTanoe. I was 
cautious enough not to step before l£e taper,, kit I mi^it beinf 
myself by my diadow, bnt I stood near emaa^ to his side to oS 
serve the painter doeely. He aj^peaied to me quite asodier maoL 
Perhaps it ^rai theeflB^ctof the taper, but his fine had a rood coIcnb^ 
his eyes sparkled with internal sotiflfiusticm, and when be had oona> 
pleted the lines he plaeed Umsdf before due screen, with hia hands 
resting on his sidesy and loddng at his work, wbisdeda meoy 
He now turned roond, and tore down the net. Suddenly ne 
struck by my figure, and cried aknid: 

'' Hallaak! haUoakl is that you, Chrisdaii?' 

I went up to him, explained how I had been attracted into die 
dmrch, andnraiainff dieingenibus eontnysmce of the net, gave him 
to understand diat I was but a connoisseur and pmctiser of die nohfe 
artofpaindng. "Widiout makingme any fiirdier answer, Berdiold aaidr 

<' Ghriadaa is neidier more nor less dian a sluggard. He was to 
have kept with me fiddifuUy throoak die whc^ lugkt, and now Ke 
IS certainly snoring samewheie I Imust get on widt my work, &r 
probably it wfll be bad to paint hesoe on. me screen tcMn o ero w an d 
yet I can do nothing by myself.'' 

I ofifeied my assistaaoe, upon wbiek he lau^ttd alond, kid boU 
of both m;^ snouldexs,. and cried: 

^ That 18 a capital jcJce! Whatwi]IC3ndstiansay,whfflibefiii& 
1x>>monow that ke is an ass, and dut I have done widiout Mm? So, 
come hither, stranger, he^ me to build a littliB." 

He lit several tapecs, we ran dxrough die church, polled together 
a number of blocks and planks^ and a b&y scaSbld was soon raised 
within, die screen. 

" Now hand up quickly," criedBesdidd, aa lie ascended. 

I was astmished at the iapi<fity with whidL Berdidd made a 
large copy of the drawing; he drew his lines boldly, and ahrays 
cl^:]y and coztecdy, withoot a six^le halt. Having been aocaa- 
tomea to such matters in my early youth, I was of fiood service to 
him, for standing, now above him, now below him, ifized die k>^ 
rulers at die points he indicated, and held them fiurt, pointed the 
charcoal, andhancbdittohiai, and so obw 

'* Yoa area capital assistant,." cried Berdiold, quite delshted. 

^' And you^" 1 retorted,, ^ are (me o£ lAe best ar^itectiiivl 
painters possible. B«t teU me, have you applied yofor bdd, ready 
liand to no sort of paintim but this? — Pardon, die questian." 

^^ What do you meonr said BertkoU. 

^^ Why, I mean^" replied I, *^ diatyoaarefitfixraomediing better 
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lium pamtii&e chnidi waH» mdi maErble pSkis. Architectural 
painting is, aner all, something saboB^nate; the histoncal paintei:, 
the lan&cape painter, stazidaiimniteijh^er. Witb them, mind and 
iancy , no longer confined to the narniw limits of geometrical Iine% 
take a higher flight. Even die only fimtaatic part of jonr painting; 
that perspective, ivhi<^ deoeiires tlm senses, depends wMm aocniate 
ealcmatton, and the result therefi:»e la the product not ol genius, but 
of mathematicaL speculalionJ' While I was speaking thus, the 
painter laid aside his pencil, and rested his head on his Innd. 

^^ Friend stranger, hel)flgan,ina soLenm, imlistinct Yoicey "' thou 
speakest profanely,, when diou endeaTourest to arrange tiie different 
branches of art according to raidc, like ihe vassals of some proud 
kmg. And stiUmore pn^uie is it, whes tiiou only esteemest those pi»- 
snmptiBOus £x>Is who, being deaf to die dang of the fetters that 
enslave them, and being wimoutfeding for the pressure of the eardir, 
wiiah to Aink themselves free — jrea, even to oe goda — and to nue 
fight and Hfe after their own fasmon. Dost liioulmow the fable of 
frometiieus, who wished to be a creator, and stole fire bom heaven 
to animate his Eldess figures? He succeeded; the foonns stalked 
living aku^, and fixnn mar CTes beamed fi>rdi that heavenly fire 
that bumea within them; butmeinpioua being, ^o had dared to 
attempt the divine, was condemned to &arfiil, endless tcmnent, with- 
out redemption. The heart which had felt the £vine, in which the 
desire afler the unearthly had awakened, was torn by the vulture, to 
idiich rev^^e had gifven birth, and whidi now fed upon the vitals 
of the presum^ous one. He who has attempted the heaveidy, 
feds earthly pam for ever*" 

The painter stood absorbed in his own refleetioDa. 

*' Berdiold,'^ I exdEaimed, ^ what has all this to do with your 
art? I do not lUnk that aony one can deem it presomplion to pre* 
sent the hnman form, eiAer by painting or scu^ture." 

^^ Um, ha," langhed Beirthda, in w2d derision; '* child's play is 
no presumption. It is aU child's jiay with those fdks,. who com* 
fortably dip llwir pencils into colour^pota, and daub a canvass with 
the veritable desire of producing human bdngs; but it idways tarns 
out as if some drudge of nature had undertaken to make men, as it 
stands in that tragec^, and had &iled. Sudiasdiosearenop] 




tnous sinners, but poor innocent fools» But if one strives to attain the 
highest, not die mere sensual, like Utitta — no, tiie highest in divine 
nature,, the Pixnnethean spark in man*— that is apreGq)ioe — a narrow 
edge on whidi we stand — ^the abyss is open I The bold Sailor soars 
above him, and a devilish deceit lets him perceive rtofbdow,. which 
he wished to see above the stars." The painter uttered a deep sigh, 
paned his hand over his forehead, and them lodbed upwarda '^ But 
why do I talk all tins mad stuff to youy comrade,, and leave off 
painting ? Look heaoOj mate,, this is vniat I call wdl and honestly 
drawn. How noble is the rule ! Afl the lines combine to a detas^ 
mined end — a deteimined, clearly conodved effects Only that which 
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is done bj measure is purelj human; — ^what is beyond, is of ctiL 
Can we not conceive that the Deity has expressly created us, to 
manage for his own good purpose that which is exhibited according 
to measured, appreciable rules ; — ^in a word, the purely commeasurable, 
just as we, in our turn build saw-mills and spinning-machines, as tlie 
mechanical superintendents of our wants? Professor Walter lately 
maintained, that certain beasts were merely created to be eaten bj 
others, and that this in the end, conduced to our own utility. ThiiSy 
for example, cats, he said, had an innate propensity to devour mice, 
that they might not nibble the sugar placed ready for our breakfiut. 
And the professor was right in the end; — animals, and we oursdves 
are but well-ordered macnines, made to work up and knead certain 
materials for the table of the unknown king. — Come, come, mate, hand 
me up the pots. I prepared all the tones yesterday by daylight, that 
this candlelight might not deceive us, and they all stand numbered 
in yonder comer, xiand me up No. 1, young friend. Ghray wi& 
gray ! — What would dry, weary hfe be, if the Lord of Heaven had 
not put so many motley playthings into our hands. He who demeans 
himself well does not, like the curious boy, try to break the box 
from which the music comes when he turns the handle. It is just 
natural, they say, that it sounds inside, for I turn the handle. Be- 
cause I have drawn this intellective correctly according to the point 
of view, I know that it will have the effect of actual sculpture on 
the spectator. — ^Now, boy, reach me No. 2, now I paint in colours 
that are toned down according to rule, and it appears receding five 
yards. All that I know well enough— oh, we are amazingly c&ver ! 
How is it that objects diminish in the distance ? This one stupid 
question of a Chinese coidd put to confiision Professor Eytelwein 
himself; but he could help himself out with the music,-box, and say 
he had often turned the handle, and always experienced die same 
result. — Violet, No. 2, youngster! Another rule, and a thick washed- 
out brush I Ah, what is all our striving and struggling afW the 
higher, but the helpless, imconsdous act of an in&nt who hurts the 
nurse that feeds him. Violet, No. 2 ! Quick, young man I The ideal 
is an evil, lying dream, produced by fermented blood. Take away 
the pot, youn^ man, I am coming down. The devil lures us with 
puppets, to which he glues angel's wings." 

I am unable to repeat Uteraily, what Berthold said, while he went 
on painting rapidly, and treated me onJy as his fag. He went on 
in tne tone in whioi he had begun, scomng at the hmited nature of 
every human effort. Ah, I was inspecting the depth of a mind 
that had received its death-wound, and that only uttered its com- 
plaints in bitter irony. Morning dawned, and me glimmer of the 
taper grew pale before the entrance of sunlight. Berthold painted 
on zealously, but he became more and more silent, and only single 
sounds — ^ultimately, only sighs — escaped his burdened breast. BEe 
had planned the entire altar with all its gradation of colour, and 
even now the picture stood out quite prommently. 
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" Admirable ! admirable I" I cried out with delight. 

''Do you think," said Berthold, faintly, '' that I shall make 
something of it? I at least took great pains to make mj drawing 
correct, but now I can do no more." 

" No, no, not a stroke more, dear Berthold," I exclaimed, " it 
is almost incredible how jou have made so much progress in 
such a work witliin a few hours. But you exert yourseif too much, 
and are quite lavish of your power." 

" Ana yet," said Berthold, " these are my happiest hours. Per- 
haps I talked too much, but it is only in words tnat the pain which 
coLmes my vitals finds a vent." 

" You seem to feel very unhappy, my poor friend," said I, '* some 
fri^tful event has had an evil influence on your Ufe." 

The painter slowly took his materials mto the chapel, extin- 
fished the lights, and coming up to me, seized my hand, and said, 
m a faltering voice, " Could you be cheerful, nay, coidd you have 
one quiet moment, if you were conscious of a fasuful, irreparable 
cnme : 

I stood perfectly amazed. The bright sunbeams fell on the 
painter's palud, agitated countenance, and he almost looked like a 
spectre as he staggered through the little door into the interior of 
the colleffe. 

I could scarcely wait for the hour on the following day, when 
Professor Walter had appointed to see me. I told him the whole 
affair of the previous m^ht, which had excited me not a httle; I 
described in the most hvely colours the strange conduct of the 
painter, and did not suppress a word that he had uttered — not even 
those, which related to himself. But the more I hoped for the pro- 
fessor's sympathy, the more indifferent he appeared; nay, he smiled 
upon me in a most unpleasant manner when I continued to talk of 
Berthold, and pressed him to tell me all he knew about this imfor- 
tunate man. 

"He is a strange creature that painter," said the professor, 
** mild, good-tempered, sober, industrious, as I told you before, 
but weak in his intellect. If he had been otherwise he would never 
have descended, even though he did commit a crime, from a great 
historical painter, to a poor dauber of walls." 

This expression, '* dauber of walls," annoyed me as much as the 
professor's general indifference. I tried to convince him that Ber- 
thold was even now a most estimable artist, and deserving of the 
highest, the most active sympathy. 

*J Well," said the processor at last, " since you take so much in- 
terest in Berthold you shall hear all that I know of him, and that is 
not a little. By way of introduction we will go into the church at 
once. As Berthold has worked hard throughout the nicht he will 
rest during the forenoon. If we found him in the church my 
design would fail." 

2f 
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We went to the church, the professor had the doth removed from 
the covered picture, and a work of the most ms^cal q)lendoiiry 
such as I had never seen, was revealed to me. The compositian 
was in the style of Rafiaelle, simple and of heavenly sublimity. 
Mary and Elizabeth were sitting on the grass in a beautiful garden ; 
the children, Jesus and John, were before them, playing with 
flowers, and in the background towards the side, a male figure was 
praying. Mary's lovely, heavenly face, the dignity and elevation of 
her entire figure, filled me with astonishment and the deepest ad* 
miration. She was beautiful, more beautiful than an earthly woman, 
and her glance indicated the higher power of the mother of God, 
like that of Raffaelle's Mary in the Dresden Oalleiy. Ah ! was not 
the deepest thirst for eternity awakened perforce in the human heart, 
by those wondrous eyes round which a deep shadow was floating? 
Did not those soft, half-opened lips speak in consolatory language, aa 
in the sweet melody of angels, of the infinite happiness of heaven ? An 
indescribable feeling impelled me to cast myself down in the dust 
before her, the Queen of Heaven. I had lost the power of speech, 
and ooiJd not turn my eyes from the incomparable figure. Oaly 
Mary and the children were quite finished; the last touch had not, 
apparently, been given to the figure of Elizabeth, and the praying 
man was not yet painted over. Approaching nearer, I perceived in 
this man the features of Berthold, and already anticipated in my 
mind what the professor presently said: *' This picture is Berthold s 

last work. We got it several years ago from N , in Upper 

Silesia, where one of our colleagues bought it at an auction. 
Although unfinished, we had it fitted in here, in the place of the 
wretched altar-piece which we had formerly. When Berthold first 
came and saw the picture, he uttered a loud shriek and fell sense- 
less to the ground. Afterwards he carefully avoided looking at it, 
and told me in confidence that it was his last work of this class. I 
hoped that I should gradually persuade him to finish it, but eveiy 
proposal of the sort he rejected with the utmost abhorrence, and to 
keep him in good spirits, and in the full possession of his powers, I 
was forced to cover up the picture so long as he remained in die 
church. If it met his eye only by accident, he ran as if impelled 
by some irresistible power, cast hunself sobbing on the nound, a 
paroxysm seized him, and he was for many days quite unfit for -work." 

" Poor unfortunate man !" exclaimed I, " how did the hand of 
the devil take such a deadly hold of thy life?" 

" Oh !" cried the professor, " the hand as well as the arm grew in 
his own body: he was his own demon, his own Lucifer, flashmg the 
infernal torch upon his own Ufe. That is plain enough to thoee 
who know his biography." 

I entreated the professor at once to tell me all that he knew 
about the life of the imfortunate painter. 

'' That would be much too proUx, and cost too much breath," 
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leplied the professor. " Do not let us spoil the cheerful day by 
such gloomy stuff. We will take breakfast and then go to the 
mill, where an excellent dinner awaits us." 

I did not desist from my requests to the professor, and after much 
talk on both sides, it came out that, immediately after Berthold's ar- 
rival, a youth who was studying at the college, devotedly attached 
himself to him, and that Berthold, by degrees, communicated the 

Sarticulars of his life to this youth, who had carefully written them 
own, and had ^ven the manuscript to the professor. 

" He was," said the professor, ** much such an enthusiast as — par- 
don me — ^you are ! But this work of writing down the strange 
events in the painter's Ufe served him as a capital exercise ^r 
style." 

With much trouble I obtained from the professor a promise that 
he would lend me the manuscript after the close of our pleasure- 
party. Whether it proceeded from my own violent curiosity, or 
whether it was theprofessor's fault, I never felt more uneasy than 
during this day. The icy coldness of the professor when speaking 
of Berthold had been repulsive to me, but nis conversation with his 
colleagues who participated in the repast, convinced me, that in 
spite of all his learning, and all his knowledge of the world, he had 
no sense for the sublime, and was as gross a materialist as possible. 
The system of consuming and being consumed, as Berthold called it, 
he had actually adopted. All mental endeavours, all the powers of 
creation and invention, he deduced from certain states of the sto- 
mach and the entrails, uttering on this subject all sorts of mon- 
strous conceits. Thus, for instance, he very seriously maintained 
that every thought proceeded from the marriage of two fibres in 
the human brain. 1 perceived how the professor, with aU this ab- 
surd stuff, must torment poor Berthold, wno, in the irony of despair, 
attacked the notion of any favourable influence from a higher 
region, and how he must plunge pointed daggers into wounds still 
fresh and bleeding. The evening at last came, and the professor 
put a few sheets of manuscript into my hand, with the words: 
" There, my dear enthusiast, is the student s handy work. It is 
not badly written but very odd, and the author, against all rule, 
thrusts in discourses of the painter, word for word, without any 
notice to the reader. I will make you a present of the work, of 
which I have a right to dispose bjr virtue of my office, for I know 
perfectly well that you are no wnter. The author of the " Fan- 
tasie-Stucke in Callot's Manier,"* (&ncy pieces in the style of Callot) 
would have cut it according to his own mad fashion, and would 
have printed it at once. I have nothing of the sort to expect from 
you." 

Professor Aloysius Walter did not know that he really stood before 

* Thete **Faiitasie-Stucke'' are a coIlectioD of tales, kc^hy Hoffinann, and purport 
to be leavea &om Uie journal of a trarellmg enthnaiaat. X O. 

2 f2 
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the " travelling enthusiast," although he might have found it out, and 
thus, gentle reader, I am enabled to give you the Jesuit-student's 
short history of the painter, Berthold. It thoroughly explains the 
manner in which he conducted himself in my presence, and thou, 
reader, wilt be able to see how the strange spirit of destiny ofl^i 
plunges us into destructive error. 



" * Only let your son make up his mind and go to Italy. He is 
already a clever artist, and here at D there is no lack of oppor- 
tunity for studying after excellent originals in every class, but here 
he must not stay. The free Ufe of an artist must dawn upon him in 
the cheerful land of art, his studies will there first take a hving form, 
and produce individual thoughts. Mere copying is now of no fiur- 
ther use to him. The growing plant requires more sun to thrive 
and bring forth its blossoms and fruit. Your son has a really ards* 
tical temperament, so you may be perfectly satisfied about all the 
rest!* Inus said the old painter, Stephan Birkner, to Berthold's 
parents. The latter scraped together all that their slender means 
would allow to fit out the youth for his long journey, and thus was 
Berthold*s warmest wish — that of travelling to Italy — accomplished. 

" * When Birkner told me the decision of my parents, I literally 
jumped for joy. I wandered about as in a dream till the time of my 
departure. I was not able to make a single stroke with my pencil 
in the gallery. I made the inspector, and all the artists who had 
been to Italy, tell me of the land where art flourishes. The day and 
hour at length arrived. The parting from my parents was painful, 
as they felt a gloomy presentiment that they should not see me 
again. Even my father, generally a firm, resolute man, had diflSi- 
culty in containing his feelings. ' Italy ! you will see Italy !' cried 
my brother artists, and then my wish shone forth with greater power, 
from my deep melancholy, and I stepped boldly forth, for the path 
of an artist seemed to begin even at my parents' door.' 

" Berthold had studied every department of painting, but he had 
especially devoted himself to landscapes, at which he worked with 
ardent love and zeaL In Rome he expected to find abundant nur- 
ture for this branch of art, but it proved otherwise. The very circle 
of artists and dilettanti in which he moved, continually told him that 
the historical painter alone stood on the highest point, and that all 
the rest were but subordinate. He was advised, if he wished to be* 
come an artist of eminence, to abandon at once the department he 
had chosen, and to devote himself to the higher branch; and this 8 
advice, coupled with the novel impression which Raffaelle's mighty J 
frescoes in the Vatican had made upon him, determined him to give 
up landsca^ painting altogether. He sketched after the Bafi&elles, 
and he copied small oil pamtings by other celebrated masters. AH 
these things were very cleverly done by his practised hand; but he 
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plainly felt that the praise of the artists and dilettanti should only 
solace him, and encourage him to further efforts. He himself saw 
that his sketches and copies wanted all the fire of the originals. Raf- 
faelle's and Correggio's neavenly thoughts — so he thought — inspired 
him to creations of his own, but he wished to hold them fast in hia 
fancy, they vanished as in a mist, and all that he sketched was like 
every obscure, confused thought, without motion and significance. 
Dunng his vain endeavours deep melancholy took possession of his 
soul, and he often escaped from his friends, privately to sketch and 
paint in the vicinity of Rome, groups of trees — single pieces of land- 
scape. But even these attempts were less successful than formerly; 
and, for the first time in his hfe, he doubted the truth of his calling 
as an artist. His proudest hopes seemed on the point of vanishing. 
' Ah, my revered friend and instructor,' wrote Berthold to Birkner, 
* you gave me credit for great things; but here, when a light should 
have nsen in my soul. I have learned that that which you termed real 
artistical genius was nothing but a sort of talent — ^mere dexterity of 
hand. Tell my parents that I shall soon return, and learn some 
trade that I may get my living,' &c. Birkner wrote back : * Oh ! 
would I couli be with you, my son, to support you in your depres- 
sion. It is your very doubts that prove your caUing as an artist. 
He who with steady immoveable confidence in his powers beUeves 
that he will always progress, is a blind fool, who only deceives him- 
self, for he wants the proper spur to endeavour, which only consists 
in the thought of deficiency. Persevere and you will soon gain 
strength; and then, no longer fettered by the opinion or the advice 
of fnends, who are, perhaps, unable to appreciate you, you will 

Juietly pursue the path which your own nature has designed for you. 
t will then be left to your own decision whether you become a 
painter of landscapes or historical pieces, and you will cease to think 
of a hostile separation of the branches of one trunk.* 

" It happened that about the time when Berthold received this 
letter of consolation from his old friend and instructor, Philip Hack- 
ert's fame became widely extended in Rome. Some of the paint- 
ings which he had exhibited, and which were distinguished by won- 
derful grace and clearness, proved the real genius of the artist, and 
even the historical painters admitted that there was much greatness 
and excellence in this pure imitation of nature. Berthold breathed 
again ; he no more hesiid his favourite art treated with contempt, he 
saw a man who pursued it honoured and elevated, and, as it were, 
a spark fell on his soul that he must travel to Naples and study under 
Hackert. In high spirits he wrote to Birkner, and his parents, that 
he had now, after a hard struggle, discovered the right way, and 
hoped to become a clever artist in his own style. The honest Ger- 
man, Hackert, received his German pupil with great kindness, and 
the latter soon made great efforts to follow his master. Berthold at- 
tained great facility in giving faithful representations of the different 
kinds of trees and shhibs, and was not a little successful in those 
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misty effects, which are to be found in Hackert's pictures. He thus 
^ned great praise, but it seemed to him as if something was want- 
ing both in his own and his master's landscapes; — sometliing to 
which he could not give a name, and which was nevertheless plainly 
apparent in the pictures by Claude Lorraine, and the wild lanoscapes 
of Salvator Rosa. Soon he felt a want of confidence in his in- 
structor, and he felt particularly dispirited when Hackert, with un- 
wearied exertion, painted some dead game which the king had sent 
him. Soon, however, he conquered such presumptuous thoughts — 
as he considered them — and went on with virtuous resignation and 
true German industry, following the pattern of his master, so that 
in a short time he could nearly equal him. At Hackert's own sug- 
gestion he sent a large landscape, which he had faithfully copiai 
Irom nature, to an exhibition, which was chiefly to consist of land- 
scapes and pieces of still-life in the Hackert style. All the artists 
and connoisseurs admired the young man's faithful, neatly executed 
works, and praised him aloud. There was only an elderly strangely- 
attired man who did not say a word about Hackert's pictures, but 
smiled, significantly, whenever the multitude broke out into extra- 
vagant praises. Berthold perceived plainly enough that this stranger, 
when he stood before his landscape, shook his head with an air of 
the deepest pity, and was then about to retire. Being somewhat 
elevated by the general praise which he had received, Berthold could 
not help feeling indignant with the stranger. He went up to him, 
and speaking more sharply than was necessary, said : * You do not 
seem satisfied with the picture, sir, although I must say there are 
excellent artists and connoisseurs who do not think it so bad. Pray 
tell me where the fault lies that I may improve the picture accord- 
ing to your kind suggestion.' The stranger cast a Iceen glance at 
Berthold, and said, very seriously : ' Young man, a great deal might 
be made out of jou.' Berthold felt deeply horrified at the glance 
and words of this man; he had not courage to say any thing^ more, 
or to follow him, when he slowly stalked out of the saloon. Hackert 
soon came in himself, and Berthold hastened to tell him of his meet- 
ing with this strange man. ' Ha !' said Hackert, smiling, ' do not 
take that to heart. That is a crabbed old man, who grumbles at 
every thing, and is pleased at nothing; I met him in Ae ante-room. 
He was bom of Greek parents, in Malta, and is a rich, queer old fel- 
low, and no bad painter. All that he does has a fantastic appear- 
ance, and this proceeds fix>m the absurd notion he has about art, and 
fix)m the fact that he has constructed a system which is utterly worth- 
less. I know well enough that he has no opinion of me, which I 
readily pardon in him, smce he cannot throw any doubt on my ho* 
nourably acquired fame.' Berdiold had fdt as if the Maltese had 
touched a sore place in his soul, like a beneficent physician, onhr 
for the purpose of probing it and healing it; but he soon drove this 
notion from his mmd, and worked on happily as he had done before, 
'^ The success of this large picture, which was universally admired^ 
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gave him courage to begin a companion to it. Hackert himself se- 
lected one of the most lovely spots m the gorgeous vicinity of Naples ; 
and, as the first picture had represented sunset, this landscape was to 
show the effect of sunrise. He had a number of strange trees, a 
number of vineyards, and, above all, a good deal of mist to paint. 
" Berthold was sitting on a large flat stone, in this very spot, com- 

Sleting the sketch of the great picture after nature. ' firavo — well 
one !' said a voice near him. He looked up. The Maltese was 
viewing his work, and added, with a sarcastic smile, * You have only 
forgotten one thing, my dear young friend. Only look yonder, at 
the wall of the distant vineyard ; the one covered with green tendrils. 
The door is half-open, don't you see? You must represent that with 
its proper shading. The half-open door makes a surprising effect !' 
** ' X ou are joking, sir,' exclaimed Berthold, ' and without reason. 
Such accidental circumstances are by no means so contemptible as 
you imarine, and for that very reason my master loves to employ 
them. Only recollect the suspended white cloth in the landscape of 
one of the Dutch painters, that could not be omitted without marr- 
ing the general effect. You, however, seem to be no friend to 
landscape painting in general; and, as I have given myself up to it 
with heart and soul, I beg of you to let me go on working in quiet.' 

" * You are much mistaken, young man,' said the Maltese. * I 
tell you again that a good deal might be made of you, for your works 
visibly prove an im wearied endeavour to attain the highest; but that, 
unfortunately, you will never attain, since the path that you have 
taken does not lead to it. Only mark what I tell you. rerhaps I 
may succeed in kindling that flame in your soul, which you, senseless 
as you are, are endeavouring to smother, and in making it flash up 
brightly, so as to enUghten you. Then you will be able to recognise 
the real spirit that animates you. Do you think I am so foolish as 
to place the landscape lower m rank than the historical painting, aod 
that I do not recognise the common goal after which the painters of 
both classes should strive ? The apprehension of nature in the deepest 
import of that higher sense, whicn kindles all beings to a higher 
life, that is the sacred end of all art. Can the mere dim copying of 
nature lead to this? How poor, how stiff and forced, is the appear- 
ance of a manuscript copied from another in some foreign language, 
which the copyist does not understand, and is, therefore, unable to 
give the strokes, which he laboriously imitates, their proper signifi- 
cance. Thus your master's landscapes are correct copies of an ori- 
ginal author in a language which is strange to him. The initiated 
artist hears the voice of nature, which from trees, hedges, flowers, 
mountains, and waters, speaks to him, and of unfathomable mysteries 
in wondrous sounds, which form themselves in his bosom to a pious 
feeling of foreboding; then, as a divine spirit, the talent itself of 
transferring this dim feeling to his works, aescends upon him. Have 
not you yourself, young ipan, felt strangely affect^ when looking 
at the landscapes of the old masters? Assuredly you did not think 
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whether the leaves of the lime trees, the pines, the plane trees, might 
be truer to nature, whether the back ground might be more misty, 
or the water might be clearer; but the spirit that breathes from the 
whole raised you into a higher region, the reflection of which you 
seemed to behold. Therefore, study nature in the mechanical part, 
sedulously and carefully, that you may attain the practice of repre- 
sentation ; but do not take the practice for the art itself. If you 
have penetrated into the deep import of nature, her pictures will arise 
within you in bright magnincence/ The Maltese was silent; but when 
Berthoid, deeply moved by what he had heard, stood with downca^ 
eyes, and incapable of uttering a word, the Maltese left him, saying, 
* I had no intention of interrupting you in your calling, but I know 
that a higher spirit is slumbering in you. 1 called upon it, with 
strong words, that it might awake, and move its wings with freshness 
and vigour. Farewell.* 

"Berthoid felt as if the Maltese had only clothed in words that which 
had already been fermenting in his souL The inner voice broke 
forth. * No ! All this striving, this constant endeavour, is but ^ 
imcertain, deceptive groping ofthe blind. Away with all that has 
hitherto dazzled me.* He was not in a condition to accomplish a 
single other stroke. He left his master, and wandered about full of 
wild uneasiness, loudly imploring that the high knowledge of which 
the Maltese had spoken might be revealed to him. 

" ' Only in sweet dreams was I happy — yes, truly blessed ! Then 
every thing that the Maltese had spoken became true. I lay in ihe 
green hedge, while magical exhalations played around me, and 
tne voice of nature sounded audibly and melodiously through the 
dark forest. * Listen, listen, oh ! thou initiated one. Hear the 
original tones of creation, which fashion themselves to beinffs ac- 
cessible to thy mind.* And when I heard the chords sound plainer 
and plainer, 1 felt as though a new sense was awakened in me, and 
apprehended with wonderful perspicuity, that which had appeared 
imfathomable. As if in strange hieroglyphics I drew in the air the 
secrets that had been revealed to me with characters of fire; and this 
hieroglyphic writing was a strange landscape, upon which trees, 
hedges, flowers, and waters moved, as it seemed, in loud delightful 
sounds.* 

" But it was only in dreams tliat poor Berthoid felt real happiness, 
for his strength was broken, and his mind was more disturbed than 
it had been in Rome, when he wished to be an historical painter. If 
he strode through the dark wood, an unpleasant sensation of awe 
came over him; if he went out and looked into the distant moun- 
tains, he felt as though icy cold claws grasped his heart — ^his breath 
was stopped — and he felt as if he perished from internal anguish. 
All nature, which used to smile kindly upon him, became a 
threatening monster, and her voice, which used to greet him sweetly 
in the murmurinff of the evening breeze, in the bubbling of the 
brook, in the rustling of the leaves, now told him of nothing but per- 
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ditdon. At last, however, the more these lively dreams consoled 
him, the calmer he became; nevertheless, he avoided being alone in 
the open air, and hence he associated himself with a couple of cheer- 
ful German painters, and took with them many a trip to the loveliest 
spots of Naples. 

" One oithem, whom we will call Florentin, was at this moment 
more intent upon the enjoyment of life, than upon the serious study 
of his art, as his portfolio sufficiently testified. Groups of dancing 
peasant-girls, processions, rural festivals — all this class of subjects he 
could transfer to paper with a sure, ready hand, whenever he chanced 
to meet with them. Every drawing, even though it were a mere 
sketch, had life and motion. At the same time his mind was by no 
means closed to the higher in art; on the contrary, he penetrated 
more than any modem painter into the strange import of the paint- 
ings by all masters. In his sketch-book he had copied in outline the 
frescoes of an old convent-church in Rome, before the walls were 
pulled down. They represented the martyrdom of St. Catharine, and 
one could not see any thing more beautiful, more happily conceived 
than those outlines, which made a very peculiar impression upon 
Berthold. He saw flashes through the gloomy desert that surrounded 
him, and the result was, that he became capable of appreciating the 
cheerful mind of Florentin, and that, as the latter when representing 
the charms, especially brought forward the human principle, he also 
took this principle as the ground on which he must stand, not to float 
away into boundless space. While Florentin was hastily sketching 
some group that he met, Berthold took the opportunity of looking 
into his book, and tried to imitate the lovely figure of Catharine, in 
which he was tolerably successful, although, as at Rome, he failed in 
giving his figures the animation of the original. He complained of 
this to Florentin, whom he looked upon as far his superior in true 
artistical genius, and at the same time told him all that the Maltese 
had spoken about art. * The Maltese is right, dear brother Ber- 
thold,' said Florentin, * and I rank the genuine landscape quite as 
high as the deeply significant sacred histones, as depicted oy the old 
masters. Nay, I mamtain that one ought first to strengthen oneself 
by the representation of that organic nature which is nearest to us, 
that we may be able to find light for her darker regions. I advise 
you, Berthold, to practise yourself in sketching figures, and in ar- 
ranging your thoughts in them. Perhaps by this means you will 
gain additional light.' Berthold acted according to the suggestion 
of his friend, and it seemed to him, as if the dark clouds which spread 
over his life, were passing away. 

" * I endeavoured to represent that, which seemed no more than a 
mere obscure feeling in my innermost soul, by hieroglyphic characters, 
as I had done in my dream; but the hierorfyphics became human 
figures, which moved about a focus of fight in strange combi- 
nations. This focus was to be the noblest form that ever was 
evoked by a painter's fancy, but I vainly endeavoured, when this 
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form appeared to me in a dream, surroimded by the rays of heaven, 
to eaten the features. Every attempt to represent it proved an utter 
failure, and I seemed to fade away in a state of the most ardent de- 
sire/ Florentin perceived the situation of his friend, who was excited 
to a morbid degree, and gave him all the consolation in his power. 
Often did he teU him that this was the very time when illununation 
would break upon him; but Berthold merely slunk about like a 
dreamer, and all his attempts were but the feeble efforts of a puny 
child. 

" In the vicinity of Naples was a duke*s viUa from which there 
was the finest view of Vesuvius and the sea, and which, on this 
account was hospitably kept open for foreign artists, especially land- 
scape painters. Berthold had often worked here, but still oftener 
in a grotto in the park had he given himself up to his fantastic 
dreams. One day he was sitting in this grotto tortured by the 
sense of longing, that tore his bosom, and was shedding briny tears, 
hoping that the star would shine upon his obscure path, when a 
nisthng was heard in the hedges, and the form of an exquisitely 
beautiftil woman was before him. 

'^ ' The sunbeams fell upon her angelic countenance : she cast upon 
me an indescribable glance. It was Saint Catharine. No, more 
than she, it was my ideal. Mad with transport I threw myself on 
the ground, and the form vanished with a benignant smile ! My 
most ardent prayer was realised.' 

' '' Florentin entered the grotto, and was surprised at Berthold^ 
who, with beaming countenance, pressed him to his heart, while 
the tears streamed from his eyes. ^ My 'friend ! my friend I' he 
stammered forth; ' I am happy — I am blessed — she is found — 
found r He hurried to his atetier, and stretching the canvass b^an 
to paint as if inspired by divine power, he charmed before him the 
superterrestrial woman — ^for so he thought her — ^with the fuU glow 
of life. From this moment his inmost soul was entirely changed. 
Far from feeling that melancholy which preyed upon his heart, he 
was serene and cheerfid. He industrioudy studied the chefs-^cewort 
of the old painters. Many of his copies were perfectly suooesBful, 
and now, for the first time, he began to produce paintings which 
caused astonishment among all the connoisseurs. As for landscapes, 
they were no mcnre to be thought of, and Hackert himself confessed 
that the youth had not till now discovered his proper vocation. He 
had to paint many large works, such as altar-piecea for chuxcheSy 
and generally selected the more cheerful subjects of Christian tra- 
dition. From all of these, however, the noble form of his ideal 
beamed forth. It was discovered that the iace and figure of ^e 

Princess Angola T were represented to the life; nay, this &ct 

was commumcated to the youi^ painter himself, and knowing folks 
waggishly insinuated that the German was smitten to the heart by 
the brilliant eyes of the lovely dame. Berthold was highly indif;- 
nant at this silly gossip of people who wished to lower the heav^i^ 
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into the mere earthy. * Do you believe/ he said, * that such a 
being could wander here upon earth? No; the highest was revealed 
in a wondrous vision; it was the moment when the artist receives 
consecration.' Berthold lived happy, until the French army, after 
Bonaparte's conquests in Italy, approached the kingdom of Naples, 
and the revolution, which so fearfully destroyed all the peaceful 
relations of the place, broke out. The king and queen had left 
Naples, and the Citta was appointed. The vicar-general concluded 
a disgraceful truce with the French commander, and the French 
commissaries soon came to receive the sums that were to be paid 
them. The vicar-general fled to escape the rage of the people, who 
believed themselves deserted by him, oy the Citta^ and, m snort, by 
all who could defend them against the approaching enemy. Then 
were all the bands of society loosened. The people, in a state of 
wild anarchy, set law and order at defiance, and with the cry, ' Viva 
la Santa Fede !' wild hordes ran through the streets plundering and 
burning the houses of the nobles, who they thought nad sold them 
to the enemy. Vain were the endeavours of Molitemo and Rocca 
Romana, who were the favourites of the people, and had been 
elected for leaders: vain were their endeavours to restore order. 
The dukes Delia Torre and Clement Filomarino were murdered, but 
the thirst for blood among the raging people was not yet satisfied. 
Berthold had just been aole to escape, half-dressed, from a burning 
house, when he met a mob, that witn kindled torches and glittering 

knives, was hurrying to the palace of the Duke of T . These 

madmen, taking him for one of their own class, carried him along 
with them, shouting, * Viva la Santa Fede !' and in a few minutes 
the duke^ the servants, every one who resisted, were murdered, and 
the palace, into which Berthold was more and more forced by the 
throng, was in flames. Thick clouds of smoke rolled through the 
long passages. Berthold, in danger of being burned to death, darted 
through the now open doors in hopes of finding an outlet, but all 
in vain ; a piercing shriek of agony struck his ear, and he rushed into 
the hall. A woman was strugglmg with a lazzarone, who held her 
fast, and was about to plun^ a knife in her heart. It was the prin- 
cess — it was Berthold's ideal ! Losing all consciousness with horror, 
he sprang towards them, and it was but the work of a moment to seize 
the lazzarone, to fling him to the ground, to plunge his own knife 
in his throat, to catch the princess in his arms, to fly with her 
through the flaming ruins, to dash down the steps, and to go on-— on 
— ^throu^h the dense crowd of people. None attempted to stop him 
in his flight. With the bloody knife in his hand, with his face be- 
grimed by smoke, with his clothes torn, he was taken for a plun- 
derer and murderer by the people, who willingly conceded him 
his prey. In a deserted comer of the city, beneath an old wall, to 
which, as if by instinct he had run to escape danger, he fell ex* 
hausted. On recovering, he found the princess kneeung at his side, 
and washing his foreheiS with cold water. * Oh thanks ! — thanks !' 
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said she, in the softest and most lovely voice; * thanks to the saints 
that thou hast recovered, my preserver, my all !' Berthold raised 
himself, — ^he fancied he was dreaming, he looked with fixed eyes 
upon the princess — yes, it was herself — the celestial form which 
had kindled the divine spark in his breast. * Is it possible? — Is it 
true? — Do I live?* he exclaimed. * Yes,' replied the princess, * thou 
livest for me. That which thou didst not venture even to hope, has 
happened through a miracle. Oh ! I know thee well, — thou art the 
German painter, Berthold, who loved me, and ennobled me in his 
beautiful works. Was it then possible for me to be thine? But now 
I am thine for ever — ^let us fly P A strange feeling, as when a sudden 
pain disturbs sweet dreams, darted through Berthold as the princess 
spoke. But when the lovely woman clasped him with her full, 
snow-white arms, when he pressed her passionately to his bosom, 
then did a delicious trembling, hitherto unknown, take possession of 
him, and in the mad delight of possessing the greatest earthly fe- 
licity, he cried: * Oh, it was no delirious dream ! No ! it is my wife 
whom I embrace, and whom I will never leave !* 

** Escape from the city was at first impossible, for at the gate stood 
the French army, whose entrance the people, although badly armed 
and without leaders, were able to dispute for two days. Berthold, 
however, succeeded in flying with Angiola from one hiding-place to 
another, and at last out of the city. Angiola, deeply enamoured of 
him, could not think of remaining in Italy; she wished her family 
to consider her dead, that Berthold's possession of her might be se- 
cure. A diamond necklace, and some valuable rings which she 
wore, were sufficient to provide them with all necessaries at Rome — 
whither they had proceeded by slow degrees— and they arrived happily 

at M , m Southern Germany, where Berthold intended to settle, 

and to support himself by his art. Was it not a state of felicity, not 
even to be dreamed, that Angiok, that creature of celestial loveli- 
ness, that ideal of his most dehghtful visions, now became his own, 
— when all social laws had seemed to raise an insurmountable barrier 
between him and his beloved? Berthold could hardly comprehend 
his happiness, he was abandoned to inexpressible deUght, until 
the inner voice became louder and louder, urging him to think of 

his art. He determined to found his fame at M- hj a large 

picture which he designed for the Maria church there. The whole 
subject was to be the very simple one of Mary and Elizabeth sitting 
on the grass in a beautiful garden, with the infant Christ and John 
playing before them; but all his efforts to obtain a pure spiritual 
view of his picture proved fruitless. As in that unhappy period of 
the crisis the forms floated away from him, and it was not the hea- 
venly Mary — no, it was an earthly woman, his Angiola herself, fear- 
fully distorted, that stood before the eyes of his mind. He fancied 
that he could defy the gloomy power tnat seemed to grasp him, — he 
prepared his colours and began to paint; but his strengtn was bro- 
ken, and all his endeavours were — as they had been formerly— only 
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the puny efforts of a senseless child. Whatever he painted was stiff 
and inanimate, and even Angiola, — ^Angiola his ideal, became, when 
she sat to him, and he tried to paint her, a mere wax image on the 
canvass, staring at him with its glassy eyes. His soul became more 
and more the prey of a despondency, that consumed all the happi- 
ness of his life. He would not, nay, he could not, work any more ; 
and thus he fell into a state of poverty, which was the more crush- 
ing, because Angiola did not utter a word of complaint. 

" *The grief that gnawed more and more into my soul, that grief 
that was theofl&pring of ahope, invariably deceived, when I summoned 
powers that were no Jonger mine, soon reduced me to a state that 
might be compared to madness. My wife bore me a son, — that in- 
creased my misery, and my long suppressed discontent broke out 
into open, burning hate. She— she alone had been the cause of my 
unhappiness. She was not the ideal which had appeared to me, but 
had only assumed the form and face of that heavenly woman. In 
wild despair I cursed her and her innocent child. I wished them 
both dead, that I might be freed from the insupportable pains that 
tortured me, Uke so many buminff knives. Thoughts of nell arose 
in my mind. In vain did I read m Angiola's corpse-Uke face, and 
in her tears, the madness and impiety of my conduct. * Thou hast 
cheated me out of my life, cursed woman !' I thundered forth, and 
thrust her away with my foot, when she fell fainting to the groimd 
and clasped my knees.' 

'*Berthold's mad, cruel conduct towards h)S wife and child excited 
the attention of the neighbours, who informed the magistrates of the 
circumstance. They wished to imprison him ; but when the police 
entered his dwelling, he had vanished with his wife and child, without 
leaving so much as a trace behind. Soon afterwards he appeared at 

N ,in Upper Silesia; he had got rid of his wife and child, and 

cheerfully began to paint the picture which he had vainly attempted 

at M . However he could only finish the Virgin Mary, and 

the children — Christ and John — for he fell into a dreadful illness, 
which brought him near the death he desired. Every thing that 
belonged to him, including the imfinished picture, was sold for his 
subsistence; and, after he had recovered, in some measure, he de- 
parted, a sick, miserable beggar. He afterwards gained a poor live- 
lihood by a few jobs of wall-painting." 



" There is something terrible in the history of Berthold," said I 
to the professor. *' Although so much is not plainly expressed, I 
believe that he was the reckless murderer of his innocent wife and 
child." ^ 

** He is a mad fool," replied the professor, " to whom I do not give 
credit for enough courage to perform such an act. On this point he 
never speaks plainly; and the question is, whether it be not a mere 
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fcncy that he took any part in the death of his wife and child. He 
now returns to painting marble ; and this very night he will finish the 
altar. This puts him m a good-humour, and you may leam some- 
thing about this critical affair from his own mouth." 

I must confess that the thought of passing midnight in the church 
alone with Berthold made me shudder a little, now I had read his his- 
tory. I thought that there might be a Uttle of the devil in him in 
spite of his good-humour and mnk deportment; and I chose rather 
to be in his company that very noon in the clear sunlight. 

I found him upon the sc^old, reserved and in an ill-humour^ 
painting the veins of marble. CUmbing up to him, I reached him 
the pots, while he stared at me with amazement. " I am your help- 
mate," said I softly, and this drew a smile from him. Now I b^an 
to talk of his Ufe, so as to let him know that I was acquainted with 
all; and he seemed to believe that he himself had, on that night, 
communicated every thing. Very, very gently I came to the 
fiightful catastrophe, and then said suddenly — ^** Did you actually, 
in your imholy madness, murder your wife and child?* 

At this he let the paint-pot and the pencil fall; and, staring at me 
with a hideous countenance, as he raised both his hands, cried 
out, " No, these hands are unstained by the blood of my wife — of my 
son I Another such word and I will dash myself down from tte 
scaffolding with you, so that both our heads shall be shattered on the 
stone floor of the church." 

At this moment I felt my situation rather odd, and deemed it ad- 
visable to change the subject. " Look here, dear Berthold," said I, 
as quietly and coolly as possible; " see how that ugly dark yeUow 
is running on the wall." 

He turned his eyes to the spot, and while he painted out the yellow, 
I slipped gently down the scaffold, left the church, and went to the 
professor, to have a hearty laugh at my well-chastised presumption. 

My vehicle was repaired, and I left G— — , after Professor Aloysius 
Walter had solemnly promised that in case any thing happened to 
Berthold, he would communicate it in writing immediately. 

About half a year elapsed, when I actually received a letter 
from the professor. He expressed himself in very prolix terms of 

praise about our meeting at G , and wrote as follows about 

Berthold: — " Soon after your departure affairs took a singular turn 
with our whimsical painter. He became suddenly quite cheerftJ, 
and finished, in the most splendid style, the great altar-piece, which is 
now the wonder of every body. He then vanished ; and, as he took 
nothing with him, and a few days afterwards we found a hat and 

stick lying near the O stream, we are all of opinion that he met 

a voluntary death." J. 0. 
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THE SEVERED HAND. 

BY WILHELM HAUPP. 

[This story is related by a Greek merchant, in the collection called "Die 
KaraTane.*^ 

I WAS bom at C!onstantmople, where my father was a dragoman 
to the Sublime Porte, and carried on besides, a tolerably lucrative 
trade in perfumes and silks. He gave me a good education, partly 
instructing me himself, and partly engaging a priest of our religion 
for that purpose. He originally intended me for his own business, 
but as I displayed greater talents than he expected, he determined, 
by the advice of his friends, to make me a physician, being of opi-» 
mon that a physician, if he has learned more than the common 
charlatans, could make his fortune in Constantinople. Our house 
was frequented by many Franks, one of whom urged my father to 
let me go to the city of Paris, in his native coimtry, where people 
might study such things gratis and in the best manner, saying, ne 
would take me with him for nothing when he returned thither. 

My father, who in his youth had also travelled, agreed, and the 
Frank told me to be ready in three months. I was delighted 
beyond measure at the prospect of seeing foreign lands, and could 
scarcely await the time when we shomd embark. Having at 
length concluded all his business, the Frank prepared for his 
voyage, and on the evening previous to our departure my father 
took me to his lodgings. Here I saw beautifid dresses and arms 
lying on the table; but what most attracted my eyes was a lar^ 
heap of gold, as I had never before seen so much together. My 
&ther embraced me, saying, " Behold, my son, I have provided 
these clothes for your voyage; those arms are yours, and they are 
the same your grandfather gave me when I went forth to foreign 
countries. I know you can wield them, but never use them ex- 
cepting in self-defence, and then fight bravely. My fortime is not 
large; but see, I have divided it into three parts, of which one 
is yours, one shall be for my support and wants, but the third shall 
be sacred property, and devoted to the purpose of saving you in the 
hour of need." Thus spoke my aged father, and tears trembled 
in his eyes, perhaps fix)m a certain presentiment, for I never saw 
him again. 

Our voyage was prosperous; we soon reached the land of the 
Franks, and in six d^s journey, after landing, we came to the 
great city of Pans. Here my Frankish friend hired a room and 
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advised me to use proper discretion in laying out mj money, which 
in all was two thousand thalers. I lived for three years in this city, 
and learned what every skilful physician ought to knomr; but I 
should not speak the truth were I to say that I liked the place, for 
the manners and customs of this people did not suit me. Sloreover, 
I had but few fnends, though these were indeed noble young 
men. 

The desire of seeing my native country, at length, became 
strong; and having all tnis time heard nothing of my father, I seized 
a favourable opportunity to return home. 

This opportunity was afforded me by an embassy from the land of 
the Franks to the SubUme Porte. I engaged myself as surgeon in 
the suite of the ambassador, and was fortunate enough to return to 
Constantinople. There I foimd my father's house closed, and the 
neighbours were astonished when they saw me, and told me that my 
father had died two months since. The priest who had instnictea 
me in my youth brought me the keys of the now desolate house, 
which I entered alone and forsaken. I foimd every thing as 
my father had left it, only the money he had promised to bequeath 
me was not there. I inquired of lae priest about it, who, with a 
bow, told me that my father had died as a holy man, since he had 
bequeathed all his money to the church. 

The latter circumstance has ever since been inexpUcable to me. 
Yet what could I do? I had no witnesses against the priest, and 
could not but consider myself fortunate that he had not also claimed as 
a legacy the house and goods of my father. This was the first calamity 
that befel me, but from that time misfortunes succeeded each other. 
My reputation as a physician spread but slowly, because I was ashamed 
to play the quack, and I wanted everywhere the recommendation 
of my father, who would have introduced me to the wealthiest and 
noblest persons, who now no longer thought of poor Zaleukos. Nei- 
ther comd I find customers for my father's goods, for all had gone 
elsewhere after his death, and new ones come but slowly. Once sadly 
reflecting on my situation it occurred to me that I had oflen seen in 
Fi-ance men of my native land, who travelled through the coimtry, 
exposing their goods in the market-places of the towns; I remem- 
bered that they easily foimd customers because they came from a 
foreign country, and that by such traflSc one might profit a himdred- 
fold. My resolution was soon taken. I sold my father's house, gave 
part of the money I received for it to a tried friend to keep for me, 
and with the rest I purchased such things as are seldom seen in the 
west — viz: shawls, silks, ointments, and perfumes. Having engaged 
a berth in a ship, I thus set out on my second voyage to France. As 
soon as I had turned my back on tne castles of the Dardanelles it 
seemed as if fortune would again smile on me. Our passage was 
short and prosperous. 

I travelled tnrough large and small towns, and found everywhere 
ready purchasers of my goods. My friend in Constantinople sup- 
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plied me constantly with firesh goods, and I daily became more 
wealthy. 

When at length I thought I had saved enough to risk a greater 
enterprise, I went to Italy. But I must here mention that I derived 
no small additional profit firom the healing art. Whenever I entered 
a town, I announcea, by bills, that a Greek physician had arrived, 
who had already cured many; and truly my Dalsams and medicines 
brought me in many a zechino. I now reacned the city of Florence, 
in Italy, where I purposed remaining for some time, as I liked it 
much, and wished to recover from the fatigues of my travels. I 
hired a shop in the quarter called Santa Croce, and in an inn not far 
firom thence two beautiful rooms which led to a balcony. Having 
made these arrangements, I had my bills placarded about, announcing 
myself as a physician and merchant. 1 had no sooner opened my 
shop than I had crowds of customers, and though my prices were 
rather high, I sold more than others, because I was civil and obhging 
to my customers. When I had thus pleasantly spent four days in 
Florence, I was one evening about closmg my shop, and only had to 
examine my stock of boxes of ointments, as was my custom, when I 
found in a small jar a piece of paper which I did not recollect to have 
put there. On opening it I discovered that it was an invitation for me 
to appear that night at twelve o'clock precisely on the bridge called 
Ponte Vecchio. I conjectured a long time who it could possibly be 
that invited me thither, but, not knowing a soul in Florence, I 
thought some one wished, perhaps, to take me secretly to some sick 
person, which was not uncommon, and I therefore determined to 
go. However, I took the precaution to buckle on the sword my 
father had given me. 

When it was near midnight I set out on my way, and soon arrived 
at the Ponte Vecchio. I foimd the bridge lorsaken and lonely, and 
determined to await the person who had appointed to meet me. 

It was a cold night, the moon shone brightly, and I looked down 
on the waves of the Amo, glistening in the moonlight. The church 
clocks now struck the midnight hour, I looked up and saw before 
me a tall man, enveloped in a red cloak, a comer of which he had 
drawn over his face. 

At first, I was rather terrified, at his suddenly appearing behind 
me, but soon recovered myself, and said, "If you have summoned 
me hither, say what is your command." The Red Cloak turned 
round, and slowly said, " Follow me." I felt somewhat imeasy at 
the thought of following the stranger alone ; so I stood still, saying, 
"Nay, sir, please first' to tell me whither. Moreover, you might let me 
have a peep at your face, that I may see whether you intend any good 
with me." feut the Red Cloak did not seem to mind my words, " If you 
will not follow, Zaleukos, stop where you are," he said, and then went 
on. Now my anger was rou^, and 1 cried, " Think you a man like 
me, will submit to be tantalized by any fool, and to wait for nothing 
in a cold night like this ?" In three leaps I overtook him, seized him 
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by the cloak, and cried still louder, while grasping my sword with 
the other hand. But the cloak alone remained in my hand, and the 
stranger vanished round the next comer. My rage gradually sub- 
sided, but still I held the cloak, and this I expected would give me 
a clue to this singular adventure. I wrapped it round me, and 
walked home. When I was about a hundr^ paces from my house, 
some one passed close by me, and whispered to me in French, " Be 
on your guard, Count, there is nothing to be done to night" But 
before I could look round, this somebody had passed, and I only saw 
his shadow glide along the houses. That those words were addressed 
to the owner of the cloak and not to me was pretty evident, but this 
tiirew no light on the affair. The following morning, I considered 
what I should do. At first I intended to have the cloak cried, as if 
I had found it : on reflection, however, I thought the owner might 
send another person for it, and that I might stiU have no clue to the 
discovery. While thus considering, I looked at the cloak more 
narrowly ; It was of heavy Grenoese reddish purple velvet, edged 
with Astracan fur, and richly embroidered with gold. The sight of 
this splendid cloak suggested an idea to me, which I resolved to exe- 
cute. I carried it to my shop, and exposed it for sale, but set upon 
it so high a price, that I felt sure I should not find a purchaser. My 
object in this was to look closely at every person who might ask the 
price ; for I thought I could discover, among a thousand, the figure 
of the stranger, which after the loss of die cloak had shown itself to me 
distinctly, though but for a moment. Many came desirous of buying 
the cloak, the extraordinary beauty of which attracted every eye, 
but no one had the remotest resemblance to the stranger, and none 
would pay for it the high price of two-hu|idred zechinos. What struck 
me most was, that all whom I asked whether they had ever seen such 
a cloak in Florence before, replied in the negative, assuring me they 
had never seen sudi costly and tastefiil work. 

As evening approached, a yoimg man came who had often been in 
my shop, and had also during the day made a handsome offer for it 
He threw a purse of zechinos on the table, saying, ** By Heavens, 
Zaloukos I must have your cloak, though it will beggar me !" At 
these words he counted down the gold. I was greatly embarrassed, 
having only exposed the cloak for sale in hopes of attracting the looks 
of its owner, and now comes a young madcap to pay the exorbitant 
price. But what coidd I do ? I yidded ; for the idea was pleasing 
of being so handsomely recompensed for my nocturnal adventure. 
The young man put on the cloak and went away ; but returned at 
the door, as he took off a paper which was fastened to it, threw it 
to me, and said, ^* Here, Zaleukos is something which I think does 
not belong to the cloak." I took the paper carelesdy, when behold ! 
it contained these words : 

** Bring the cloak to night at the usual hour to the Ponte Veochio, 
and four himdred zechinos dwdl be yours." I was thunderstruck. 
Thus then I had trifled with my good luck, and utterly missed my 
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aim ; but I soon recovered, took the two-hundred zechinoSy followed 
him, and said, ^^ Take back your money, my friend, and leave me the 
cloak, I cannot possibly part with it lie thought at first I was 
joking, but when he perceived I was in earnest, he flew into a rage 
at my demand, called me a fool, and we at length came to blows. In 
the scuffle, I was fortunate enough to secure the doak, and was about 
to run off with it, when the youngman called the police to his assist- 
ance, and brought me before the magistrate. The latter was much 
surprised at the accusation, and awarded the doak to my opponent 
I now offered the young man twenty, fifty, dffhty, nay, a hxmdred 
zechinos, if he would let me have it. My gold effectea what my en- 
treaties could not He took my money, I went off triumphant with 
the cloak, and was obliged to submit to be called mad by aQ Florence. 
But I cared little for the opinion of the people, since I knew more 
than they, viz : that I still gained by my bargain. 

I awaited the night with impatience. About the same time as 
before I went to the Ponte Vecchio, with the cloak xmder my arm. 
The figure approached me with the last stroke of the dock, and I 
could not be mistaken as to its identity. ** Have you the cloak?'* 
was the question. ** I have, sir," I answered, ** but it cost me a him- 
dred zechinos." *' I know it," he replied; " here are four hundred 
for it." With these words he stepped to the broad balustrade and 
counted down the gold, four hundred pieces, which sparkled beau- 
tifully in the moonlight; their glitter delighted my heart, which, 
alas I httle imagined that this was its last joy. I put the money in 
my pocket, and was going to take a close survey of the kind un- 
known, but he had on a mask, through which his dark eyes flashed 
at me frightfully. " I thank you, sir, for your kindness," said I. 
* ■ What else do you desire of me? for I must tell you beforehand 
that it must be nothing underhanded." *' Unnecessary fear," he re- 
plied, as he wrapped the doak round him. '^ I want your assistance 
as a physician, not, however, for one living, but for one who is dead." 

"How can that be?" I exclaimed, astonished. He beckoned 
me to follow him, and related as follows: " I came here from 
foreign lands with my sister, and have Hved with her at the house 
of a friend, where she died suddenly yesterday. Her relatives wish 
her to be buried to-morrow; and by an andent custom in our family 
every member is to be buried in the vault of our ancestors, where 
many who died in fordgn countries now repose embalmed. I wish 
to leave her body to our relations here, but must take to my father 
her head, at least, that he may see his daughter's face once more." 

This custom of cutting off the head of bdoved relatives seemed 
to me somewhat repulsive, but I did not venture to raise any ob- 

{ actions, fearing to give offence to the stranger. I therefore told 
lim that I well understood embalming the dead and begged him 
to take me to the deceased. At the same time I could not refrain 
from asking him why all this must be done so mysteriously, and 
in the night To this he answered, that his relations, considering 
his intention as somewhat cruel, would prevent him if he at* 
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tempted it during the daytime ; but that if the head was once 
severed they would say little about it; that he, indeed, would have 
brought me the head himself had not a natural feeling deterred him 
from performing the operation. 

In the meanwhile we arrived at a large, splendid mansion, ijvhich. 
my companion pointed out as the end of our nocturnal walk. Pass- 
ing the principal gate we entered the house by a small door, ^^hich 
he carefully fastened after him, and ascended, in the dark, a narroiv 
winding staircase. This led to a faintly lighted corridor through 
which we came to an apartment, which was lighted by a lamp sus- 
pended from the ceiling. 

In this apartment was a bed in which the corpse lay. The stranger 
averted his face and seemed anxious to hide his tears. Pointing to 
the bed, he ordered me to do my business well and expeditiously, and 
left the apartment. 

I took my knives out of the case, which, as a doctor, I always 
carried, and approached the bed. Only the head of the corpse was 
visible; it was so beautiful that, involuntarily, I felt compassion in 
my inmost heart ; the dark hair hung in long tresses over the pale 
face, and the eyes were closed. I commenced, according to the 
custom of surgeons when they amputate a limb, by making an in- 
cision in the skin. Then takmg my sharpest knife I cut the throat 
with one stroke. Oh ! horror I the deai opened her eyes, but 
closed them again immediately, and with one deep sigh now breathed 
forth her life. At the same time a stream of hot blood pushed over 
me from the wound. I was convinced that I only had killed the 
poor lady. That she was dead now I could no longer doubt, since 
such a wound was sure to be fatal. I stood for some minutes in 
fearful anxiety as to what I had done. Had the Red Cloak imposed 
on me, or had his sister only been apparently dead ? The latter 
seemed to me the more probable, but i dare not tell the brother of 
the dead that a less speedy cut would perhaps have aroused her with- 
out killing her. I was going, therefore, to sever the head entirely, 
when the dying lady once more groaned, stretched herself in pain- 
ful convulsions, and then expirea. Overcome by terror, I rushed I 
shuddering from the apartment. It was dark in the corridor with- ' 
out, the lamp was extinguished, no trace of my companion was to 
be discovered, and I was obliged to grope my way along the wall at 
hazard in order to reach the winding staircase. 1 foimd it at length, 
and hurried down precipitatdy. There was no one visible below, 
the door was ajar, and when 1 reached the street I breathed more 
freely, having felt oppressed with horror in the house. Spurred on 
by terror, I hastened towards my lodging and buried myself in the 
pillows of my couch, to forget the atrocious deed I had perpetrated. 
feut sleep fled from me, and the morning first summoned me to com- 
posure. It seemed to me probable that the man who had seduced 
me to the fearful act, as it now appeared to me, would not inform 
against me. I determined to go into my shop to business and as- 
sume, if possible, a cheerful air. But alas ! a new circumstance 
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which I observed only now, mcreased my anxiety; I missed my cap 
and belt, as well as the knives, and was xmcertain whether I had left 
them in the apartment of the murdered ladv, or had lost them in my 
flight. The former, unfortunately, seemed more probable, and the 
knives would therefore betray me as the murderer. 

I opened my shop at the usual time, and my neighbour came 



Ight ?* 1 pretended not to know any thing 
about it. * * W hat ! do you pretend not to know what is known all over 
the town? Not to know that the fairest flower in Florence, Bianca, 
the daughter of the governor, was murdered last night? Ah me ! I 
saw her even yesterday go in her carriage with her bridegroom, for it 
was only yesterday she was married. Every word spoken by my neigh- 
bour was a dagger in my heart. How often were these my tortures 
renewed, for each of my customers repeated the story, one painting 
it more frightfully than the other, though none could speak all the 
horrors I had myself witnessed. About noon an oflScer from the 
magistrate entered my shop, and requesting me to dismiss the cus- 
tomers, and, producing the things I mi^ed, he said, *' Senore Zaleukos, 
do you own these things?' I hesitated a moment whether I had 
not better disown them altogether, but seeing through the half-open 
door my landlord and several acquaintances, who mi^t perhaps 
witness against me, I determined not to aggravate the affair by tell- 
ing a falsehood, and so owned the things produced. The oflScer de- 
sired me to follow him, and led me to a large building, which I soon 
recognised as a prison. He showed me into an apartment to await 
fiirther orders. 

My situation was terrible as I reflected on it in my soUtude ; the 
thought of having committed murder, though unintentionally, con- 
stantrjr returned. Neither could I deny to myself that the gutter of 
gold had captivated my senses, or I could not so easily have been 
caught in the snare. Two hours after my arrest, I was led from my 
room up several staircases into a large hall. Twelve persons, mostly 
old men, were sitting at a round table, covered with black cloth. 
Along the walls stood benches occupied by the nobiUty of Florence. 
In the galleries above stood the spectators, densely crowded toge- 
ther. When I stepped to the table, a man, with a gloomy and me- 
lancholy expression of countenance, rose : it was the president of 
the tribimal. Addressing the assembly, he said, that as the father 
of the murdered, he could not pass judgment in this matter, and 
therefore, ceded his place to the senior of the senators. The latter 
was an aged man of at least ninety years. He was bent with age, 
and his temples were scantily covered with a few white hairs, but 
his eyes still burned with lustre, and his voice was strong and firm. 
He began by asking me whether I confessed the muraer ? I de- 
manded to be heard, and fearlessly, and in a very audible voice, re- 
kted what I had done, and what 1 knew. I observed that the presi- 
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dent, during my statement, was alternately flushed and pale, a nd t hai 
when I concluded, he started up furiouslj, crying to me, '^ What, 
wretch! Do you wish to charge the crime you committed from aT»> 
rice upon another ?" The senator called him to order for his intex- 
ruption, as he had voluntarily remgned his right a£ judgment, re- 
marking, moreover, that it was by no means proved that I conunltted 
the crime from avarice, as, by his own deposition, nothing had been 
stolen from the murdered, indeed, he went still further, declaring 
that the president must give an account of the life of his daughta, 
for that only could enable them to determine whether I had qx>keii 
the truth or not. He now dismissed the court for that day to coii- 
sult, as he said, the papers of the dedsased, which the president 
would deliver to him. 

I was again led back to my prison where I spent a sorrow&I 
day, still ardently hoping that some connexion between the dead 
lady and the Red Cloak might be discovered. Full of this hope I 
entered the judgment hall the following day. Several letters lay 
on the table, and the ^ed senator asked me whether they were 
written by me. I looked at them, and found they must be by the 
same hand as the two dips of paper I had received. This I stated 
to the senate, but they did not seem to regard it, and answered that 
I could, and must, liave written both, the initial on both letteis 
being evidently a Z, the initial letter of my name. The letters conr 
tained menaces to the deceased, and warnings against the marriage 
which she was about to contract. 

The president appeared to have given singular information re- 
specting my person, for they treated me on this day more su^i- 
ciously and severely. In justification of myself I appealed to my 
papers which must be found in m^f lodging, but they told me that 
they had searched and found notmng. Thus, at the closing of the 
court, all my hopes vanished, and when, on the third day, I was 
a^ain led into the hall, the sentence was read to me that I was con- 
victed of premeditated murder and was to die. To this condition 
had I come ! Forsaken by all that was dear on earth, far distant 
from my native country, I was, though innocent, to die by the axe 
in the flower of youth. As I was sitting in my lonely dungeon 
on the evening of this terrible day that had decided my £site, all nay 
hopes having fled, and all my thoughts being seriously fixed on 
death, the door opened and a man entered, who looked silently at 
me for a long time. 

^' Do I thus find you again, Zaleukos?" said he. 

The faint glimmer of my lamp prevented me from recog- 
nising him, but the soimd of his voice awakened in me rec^ 
lections of former days. It was Valetti, one of the few friends I 
had known in Paris while there pursuing my studies. He told me 
that he happened to come to Florence wnere his father lived much 
respected, that he had heard my history, and had come to see me 
once more, and to learn firom me how I could have committed such 
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a heavy crime. I told him the whole stoiy. He seemed much 
astonished, and conjured me to tell him, my only friend, every 
thing, that I might not depart this life with a lie on my conscience. 
I swore to him with a most solemn oath that I had spoken the 
truth, and that no other guilt oppressed me, but ^t, being dazzled 
by the gold, I had not at once recognised the improbability of the 
stranger's story. 

" You did not then know Bianca?* he asked. 

I assured him I had never seen her. Valetti now related to me 
that a deep secret was connected with the deed, that the president had 
very much hastened my sentence, and that a report was circulated 
that I had long known Bianca, and now had murdered her out of 
revenge for her marrying another. I observed to him, that all this 
applied well to the Red Cloak, but that I could not prove his parti- 
cipation in the deed. Valetti embraced me, weeping, and pro- 
mised to do all in his power to save my life at least. I had httle 
hope, though I knew him to be a wise man and well conversant 
in the law, and that he would not fail to do his utmost to save me. 
For two long days I remained in suspense ; at length he came and 
exclaimed, ** I bring a consolation though a sad one. You will live 
to be free, but must lose one hand." Deeply affected, I thanked my 
friend for having saved my life. He told me the president had 
been inexorable as to granting a new investigation into the affair, 
but, that he might not appear unjust, he at length agreed that if 
they could find a similar case in the annals of Florence, my punish- 
ment should be according to that awarded in such a case. He, 
therefore,with his father had now read day and night in the archives, 
and had, at length, found a case similar to mine, the punishment for 
which was that the perpetrator should have his left hand cut off, 
his property confiscated, and that he himself should be banished for 
life. This was now my sentence, and I was to prepare for the 
painful moment which awaited me. I will spare you this terrible 
moment: in the open market-place I placed my hand on the block, 
and my own blood gushed over me. 

When all was over, Valetti took me to his house imtil my reco- 
very was completed, and then nobly provided me with money for 
my journey, for all I had earned with so much labour had been 
taken from me. From Florence I went to Sicily, and thence by 
the first ship to Constantinople. Here I hoped to find the sum of 
money I had left with my friend, and begged him to receive me 
into his house, but what was my astonishment when he inquired 
why I did not take possession of my own? He informed me that 
a stranger had purchased a house in my name in the quarter of 
the Greeks, and nad told the neighbours that I was soon coming. I 
immediately repaired thither with my friend, and was joyfully wel- 
comed by all my old acquaintance. An aged merchant gave me a 
letter that had been left by the purchaser of the house for me. Its 
contents were as follows: 
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*^ Zaleukos ! Two hands shall be constantly ready to work for joa 
that you may not feel the loss of the one. The house you now own 
with all in it is yours, and you will receive every year sufficient to 
make you rank among the wealthy of your countrymen. May you 
forgive him who is more wretched than yourself 1" 

1 could guess who was the writer of these lines, and the mercdiant 
told me, on inquiry, that he took the stranger^ who wore a red 
cloak, for a Frank. I now knew sufficient to convince me that 
the stranger was not devoid of generous feelings. I found all in my 
new house arranged admirably, and also VSop with eoods more 
beautiful than I ever possessed. Ten years have now elapsed, and 
I have continued my commercial travels more from former habit 
than necessity, yet I have never again seen the coimtiy whete I m^ 
such a misfortune. Ever since I have annually receii^ a thousand 
gold pieces, but though I rejoice to know that that unfortunate 
man is generous, he cannot with his money relieve my soul from 
its grief, for the awful picture of the murdered Bianca will for ev^ 
be present with me. C. A. F. 



THE END. 
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